Tess sat alone in the small private room that she had managed to secure in this waste of a town, foxwater.  None of the amenities that she was accustomed to were available in this small backwater village, and she had difficulty understanding why anyone would choose to live here.  She endured, as she did with all of life’s hardships, by looking through to the goal of her existence.  She had spent 12 years of her life getting to this point, and she would not let anything stop her from getting her revenge.


Her thoughts lately lingered on the scrying device that her group had recently brought back; how long had they had it?  Did they know what it did?  How much could she really trust them?  Thinking of the group always made her curious to their progress, and it had been a couple of days since she last checked in on them.  They had been a surprise, working quickly, efficiently, and with very few questions, she had decided she liked them she liked all things that were efficient.  She removed the mirror that Trickle had given her from the safety of her carrying case and unfolded it on the desktop.  Incanting a simple spell completion that he had showed her, brought the object to life.  As she concentrated and moved the ethereal eye closer to the group she felt something strange and unpleasant.  Something was interfering with her scrying device.  A quick thought of the idol ran across her mind, but she quickly dismissed it as impossible.  She knew they had the idol, she had witnessed their possession of it a few days earlier, but they had no other parts of the idol, and even if they did, they could not know how to use it, nor could they suspect that she had been watching them.  She forced the ethereal eye closer to the group and the pain increased slightly, but it was still tolerable.  From this distance she could tell that they were heading towards the river, and probably Fardale.  Excellent, she had friends in Fardale from her days in the guild, even if this scrying device was failing she would be able to track them from there.  Again she pushed the eye closer and the pain became nearly intolerable, now she could see the group, it appeared that they had found other traveling companions and…they had the idol ASSEMBLED.  The pain turned into a searing knife slicing into her temple as she tried to keep her concentration.  Suddenly she saw the Idol move forward like a giant cat and swat the scrying ethereal eye.  Pain exploded in her head as the mirror in front of her shattered.  She reeled from the pain and her vision began narrowing, she was loosing consciousness and struggled to hold on to her thoughts.  The pain eased suddenly and with the shock, her battle with consciousness was lost.  She slumped to the floor in a deep dreamless sleep.

* * *

The room was cold, and there was a distant noise that seemed to be getting louder and louder.  Suddenly she came awake remembering the events that had happened but disoriented by the uncertainty of the amount of time that had passed since.  The knocking on the door was louder this time, more urgent, and she heard the polite inquiry from Delain, the woman who had let her rent this private room.  She rose from the floor, stiff and very cold; she realized that the fire in the fireplace was completely out, not an ember remained.  She had evidently been unconscious for some time.


Tess opened the door, just in time to see Delain rearing back to kick the door down.  “You’ve been cooped up in there so long we thought you might have had an accident.”  Came the polite, yet gruff voice of Delain.  The sight of her reminded Tess that this little village of foxwater was all too real.  Delain was a typical farmers wife, strong and sturdy, with a face weathered from years in the elements.  As Tess opened her mouth to make an excuse, Delain quickly pushed past her seeing the broken glass from the shattered silvered mirror on the floor.  Tess had not noticed before but there was a small pool of blood there on the floor, and just past the debris was the carrying case that once contained the mirror, and it was still open; Tess fought the feeling of panic that now built within her chest.

Delain, moved into the room looking at the glass shards on the ground, and then just happened to look over at the case that lay against the bead; shock gripped her throat and she attempted to scream, but the sound did not have time to form, a blunt blow to the back of her head sent her speedily to the floor.  Tess mumbled out loud:  “12 years will not be lost by a fat farmers wife!”  Tess dragged the old woman’s body into the room and shut the door…one more wrinkle in her plan.  She hoped that it would not unravel before she got her revenge.

