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    To my partners.

Love you to the moon and back.

Thank you for your unwavering support.
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After a long night of drinking his gold away, Ember wakes up to a pounding headache that thuds against his temples. A feral Rooster crows at the rising sun, the light bathing the room with warm light that peeks through the thin curtains.

Rolling to his side, Ember looks around at the room in front of him, the stale smell of booze and smoke touches at his nostrils. Snorting he shakes his head to try and rid the pounding from his temples. He must have drank a lot last night, his memory is a bit blurry, he vaguely remembers singing along with a bard and dancing with a smoke gray feline. The taste of the feline’s scent lingers in his room, along with a faint touch of anger. He must have sent her away. His trousers are still on.

Lifting the edge of the bed covers he nods. Yes, his trousers are still on. As he sits up, he rubs one clawed finger over his temple and looks over to the side of the room where his sword leans against the wall, his bag dropped in a heap next to the weapon. A few of the metallic feathers have fallen out of the pocket and glitter in the sun that streams through the window.

Frowning, he stares at the feathers, the image of the Pantheress from last night dancing through his head. The soft curve of her neck and the plush image of her fur. He clenches his hands against the thought of running his claws through the beautiful smokey black fur. It must be soft.

Shaking his head he stands and steps over to the wash basin and scrubs some of the soap on his hands and washes his body quickly. Drying off with the thin towel he sighs and pulls on his shirt. He now has to go into the town market to try and find another job. He finishes getting ready and takes his belongings.
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