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“Fighting is an instinct of everything that seek to survive in our world, but of course the reason for fighting differs from those you ask. 

For loved ones, for their duties, and some simply fight to live another day. All of these are valid reasons for fighting, but what really separates these reasons from one another, is how much people are willing to fight for them. 

A weak person buckles and breaks at the first sign of pressure. Abandoning their reason for fighting in the first place. These are the people who can be considered the lowest of the low. While those who abandon their reasons run to cover their weakness in delusions of self-pity and vices, others continue on.

They continue on to fight with their reasons etched deep into their hearts and minds along every step they take on the road they walk.

When they are challenged, they do not falter and choose to stand taller to face the challenge. Bringing about the very best of themselves to overcome with what they carry.

When they fall along their path they do not simply stay down and let others walk over them. They get back up as they know it was only a pebble they tripped on, one of many on their path. Dare say if they need help from others to stand again, so be it. As long as they continue to fight.

This will to fight is a very puzzling thing to many with no answer for where it comes from. Even the scholars of the capital have not even the shred of an idea of its origin. They can study the old ruins and texts of old day in and out for many years to come without the faintest idea. 

So where does the instinct to fight really originate from?

The primordial butterflies?

Their children, the gods?

Or are we simply born with this instinct to fight?

Whatever is the case we know this one thing to be true.

Very few continue to walk upon their path, but to the ones who do.

Can challenge the very gods themselves!”

“Excerpt from the writings of Manson Einar, Ghost of the Capital”
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Chapter 1 – The Kobold and Goblin 
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1

The mountains that made up the Echo Mountain Range glowed a pearly white with fresh snow upon its peaks. To form a valley, another set of mountains were matched on the other side.

Rain was a common occurrence in the mountain range which in turn lead to snow being a common occurrence as well. With this combination of snow and rain the range became a prime example of natural beauty, a testament to what the gods of this world could do.

The ocean of green which was made up of aged pine trees laid at the bottom of the valley. Complementing the brown and gray colored mountains nicely with those snow tops bringing further beauty to the lands. Even among the forest floor there was beauty to be found. 

Large dense bushes found in clusters dotted the forest alongside the golden tinted flowers which grew with them. The grass blanketed the ground leaving but very few spot uncovered. Only broken up by the trees themselves or various sizes of boulders which came from the mountains, time would see them be covered in moss, adding a new shade of green. Rivers would cut across the lands like a web of water allowing the many creatures who would call the forest home to drink.

Deer would make up most of the population of the forest with the wolves who hunted them being close in number. Only the various birds who lived in the treetops could top their numbers with small and round Bluebirds, the music makers known as Woodpeckers and Silvereyes which blended into the forest easily outnumbering them both. Every now and again bears would find a cave tucked away in the mountains marking it as their hibernation spot. This brought about another predator into the food chain of the Echo Mountain Range. However, bears would not be considered the apex predators of this valley.

Upon the cliff sides held two villages of the true residents of the mountain range: Kobolds and Night Goblins.

These creatures had intelligence, and it was that single trait that separated them from beasts.

They were living among the mountains for only three generations now, but during that time they’ve made it their home. 

From the abundance of the pine trees and clean rivers, mixed with the large animal populations it did not take a long time for the two species of demi humans to thrive. Finding their own place and livelihood in the mountains. Life was not always simple and not always easy, but they still lived their lives as hunters and gatherers.

Among one of these hunters was one kobold hunter named Woden.

Woden was close to the ground, crouch walking to hide as much of his presence as possible as not to startle any creature in the area. However, the dark red of the scales that covered most of his body gave him no favors in the green toned forest around him. In order to counter this, he smeared dirt mixed with leaves on his body right before setting out. In every sense of the word, this has turned him into a predator on the hunt for prey.

The forest had a slight breeze to it which would blow the leaves of the bushes and pines of the trees. The breeze also took with it some of the leaves on Woden's body, but the breeze had its perks which made up for the slight mess up of his camouflage.

Woden put up his snout to the sky taking in a deep inhale of the air. His nostrils flared, analyzing the different smells of the forest.

The richness of the dirt on the ground and his body.

The mushrooms that could be found on downed trees.

Even the Blue Jays that flew above the treetops.

Nonetheless, the Blue Jays was not the type of prey Woden was on the hunt for, and he continued to analyze the smells. It only took a few seconds later to find the smell he was looking for.

A smell of musk with a hint of berries.

With the odor found, Woden grasped onto the hilt of his crudely made wooden dagger as his eyes sharpened. His feet tightened against the dirt and not even a second later he bolted into the direction of that musky smell. On his three toed feet with the far-right toe coming up to a sickle claw he sped across the forest, darting in between the trees and rocks. He jumped over a small river landing on the other side, keeping balance with his tail. Hunting always filled him with a rush, a rush that he seemingly only got by chasing prey through the picturesque forest he was so familiar with. 

Two days in these woods on this hunt alone, sleeping and hunting, does fill one with familiarity. 

As he became faster and faster everything seemed to turn into a blur, it was as if he didn’t even need eyes, his body knew the way to the hunted.

With just a few more steps his prey came into view bathed in sunlight coming through the trees. 

That said prey was a deer with large and entangled horns alongside dirty brown fur. Its horns were not so different from his own. His horns came in pairs of twos; one pair was small and stood on top of his brow and the other pair were larger horns that sat behind the smaller ones.

His eyes didn’t move away from the deer in for even a second, he forwent blinking at all. He wouldn’t miss the opportunity to end his hunt here and now, so he reached out steadily with his dagger at the ready.

A careful step, another careful and then a snap.

The smallest of twigs made a noise akin to a falling cliffside, at least in the mind the sound was comparable. 

It peaked its head from the ground turning to look at an approaching Woden. The deer's eyes widened before turning away to flee into bushes that seemed to shallow it whole, but Woden wouldn’t allow himself to lose it. He kept close to the deer as they continued to run deeper into the forest. 

The forest that was quiet just a few moments ago seem to come to life the moment the chase started. The surrounding birds quickly flew up to the air to get to safety. Smaller mammals that were in the bushes nibbling on the leaves ran to get out of the way of the deer and Woden. 

Their feet kicked up the ground as they ran after each other leaving their imprints into the ground. So, if Woden was to lose the deer he knew he would be able to rely on the prints to find it again. Although as of now, he put that thought into the back of his mind and focused on the chase. 

Soon he was side by side with the deer and the deer knew it. The deer put everything into running, its breathing becoming harder and harder. Musk and sweat were now not the only thing Woden could smell in the air, he could now smell fear. But he couldn’t let this deer's fear distract him now. 

At the right moment he leaped into the air, his sickle claws extended outwards. The two claws stab right into the side of the deer's chest cavity, dying the fur around the entry wounds in a dark red. The deer gave out a sickly howl followed by its breathing become hoarser.

With experience he knew exactly what to hit to bring this animal down: the lungs. 

It had only been a couple of moments since he made impact, but he could already tell this hunt was soon to be finished. 

The deer continued to run but it was clearly on its last legs. A thought flashed into the mind of Woden to finally end this hunt.

Bite its neck!

Before Woden could bite down the deer suddenly buckled into the ground headfirst, flinging him forward into the air.

After a few seconds of flight his head crashed into a small rock with thud. It left him a stun for a few more seconds.

“Ugh.” Woden put a hand to his head. 

The pain was instant and splitting, but luckily there was no blood or gash.

“...You just had to have some fight left in you.” Woden said with a soft yet powerful voice as he got back up to approach the dying deer.

“At least you were a fighter and gave me a fun ride.” forcing a laugh as he spoke.

He wobbled sightly as he got to his feet, a hand rubbing away any pain that stayed.

Woden made his way to the deer, standing above it. The deer laid still with a slowed and steady breath, blood from its wounds dripping down onto the ground to form a small puddle. Woden small smile faded away as a neutral expression on his face came to replace it.

“Don’t worry,” Woden reach for his dagger on the right side of his hip "you won’t have to suffer much longer.”

Woden held the sharpened wood dagger in the air with his left hand on the hilt and his right on top of it. He held it steady above the deer, making sure to aim it around the heart. He then took a breath before speaking.

“Dear beast of the forest, rest well knowing your death will not be wasteful. Your body will feed and continue the cycle of life. You fought well with the strength you had. May whatever god you come from embrace you back into the fold, to return you into this world once again.” 

With the last sentence spoken, the dagger plunged into the deer resulting in a small spurt of blood. 

The deer jerked its head as if it was making noise, but nothing came out of its mouth and only a few moments later it laid dead.

Woden took the dagger out of the deer and wiped the blood stained on it on some nearby grass. Putting it in the scabbard made from hide on his hip, he sat down.

Bringing down the deer was already somewhat of a challenge and now he had another one on his lap.

Taking the deer back to his village.

He knew it was going to be a pain to drag deer across the forest and up the cliff side to where his village laid, but it needed to be done.

If the village wanted to eat, he had to do it.

If the village wanted to be clothed, he had to do it.

If the village wanted to survive, he had to do it.

It was simply a thing that needed to be done as a hunter, and besides he enjoyed having his people rely on him. It gave him a sense of purpose in the world, with the bonus of also giving him a muscular physique. 

At least for a Kobold.

Even with his above average physique, he still didn’t have a lot of stamina to go with it. Which was why he liked to end any hunt quickly as to not drag it out to a couple hours more than needed.

With his thoughts moving around in his head finally settled and his body ready to move again, he got back up.

He stood in front of the deer bending down and picking up its two front legs. With a heave the legs were on his shoulder. Its head dangling on his right shoulder, mouth agape with its tongue spilling out of it.

It’s going to be a long trek. Woden thought to himself as he began to walk back through the forest. 

The wilderness was back to its old self with the sound of wind and far off Woodpeckers hitting trees. All the beauty he was forced to ignore on his chase was able to be taken in by all five of his senses. Smells of waving flowers and the taste of crisp forest air. Even with his hands occupy, he could almost feel the grass tickle his fingers. He closed his eyes for a moment to take it all in. 

It was something to distract Woden on his tiresome journey back to the village. However, he couldn’t help himself to think of something even more tiring approaching up ahead.

The cliff sides he needed to get up to.

The villages of the Kobolds and Night Goblins were built upon the cliff sides when they first settled in the Echo Mountain range for a couple of reasons.

It came with natural protection from the numerous wolves and other predators that roam the area around the cliffs. They would be able to take them on with few incidents if they played it smart, but it was a nice comfort to know they wouldn’t be eaten during the night thanks to those cliffs. 

The natural resources in the cliffs were another reason. The stones that came from the mountains were sharper than most, giving the weapons they made an edge in a literal sense. Although Woden didn’t chose to make a dagger out of these stones. Mainly because he didn’t fancy any of the stones he found and chose to keep his trusty wooden one, even though it would affect his performance sometimes.

Lastly the cliff sides held an impressive view across the land. Even though Kobolds and Night Goblins didn’t put too much value into the beauty and aesthetics of most things they knew a good view when they saw one.

Of course, for Woden this applied as well however, for him there was one thing which he truly found beautiful, more than the view itself.

With the cliff coming into view, he prepared himself once more for the tough walk. 

Luckily, he didn’t have to climb with the deer on his back as there were inclines which led up to the cliffs, so he would only have a somewhat difficult walk instead of an extremely difficult climb.

Although it didn’t really do anything to complain about it now as Woden has already done this a plenty of times, so to him it was only another thing that needed to be done.

Woden adjusted the deer with a simply jostle and began to walk up the rocky incline.

The cliff sides were simply that. Rocky formation jutting out of the mountains which connected to form different pathways across the Echo Mountain range. 

Not to say it didn’t have anything of note across it.

Small pockets of bushes and pine trees could be found here and there on the cliffs adding a nice green to the surrounding grey. 

Caves could also be found inside the mountains however; most Kobolds or Night Goblins would not dare explored it as not to test their luck and find the bears that sleep there.

Despite that danger, one wonderful piece of nature that could be found on the cliffs were the occasional waterfalls. These came down from the very peaks of the mountains and flowed all the way down it, splitting into the various rivers below.

The rocky pathway was filled with little pebbles and stones which would normally do quite the number on feet, but due to Kobolds being born tougher than most and naturally walking on the rough ground over the course of years harden their feet, so they’ve grown use to it.

His tough soles came into use as the walk back to his village wasn’t a short one with many snaking turns and more inclines to reach further up the mountain.

This pathway was like a trial all in itself and for someone like Woden it was a trail he was willing to accept, but even he had his limits.

After walking a decent amount more, making sure he didn’t get too close to the edge, Woden began to feel the weight of the deer on his back. 

He decided to give himself just this one small break and continued without another. He also couldn’t rest for long anyways due to the fact that flies began to swarm around the deer and having flies taint it would make this whole trip meaningless.

Woden looked ahead and saw a rickety wooden bridge that was built by his village across a small river connected to a waterfall.

Taking a few more steps, he finally laid the deer to the side of him and sat.

The waterfall sang a quite beautiful song as the water flowed, so Woden's ears focused on it.

However, to call them ears would be somewhat incorrect. They’re more like small slits covered by membrane on the sides of his head, but they worked as ears all the same. 

A few moments went by of nothing, but the sounds of water, his own breathing and the birds flying above. 

This peacefulness allowed Woden to think on his hunt.

I really need something to eat after this. Berries aren’t good enough for these hunts. Although I guess that’s on me for dragging this hunt out longer than needed.

He pulled his dagger out of its sheath to take a look at it. The dagger was tan in color since it was essentially just a carved piece of wood. It was sharpened as much as Woden could make it, sharpened so it could kill effectively. 

Although for Woden it was just not right for him, he always wanted something bigger to wield. He was good with the dagger in terms of hunting and fighting, but in the end it didn’t feel right.

Someday I’ll find something bigger, a blade that I can rely on no matter what comes...

Woden laugh at himself for saying something straight out of one of his village's folk tales, though he meant it fully. A blade that could help him protect the ones he cares about. Certain faces came into mind, but Woden realized something.

Why didn’t I just use my dagger to kill the deer while I was riding it? Why was my first instinct to bite it? Hmm, was it just a heat of the moment thing?

Woden had a troubled look on his face. His instincts as a hunter were something he treasured. It was a part of him, but those instincts felt more overwhelming from time to time, especially during his hunts.

No. I just need to have better control that’s all.

His thoughts were interrupted as his ears picked something up that broke the silence of the area. 

Rustling of some bushes to his side.

Woden instantly went on edge, tightening the grip on his dagger and extending it in front of him in a defensive manner. The blade or in this case the sharpened wood faced to his side as he held the dagger backwards. This would give him a faster reactionary response for whatever hid in the bushes.

He slowly approached the rustling preparing to fight tooth and claw. He stepped within three feet of the bushes when suddenly the rustling went quiet. This only served to put Woden more on edge as he gripped his dagger tighter.

A mass lunged out of the bushes and straight towards Woden.

He quickly rolled to the side narrowly missing colliding into it. Quickly getting back up and turning around to face it, he then saw what the mass was.

A female Night Goblin.

The demi human stood at three feet three inches with dark blue skin. Her head had inky colored curly hair plopped on it that barely reached the back of her neck with pointy ears that shot from the sides of it.

She held a wooden spear with the tip being made of sharp stone right towards Woden.

After getting a sense of his surroundings again he looked at the Night Goblin.

He smiled ominously. 

Quickly, he took a running start towards her but tried to get on her left side to avoid the spear. He knew he was at a disadvantage in terms of reach with his dagger, so he had to get in close as soon as possible.

The Night Goblin took notice, extending the spear and quickly slamming the side of it into Woden.

This sent him a flying a foot away from her with a surprising amount of strength, but Woden was able to block the brunt of it with his outer forearm and shoulder.

A nasty stinging pain filled in the spot where he was hit and spread to the rest of his arm. It was made worst with the fact it was his dagger arm, knowing it was going to use more energy to swing it now. He couldn’t even rub away at it in some effort to elevate the pain, there was a fight to focus on.

With a flip of his dagger back to its normal position he ran at her again with determination, jumping in the air planning to bring the dagger down upon her.

The Night Goblin didn’t have enough time to catch him in the air, so she turned the spear horizontally blocking, not the dagger, but the wrists holding it.

Her feet dug into the ground at the weight of the attack.

When Woden touched the ground, it was an instant locking of their weapons. They struggled against each other for a few moments until Woden winded up his leg, sickle claw extended, ready for a kick.

Once again, the Night Goblin took notice with a sharp awareness. With a push of her spear, he was thrown off as his claw had only nicked her hand. 

Quickly returning back to an offensive posture she started to throw out quick thrusts. Each one of those thrusts were filled with raw strength that were itching to reach its mark.

Woden was able to dodge them, if only barely. He could feel the air rip around the tip of the spear every time it came to try to put a hole in him.

His attention split, focusing on dodging, yet at the same time he was also focused on finding a way to get on the offensive.

Despite the spear eager to find a spot in his body, his eyes watched it closely like it was another deer he was hunting. After a couple of more dodges and with one last thrust extended a little too far, he grabbed onto the spear. 

He smiled as he yanked the spear downwards placing his right foot on it. 

With a swift motion the spear was broken under his foot into two pieces alongside many other splinters.

Woden had the piece of the spear with the tip in his right hand smiling smugly.

“Well, I guess that was qui-" 

Before he could finish his sentence, the Night Goblin ran up and threw her entire cloth wrapped fist into his face, throwing him off once again.

Woden dropped the piece of spear on the ground as he stumbled back checking if his jaw was still attached to his face.

As he was distracted, she grabbed what remained of the spear and went into the same position that Woden took with his dagger. Soon enough they were in the same position facing each other.

Woden lost his smug face after the punch and now had a look of complete determination. While the Night Goblin had no expression, her eyes had a look that could pierce hard stone.

They simply stared at each for what seemed like minutes with weapons drawn on the same side, only a few feet from each other’s throats. 

The noises of the forest around them were noticeably clear. The birds were singing a tune as if composing something for their fight whereas the waterfall continued to splash and flow. The last thing that could be heard was the heavy breathing of the both of them.

This fight was clearly wearing down on them with the exchanges they dealt against each other. Woden’s arm and face still stung with a sharp pain albeit the Night Goblin was bound to feel tried in her arms after throwing out thrusts that were nothing more than spent energy.

Although in the next coming moments the fight would be decided.

Woden took the initiative this time with a slash that was parried quickly after.

While he recovered to go in for another slash the Night Goblin took the chance and went for his throat. 

Reacting fast he used the slash that was already in motion to block it. At the same time, he grabbed her arm and with his whole body threw her over his shoulder.

She landed with a thud which knocked the wind out of her.

To take this opportunity Woden ran up getting ready to place his dagger to her throat.

The Night Goblin rolled to the side when he was above her, following it up with a sweeping kick knocking him to the ground as well.

It was a race to get up first with the Night Goblin having a head start getting ready to thrust the spear tip into him. 

Woden got up and barely managed to dodge it.

He repaid her earlier kick with a sweep of his tail that hit her in the side putting some distance between them. The Night Goblin was able to keep her balance and stood up straight much to Woden’s dismay.

Now they were both standing again even more tired than before.

However, they weren’t going let that stop them as they began to exchange slashes with even more ferocity. 

With every slash they got closer and closer to hitting each other’s bodies, inflicting a wound that would bring an end to this fight.

With one of the exchanges they found themselves locking weapons, the impact of which could be felt in their arms. 

They were struggling for a bit, but since Woden’s arm was already on the brink of giving out he found himself on the losing end of the clash.

It would be only a matter of time until he would find a large slash across his chest so with a deep breath, he broke apart from her. 

The Night Goblin was taken aback from this but quickly moved to take her next action in this fight.

They both turned around to bring their weapons colliding down on each other. Both knew that this was an all or nothing move, so they put their all into it hoping to finally end this fight.

When they did the sounds of the forest were loud again.

In front of Woden was only two visuals.

One was his dagger against the throat of the Night Goblin.

The second was her spear head against the throat of himself.

It was a complete and utter stand still.

There was very little movement between the two with the only movement being the raising and fall of their chests.

Knowing that with a simple flick of the wrist both of their lives could end the only thing they could do is stare at one another’s faces.

Woden could see the black freckles that dotted her face alongside her natural obsidian-colored lips. Her bright red eyes still held a fierce look which Woden match with his own feral look, the only difference being he had amber eyes facing her down.

Sweat dripped down from her head, although Woden couldn’t sweat himself, his body temperature was rising.

With only a few seconds that felt like a minute pass by, they slowly removed the weapons from their throats. Woden put his dagger back into his hip scabbard during which the Night Goblin drop the broken spear on the ground.

After that was done, they starred at each other again for a couple of moments until they moved in close together and placed a kiss on each other’s lips.

“It’s good to see you again Morrigan.” Woden said softly.

	


Woden and Morrigan found themselves sitting together by the deer to catch their breath, alongside keeping any flies around it away. After swatting away a fly Woden looked towards her and spoke.

“I didn’t expect you to be down the mountain like this. Were you waiting for me, so you can get the drop on me?”

“No, I just happen to be down here collecting wood when I saw you coming up,” She had a bundle of wood next to her. “Thought it was a great opportunity to get the jump on you.” She said with a small smile.

It was such a minute smile, yet it was something Woden found drawn to among countless other characteristics about her.

“It’s always nice to see you, but why did we have to spar this time?”

“No matter what our bodies and skills must be ready.” she replied in a soft, but strict tone.

“But wasn’t hunting this deer training enough for my body?” Woden said while patting the deer’s thigh. Now more than ever he was really feeling the fatigue of everything that happened today, and he just wanted to get back to his village. However, to him, Morrigan came first above all. Deciding to focus as much on her rather than the tiredness for the time being. 

“Two days of hunting and one last hard chase for this one.”

“Woden, there is no such thing as too much improvement and besides you are the chief hunter. You must be strong.” she said this with that same strict tone. Woden however, knew this strictness came out of care.

“I know, I guess am just a bit tried. I never expected I would have to fight twice today.”

“I know you enjoy our spars together.” she replied with a smile to go with it. 

“They’re more like death matches when it comes to us though.” 

“The best way to improve is with actually experience and we cannot get that experience if we are holding back.”

Woden had a troubled look on his face.

“I guess I’m just worried I’m going to really hurt you during a match someday.”

“If that happens it will only prove how strong you have gotten since we started all those years ago.” 

Both have been doing this for as long as they could remembered. Ever since they both met, they would spar. It was these spars that allowed them to know each other’s strengths and weaknesses, giving them a chance to improve one another constantly. He always looked back on those days fondly and to him it was amazing they were still going till this day. It was amazing what it became later.

“Besides I think it is a little too late to be thinking about that now on our 419th spar.”

“So, the score is 7 wins you, 7 wins me and 405 draws. And to think I was so close to breaking the tie.” 

“One of these days the tie will be broken, but it will be by me, not you.” Morrigan said in a playful manner.

Woden gave a small chuckle, but his face still looked bothered by his earlier worries. Morrigan took notice, placing a hand on the side of his face and saying in a soft voice.

“I understand why you are worried about hurting me. In fact, I have those same worries about you but know this Woden. No matter what happens I will always love you.”

Woden was still a little bit worried, now he had an off feeling after hearing her words. Morrigan from time to time would stay something that would put him off with a weird indescribable feeling, but that feeling went away as he felt the natural coldness of her hand. Her hand could be described as nubby in nature with small claws coming out of the tips, still had a lot of strength behind it. Although it was coarse due to their spars and other hard work, Woden didn’t really mind and simply leaned into it.

After a bit Woden gave a small smile to reassure Morrigan and brought his slender fingers and hand up to hers. Once he did, he felt something wet. Pulling away to look at his hand, he saw a dark red substance smeared on it. Panicking a bit on the inside he quickly grabbed her hand revealing what it was. A cut form across her hand. It was slowly leaking out blood which oddly enough calmed him down as it wasn’t anything too bad.

“Morrigan, you’re bleeding.” 

“Oh, I supposed I was so focus on the fight I did not take notice of it until now.” Morrigan said in a tone-deaf voice not caring about the wound she pulled away to take a closer look at.

“Must have been your dagger or claw that nicked me.”

“Um...hold on. You go wash away the blood in the river I'll be right back.” 

Both got up with Morrigan going towards the river and Woden walking over to the bushes she came out of at the beginning of their fight.

The bushes had long curved leaves growing out of the thin branches. The leaves were an emerald, green color with two rows of small symmetrical dots of yellow.

He took a closer look at them, checking the underneath of one of the leaves and exclaimed to himself.

“Good, I knew it was one of these bushes.”

He grabbed a couple of the leaves, turning around to walk back to Morrigan who was also coming back from the river with a cleaned hand.

Taking hold of the wounded hand Woden wrapped the leaves over the wound tying them together tightly making sure they won’t fall off in the future. 

“The dew of these leaves should help to make sure it won’t get infected.” 

The leaves of that bush would produce honey like dew which in turn work well as a disinfectant. Boone bushes they were called. Both of their villages would come down and collect the dew in containers for any future injuries, becoming a life saver at times.

He held her hand putting pressure on it hopefully spreading the dew across the whole wound. 

“I’m surprised you didn’t have any of this stuff on you. You’re usually a manic about these things.” Woden said while laughing softly.

Without him knowing Morrigan’s face had a slight blush and small smile on it. Small moments like this weren’t very common during this time, so she savored every minute with him. It wasn’t due to the fact that their villages forbade their relationship, even though it wasn’t exactly common for a Kobold and Night Goblin to be together either. No, it was only one thing that caused these moments to be far in between during these times. 

Winter.

Even though the Echo Mountain range was gorgeous most of the year, during the winter that beauty became twisted. Winter storms would sweep through the range bringing winds that felt like daggers upon the skin. Alongside a foot of snow which for Kobolds and Night Goblins was a slog to trek through.

So, around this time it was a race to gather enough resources to wait it out. The two of them were busy with their respective villages with Morrigan acting as a supply manager for hers. Making sure the food and other supplies were accounted for and up to stock was a chaotic thing during this time. From time to time even herself would pinch in gathering wood and other essentials like she was doing now. Which she didn’t mind, she just saw it as an opportunity to get stronger as she would carry the heaviest thing at the time. Of course, this led to her throwing punches that would nearly take heads off which Woden experience earlier.

Winter was also the reason Woden was hunting in the first place as his village's supply of meat was just a little lower than usual. 

This time, Morrigan was lucky enough to even catch and met Woden in the first place. 

She continued the conversation.

“Everything is put away for winter including any spare supplies, so I do not have any on me.”

Woden had a concerned look on his face as he spoke.

“Will your village be fine? I can go back to mine and spare some dew if you want.” 

She quickly shook her head.

“You know we do not like to ask for supplies, especially during this time.”

Woden still looked concerned, but after thinking for a bit he put on a coy smile.

“Alright then, I won’t get the dew for your village, I'll just get the dew for you.”

Morrigan’s eyes widened a bit before becoming a death stare, causing Woden to tense up a bit from. 

“You are not going to steal from your village just to give me medicine. I rather just take some of these leaves with me.” 

“I'm not stealing. I’m just making sure my fellow kin are well prepared, and besides those leaves are only good for a scratch or a wound like this.”

Woden raised her hand he was holding as he said the last part of the sentence.

“You only deserve the best and like you said, we must be ready. For what I still haven’t figured out.”

Woden laughed when he finished while Morrigan just shook her head again and looked down.

“Anything.” she said.

He looked at her with slight surprise.

“That’s a lot to prepare for don’t you think?” given a little more thought he might have figured out what she was getting at. “If you’re worried about me, it’s going to be alright.”

Morrigan looked back up.

“You are going to get in trouble if you get caught, you know this correct?” 

“Yes, but it doesn’t matter as long as it’s for you.” 

Morrigan pulled her hand away to take a look at it her wound and smiled.

“Thank you, my sun.”

“Of course, my moon.”

For while longer they bathed in each other’s company not even talking that much during that time. The only thing they would do was simply staring at each other while she picked off some of the loose leaves still on his body. Sounds of the cliff side filling their ears. Albeit the buzzing of the flies that were trying to lay their eggs in the deer besides them didn’t really help to keep the mood. It didn’t take long until they just decided it was time to get back to their villages.

Both got up stretching their legs to make sure none of them fell asleep. 

Morrigan picked her bundle of wood and Woden tapped his sickle claw on the ground three times. Morrigan noticed.

“Wishing for some luck Woden?”

“Oh, yeah I forgot to do this before my hunt which is probably the reason this one fought so hard.” Woden replied as he began to pick the deer up and put it on his shoulder.

“So, I’m doing it this time for some luck in getting that dew for you.” 

He smiled. 

“You know something Woden.” 

Woden turned to face her with a curious look.

“How about we meet back here tonight. You can give me the dew then.” 

Woden looked surprised. He never really expected her to suggest something like that. In fact, it’s more of something he himself would suggest.

“Oh...um of course, If you want.”

He responded nervously which was something only Morrigan could do.

She walked up to Woden and placed a hand on his face and spoke.

“A night under the stars with you is all I want.”

After that she placed one last kiss on his lips and began her way back.

Woden stood there as he watched her walked off all in a daze. No matter how many times they have both done that, it was still amazing.

Woden began walking again, but this time he had a huge smile. Knowing that he would spend the whole night with his lover, it was the only thought that played on loop in his head the whole way back to his village.
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The cliff sides were starting to become wider and less rocky with a bit more greenery to be found. Of course, to the Kobolds this was the greatest place to build the village, so they did.

It didn’t take long until the view of the village gate was in Woden’s sight. Once he saw it, a lot of tension escaped from his shoulders. For him the hard part was over with only a little left before he was done. Knowing him however, it wouldn’t be long before he found something else to work on for the village.

The frame of the gate was made from thick logs with its branches and leaves stripped off. The gate itself consisted of slimmer logs with the tips sharpened. A simple glance of the gate and you would be able to tell it was more or less cobbled together with one purpose in mind. 

Keeping animals out. 

The surrounding walls were made of similar thick logs with the tips also sharpened. Although the walls were not impressive by any standard, just getting them set up was a challenge for the elders; the Kobolds who first settled here. It was the first step in making a home in the Echo Mountain range, so no matter how hard it was, the elders pushed through in order to get it done. Just like them Woden pushed through to get his own job done.

A couple more steps and he was in front of the gate.

“Open up, the deer is here!” Woden yelled.

A few seconds passed before a response from beyond the gate came.

“A deer? I don’t remember a deer being part of our village. Sorry pal, but you’re at the wrong place.” The voice said in jokingly haughty attitude. 

“Durwood! Just open the damn gate!”

“Wow a deer knows my name, I'm flattered.”

“I swear I’ll shove this entire deer down your throat!”

A heavy sigh and a click of a tongue could be heard before the gate slowly started to open. 

The gate was being pushed by a Kobold with an orange-red tinge to his scales that was not very common. He had a lanky body which you never expected to be able to push the gate without some help. Upon his head was a large cap made of feathers which covered his eyes.

When the gate was fully open, he leaned against it and spoke.

“So, our village hero finally returns after two days yet he still doesn’t have a sense of humor.”

Woden walked past him before turning around and replying.

“If you tried to do some work around here, I would laugh at your jokes from time to time.”

“I do work! Who do you think lets you in every time you go hunting?”

Woden stared at him for a moment with an annoyed look on his face.

“Durwood, you have your cap on and the only time you put it on is when you’re about to go to sleep. I was lucky enough to get here before you actually did. Unless you plan on leaving me outside again.”

He put his hand to his cap to check if it was there, before snapping back.

“You do realize you were late right!? You were supposed to come back a day ago. Hold on let me guess, you were tracking that deer, and you didn’t know when to give up. You have things to do here too you know.”

Woden glared at him with seriousness in his eyes.

“Yeah, I did do that! Because I wanted our people to be fed. So, what if I spent a little more time hunting the deer, at least I try to work unlike you.”

Durwood just clicked his tongue again and turned around to shut the gate.

“Not everyone is a powerhouse like you Woden and stop playing village hero, the ego will get to your head.”

“And not everyone is a lazy ass like you. Just don’t go and fall asleep next time.”

After saying that Woden was about to be on his way before being stopped by Durwood.

“Hey! I already told you. You still have work to do here too you know. Vili said he needed help moving something. Shouldn’t be a problem for our village hero now, would it?” the smugness clear on the last part.

“One of these days I really will snap you in two.” 

“Then you would have no one to let you in, you need me.” he said laughing which surprisingly made Woden smile as well even if it was only a small one.

Although he could be a snarky jerk sometimes, Woden would consider him a friend. He became the gatekeeper the same time Woden became a hunter and constantly going out to hunt, they were bound to get to know each other. In fact, they would cover for each other during certain situations like the extended hunts Woden would take. In turn he would cover for Durwood whenever he would sleep on the job albeit covering for him was much more common than vice versa.

Woden left him with a light punch to the shoulder.

“Don’t push it.”

He continued to walk back into the village that he would forever call home. Durwood on the other hand climbed back to his platform out looking past the wall using the only ladder in the village.

The village itself was found nestled against a large cliff face which acted as a back wall. The wooden walls formed a large half circle with the buildings of the village outlying it making a smaller half circle. 
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