The Adventures of Lando & Lanth: 
The Cave of Treasure

The sun over Stranglethorn was climbing a crystalline sky and shedding heat like an open oven.  It wasn’t yet the hottest part of the day, but an inexperienced visitor wouldn’t have been able to tell.  Lanth only knew because this was the third day he’d been here with his guildmate, and he was beginning to think the jungle and the sun and everything around them actively hated them and wanted them dead.  The bugs, the wild animals, and even the fish here were all lethal and swarming.  He mopped at the back of his neck with a handkerchief, grateful to have his long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail in this heat.  At this moment, a haircut would’ve been glorious, but he’d take what he could get.  He was thankful beyond imagining that he wasn’t in his plate armor at the moment; Blood Knights were supposed to be imperturbable, but the mere thought of heavy plate in this heat was nearly enough to make him keel over.  He eyed his companion, who was forging the trail ahead of them with a machete.


Lando was humming merrily to himself as he hacked his way through the dense jungle growth.  He was in a blue long-sleeve shirt with the sleeves rolled up, dark gray leather pants, and black leather boots.  He, like Lanth, had his normally long, honey-colored hair pulled back.  He had slightly longer ears too, since he was a full blood elf, compared to Lanth’s rather mixed heritage.  He should’ve been swatting at flies, ducking under trees (he was taller than Lanth was, just to add further insult to the comparison), and drowning in his own sweat.  Instead he was humming as if he were on a pleasant stroll through one of Silvermoon’s streets.  

Lanth hadn’t known Lando long, and he generally liked the hunter.  At this exact moment, however, he wanted Lando to suffer as he was suffering and to beg for the sweet mercy of death.


“Almost there, and then we’ll rest until afternoon!”


And, just like that, Lando was the most wonderful man in the world.  Lanth could’ve kissed him, if that wouldn’t have been wildly inappropriate, horrifically awkward and involve close body contact in sweltering heat.


“When you say ‘almost there’,” he ventured to ask, “what does that mean, precisely?”


“Should be…ah, here we are,” Lando commented as he hacked at the last bit of overgrowth.  He sheathed his machete in the holster on his belt and pushed through to the other side.  Lanth did his best to hurry without seeming to.


They were standing at the top of a tall cliff overlooking the shoreline.  A breeze snapped across their faces, warm in the tropical air but still cooler and more inviting than anything that had passed for wind for the last two hours.  The cliff edge snaked back and away to their left, slithering up to a waterfall they’d been able to hear for what seemed like forever.  He’d been hearing it so long, Lanth had started to tune out the dull roar, but now it seemed to surge up on the breeze.  

Lando stood there, hands on hips, proud conqueror of all that lay before him, then turned to his compatriot and nodded towards the waterfall.  “Let’s get a little closer – not too close, or we won’t be able to hear anything –  and we’ll set up under some shade.  A little food, a little drink, a nice nap, maybe a swim, hm?”


“Swim?”  As an “imperturbable” paladin, he’d gotten quite good at ferreting away any sign of emotion, but he went ahead and left in the quizzical tone.  He wanted Lando to hear the word “Swim?” and understand it as “Have you gone mad or are you speaking some language I do not understand that sounds startlingly like Orcish and yet isn’t?”


Lando turned towards the cliff edge, pressed his palms together and bent his knees, then moved his hands together in an arc towards the drop, smiling helpfully.  Lanth frowned and informed his friend, “I resent the implication that I am an idiot child and I am not diving off the edge of this cliff.  We are up way too high for that, and if you do it, I am not healing you from any resulting injuries.”  He would’ve folded his arms but it was simply too damn hot for that.


“I’m not going to get hurt.  Yeesh.  C’mon, I wanna set up camp already.  I could use the break.”  It wasn’t that Lando wasn’t sweating, just that he wasn’t doing it near enough, in Lanth’s opinion, and he didn’t really seem to care that it was happening.  He started humming again, the same upbeat number he’d been humming for the last hour and a half.

“Could you at least hum something else?  For the sake of what remains of my sanity at this point?”


Lando sighed and shot him a look as he took off along the cliff edge, but dutifully switched to something that sounded more like a shanty.  Lanth supposed that was an improvement.  Their destination seemed to be a determinedly grassy spot wallowing beneath the shade of two large trees, about equidistant between where they’d come out and the waterfall.  When they reached it, Lando pulled his bag, which had been slung across his chest, off and dropped it next to one tree, then fell into a vaguely sitting position next to it with a sigh.  


Lanth sank to his seat with an intense gratitude he had no intention of showing, and inhaled sweet, relatively cool air.  The grass was cool in the shade and Lando was already stretching out along it.  “This would make an excellent spot for meditation,” Lanth observed, then, unable to help himself, added, “…if you could avoid falling asleep.”


Lando sat up, opening his mouth to retort when he suddenly stopped, cocking his head to one side.  He held up a hand to forestall Lanth saying anything, which was entirely unnecessary.  Even if Lando’s ears weren’t twice as long as Lanth’s, the hunter had sharper senses, and Lanth wasn’t about to interfere with them.

And then Lanth heard it, too: something running, crashing through the brush, headed in their direction.  It wasn’t large, but it was definitely going at a good clip and coming straight for them.  Lando stood, still listening and then walked a short way towards the jungle behind them.  He took deliberate steps, slow and measured, then positioned himself just so.  Lanth wasn’t sure why until a blur broke free of the foliage and Lando threw his arm out, catching it.  He whirled away from where the blur had come from, and there was struggling.  His friend’s back was to him now, so Lanth couldn’t see what was happening.


“Settle down!” Lando was saying.  He tried it again, this time in Thalassian.  “Settle down!  Easy!  We’re friends!”  Whatever…or more likely whoever, if Lando was trying to communicate with it…was not settling.  Lanth stepped forward to peer back the way the person had come, but nothing seemed to be in pursuit.  He moved to get a better view on their new companion, and blinked when he could finally see what Lando had in his arms.


A woman.  A human woman, thrashing and kicking.  No wonder she hadn’t responded to Orcish or Thalassian.  “We are friends; we mean you no harm,” Lanth told her in Common.  That made her stop as quick as a shiny red power button on a goblin machine.  She turned to look at him.


“You speak Common?  But you’re…”


“I am half human.  My friend here is sin’dorei, yes, but neither of us wish to harm you.  In fact, we may have just saved you.”  He nodded behind him at the edge of the cliff.  “We are quite high up.  Even with water below, the fall might not have been pleasant.”


She stared up at Lando now, resembling, with her brown hair matted to her head with sweat and her blue eyes wide, nothing so much as a mouse trapped by a cat: a bruised and cut up mouse, in the ragged remains of a shirt and cloth pants, barefoot and unarmed.  Lando smiled and released her carefully, backing away and holding his hands out to show he meant no harm.


“You speak Common?” he asked Lanth in Orcish, unknowingly echoing the woman’s question.  “I mean, I suppose it makes sense and all, I just hadn’t…really thought about it.  Ask her what she’s doing here, and what she’s running from, and…”

“I had planned on it.  We should sit though; we are both tired and likely she is as well.”


“Oh, yeah.  Right.  Uh, let me get the water skin out…”  Lando crossed to the bag and started rooting around in it, pulling out his collapsed crossbow to better dig through its contents.  The woman started shaking when she saw this, and Lanth hurried to reassure her.


“He is looking for water,” he said quickly in Common.  “I swear, we mean no harm.  We are on vacation.”


“HERE?” she asked incredulously.  “Why?”


He shrugged.  “Sometimes I ask myself the same question.  Lando – my friend here – is fond of Stranglethorn Vale, and is showing me around.  I have to say, it is a beautiful place, though perhaps a little over warm.”

She was still staring at him like he was crazy, and he thought back over what he’d said, but no, it had all been in Common.  Finally, Lando pulled out a water skin and held it up to the woman.  She hesitated a moment, then accepted it with a murmured, “Thanks.”  She drank deeply and well before offering it back.


“Please, sit,” and he did as he asked her to do, as Lando took a quick swig then offered the skin over to him.  “I am Lanthal Truesight, and this is Landoriel Kalrisien.  What is your name, miss?” he inquired politely as he accepted the skin with a nod of thanks.

“Angelica.  Um.  Angelica Sorenson.”


“I take it, Miss Sorenson, that you are not on vacation?”  He mimicked Lando’s quick drink; the hunter was searching around in the bag again. 


And, of course, she was watching the hunt through the bag’s contents, even as she addressed him.  “No, I’m not.  I was sent down as part of the detachment to Fort Livingston.  We came down through Duskwood, and we expected that to be the worst of our troubles, aside from wild animals.”  She stopped watching Lando and looked back at him.   “We had a couple hunters with us, two paladins from the Cathedral of Light, a handful of warriors, battle-mages and a priest.  This was in addition to the slated detachment for the fort, of which I was one.  They were the escort, you know?  Even with all that, when the attack came…we just weren’t ready for it.”  

Her eyes glazed over with memory, and Lanth’s eyes darted to Lando briefly; he was pulling out some cheese and bread, wrapped in a cloth.  He started fiddling with the knot, and Lanth returned his attention to Miss Sorenson as she continued, “They just sprang upon us, from all sides.  We’d stopped in the road because the hunters’ animals had sensed something wrong, and they’d gone off to investigate.  They netted the paladins and silenced all the casters we had: the priest, the mages, the paladins themselves.  The warriors charged, but they were simply outnumbered.  The others did what they could.  One minute the priest was holding her staff between me and our attackers and the next she was just…gone.  Something carried her off, and I didn’t even see what, because I had turned around when one of the merchants in the party screamed.  But it was big and it was fast and it was so close to me.  I’d been afraid before, but at that point, I was simply terrified.


“I…”  She looked down at her hands in her lap.  “I huddled into a ball and put my hands over my ears and just prayed.  I don’t have any sort of combat skills, and I didn’t know what to do.  I don’t know how long it was.  I just hunched down, squeezed my eyes shut and prayed and prayed.  And when this…this ogre grabbed my arm and hauled me up, everyone else was dead or gone.  There was…was so much blood everywhere, and I started crying because I knew they were going to kill me, too.”


“But they did not,” Lanth observed.  He glanced away from Miss Sorenson when he felt a tap against his arm: Lando was offering him the bread and cheese, minus a couple hunks of each he’d torn off for himself.  He accepted them with another grateful nod and set the cloth between himself and their new guest.  He took a small chunk of cheese and tore some bread off to munch on while she told her tale.  She did likewise, with another murmured thanks.

“They took me to a cave, it…I don’t think it’s far from here?  I’m not sure.  I just ran, and I didn’t really…but I’m getting ahead of myself.”  She nibbled her cheese briefly while she mentally reset.  “Inside, people were mining, and it was so loud, and so dark wherever there weren’t lanterns.  They threw me in a room with a bed and a table and a pot to piss in, and I had this terrible idea that I was going to be raped, or sold into slavery or…just terrible ideas.”  She shook her head and ate a little more.  “But they didn’t do either of those.  They brought me a little food and some brackish water and told me to eat and sleep.  They left me alone a whole day – at least, I think it was a day – and then they started bringing me iron bars.  And they said, ‘Transmute these,’ in very rough Common, and then they left again.”


“You are an alchemist, then?”


She nodded.  “It was why I was detailed to the Fort, despite my lack of combat skills.  They were going to train me in those down there, but they had a sore need for healing and mana potions, and there are so many good herbs in the jungle.  I was looking forward to the research, you know?  But anyway, they kept bringing in iron bars.  And at first, I wasn’t going to.  Why would I help them, y’know?  But they…”  She popped the last of her cheese in her mouth, stood shakily and turned around.  She lifted her shirt to show red welts, some faded and some fresh, standing out against the pale skin of her back.  She dropped the shirt again, and sat back down quickly, reaching for some bread.

Lanth tensed, his previously thoughtful frown deepening into disgust.  He looked to Lando, who had no way of following the story, but saw by the set of the hunter’s jaw that he understood that much at least.  She was continuing, “They beat me until I gave in.  So long as I was transmuting the iron into gold, they kept me fed and left me alone.  The bed wasn’t that great, but it was up off the floor, and they let me have a few hours’ sleep a night.  Not as much as I was used to, but better than nothing, I suppose.  I guess someone told them that transmutation can take a lot out of a person.


“I never left that room.  They locked the door after them.  They’d bring in a clean chamber pot every three days, take out the old one.  Otherwise, I only saw them when they were bringing me food or more iron to transmute.”


“You escaped, then?” Lanth asked gently, keeping his anger in check for her sake.  He didn’t want to frighten her again.  “How did you manage it?”

“I’m a pretty good alchemist, all things considered.  They started bringing in entire crates of iron for me to deal with.  I managed to pry out a loose nail from one of those crates.  When I was supposed to be sleeping, I started trying to figure out how to pick the lock with it.  I’m no rogue; it took me weeks.  But I finally managed it and ran.  I got turned around in the tunnels, especially trying to avoid the guards.  I made it out and just ran.”


“Have you been running long?”


“No.  I came out into sunlight.  My time sense is a little skewed, but it felt like an hour or two of running?  Light, it seems like I was in the mine tunnels forever…”


“Eat a little more.  I need to translate to Lando, so we can figure out what to do.”


She’d been reaching for more cheese, but her hand hesitated.  “What to do?  Why would you do anything?  I mean, more than you already have, of course…”

“You are in trouble,” he pointed out reasonably.  She looked confused, as if this were not reason enough.  He shrugged and stood to go over to his friend.  Lando had removed his boots while they were talking, and was sort of lightly dozing against one of the trees, but he woke when Lanth sat down next to him.


“So, what’s going on?” Lando asked, reaching for the skin to get another swig of water.


Lanth relayed the young woman’s story.  Lando said nothing through the telling, and then stretched.  “You know we’re here on vacation, right?”  He reached back to untie the leather thong holding his hair back, shaking it out and scratching idly at his scalp.

Lanth nodded tightly.  “I know.  And you know that we cannot just ignore this, right?”


Lando nodded back.  “I know.”  He sighed and stood up, then started unbuttoning his shirt.  


“What are you doing?”  He eyed his disrobing comrade curiously, and took note of some faded scars as they were revealed.  There was a particularly large and nasty set of three up near his right shoulder.  A long thin gash across his chest was nearly invisible.  

The hunter turned away from the inspection.  “I’m going for a swim.  If we’re going to do this, I want to get at least some enjoyment out of today.”


“Um…,” Miss Sorenson was leaning towards Lanth, “why is he…stripping?”  She was blushing.


He pulled his eyes away from the reminders of his friend’s previous battles.  “He says he wants to go for a swim.  But we want to figure out what was going on there.  Certainly, gold is more valuable than iron, but whoever killed your detachment and kidnapped you had a very specific purpose in mind.”

She nodded a little and averted her eyes as Lando pulled his shirt off and started in on opening his pants.  “Swimming is necessary to figure this out?”


Lanth stood and crossed back over to her, putting his back to his increasingly naked comrade as he sat.  “Well, we did come here for a vacation.  He is trying to enjoy it while he can before we do this.”


“Oh, well, I suppose that ma…”  Her eyes wandered back over to Lando and then, face getting redder, they fixed back on the cheese and bread determinedly.  “…makes sense.  So, um…are you two…uh…?”


“We are friends and guildmates.  That is all.”  He glanced over in time to see Lando, clad in only his underwear, execute a perfect swan dive off the cliff edge.  Reflex brought him to his feet but he managed to stroll to the edge and look over.  Light damn you if you killed yourself with this, Lando.  


But there was a distant Splash! and a neat ring in the sapphire waters below, then a single golden drop appeared in the center as Lando’s head broke the surface.  Lanth felt relief wash over him, but merely shook his head and stepped away from the long drop.  “I have no idea how he will get back up,” he commented in Common.  Miss Sorenson tittered lightly as she helpfully packed up the lunch leftovers.


“It’s good of you both to do this for me.”  She offered up the wrapped bundle and Lanth accepted it with a nod.  He turned to tuck it back into the bag.

“Are you not afraid of going back there?  You will have to show us where to go, after all.”


“A…a little.  But…they killed all those people.  We’d gotten to know each other on the trip down from Stormwind, you know, and…they died because of me.”

He turned back to her once their food was safely stowed away.  “How did they know you are an alchemist?”

“…You know, I never even thought about that.”  She was quiet a long moment.  “You think they have someone on the inside?”  He nodded and she sighed heavily.  “I don’t know who would have access to the detachment lists or who’s responsible for the assignments.  They have fliers posted up all around the city; you show up where you’re told to if you want to volunteer.  They sort everyone out and then you’re handed orders and told to go pack.”


“You did not receive any combat training at all?”


She shook her head.  “Not in Stormwind.  Looking back, I guess it’s kind of odd, but they said they needed an alchemist at Fort Livingston desperately and that I’d get training at the fort.  Some of our escort started training me a little on the way down – basic things like how to parry an attack with a sword, or how to shoot, things like that.”  She smiled a touch sadly as she reported, “I’m apparently a pretty good aim with a bow, at least, Ranger Michaelson said so.”  She looked down at her lap again.  “I don’t know what happened to him; he was one of the ones who simply disappeared.”


“Then perhaps he still lives.  There is hope.”


She looked up at him.  “I still can’t believe a couple of blood elves – well, a blood elf and a half elf, I guess – would help out a human.  You’re Horde, and I’m Alliance.  On the battlefield, you’d be slicing my heart out.”


“We do not appear to be on a battlefield at the moment,” he replied softly.  


“I’m not sure whether or not to take comfort in that,” she replied with a wry smile.


Lanth heard some crumbling rocks fall and turned his head to the left, toward the cliff’s edge.  A hand appeared, then another, and then Lando was pulling himself up the side, lean muscles in his arms and chest straining until he got a leg up as well.  Lanth considered giving him a hand but decided the hunter should bear the consequences of his own foolishness.  Besides, he’d made it that far up on his own.

Instead he asked, barely remembering to switch back to Orcish in time, “Was there a point to that?”

“Of course there was!”  Lando was clapping his hands together to brush off dirt.  “I always have a point for everything I do.”  He bent to knock dirt off his knees and thighs a little as well.
“So the point of throwing yourself off the top of a very tall cliff was…?”

“I wanted to cool off.  All the water’s down there, y’know.”  He straightened up, then headed for the rumpled pile of clothing he’d left behind.  Lanth noticed, out of the corner of his eye, that Miss Sorenson was watching Lando parade around mostly naked and still glistening from his “swim”; he made a mental note about that.  He probably shouldn’t tease the poor young lady, but he saw no reason to spare his guildmate a future ribbing.
For the time being, he pointed out evenly, “There is a river right over there,” with a nod to the waterfall’s source.
“Not as much fun.”  Lando was pulling on his pants again, despite still being half-wet.
“So then the point was to have fun?”

“And cool off.  Yes.”  He had to struggle to get the pants on properly; leather pants didn’t cooperate well with wet skin, after all.
Lanth cleared his throat.  “You had to climb back up.”

“Good exercise,” came the reply with a grin.
Lanth stifled a groan.  “We had a whole morning of exercise.”

“Aren’t you a paladin?” Lando asked, fastening his pants up.  He strolled back into the shade.  “I would’ve thought the Blood Knights would encourage this sort of dedication to staying in top physical condition, this fearlessness of the elements, this…”

“They do not encourage suicide.”

“I missed the part where I died just now.  Oh well,” he sighed as he plopped down on the grass beneath one of the trees, “wake me for my funeral, will you?”  He stretched out with a yawn before curling up and closing his eyes.
“What are you doing?”

“What the dead usually do: sleep,” he grumbled amiably.
“We have to find the mines where Miss Sorenson was being held and…”

“And we will, once it’s dark.  But it’s still way too hot out for thrillin’ heroics right now.”

“I would think that would give us an advantage.  They are probably sleeping through the middle of the day as well, yes?”

“Oh, probably.  But we may not get there any time soon, and they may be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed by the time we showed up to cause trouble.  Meanwhile, we’d all be tired, hot, and sweaty – not exactly at our best.”  He opened one eye as he grinned up at Lanth.  “You were the one saying Blood Knights don’t encourage suicide,” he pointed out before letting his eyelids drop closed again.
“Touché,” he replied, an errant smile tugging at the corners of his lips.  He managed to mostly squelch it.  “I will relay the plan to Miss Sorenson.”

“And I will enjoy my well deserved rest.  I suggest you both do the same.”

Lando stretched in the cool grass as he awoke and peered up through the trees.  The sun was past its zenith, and, though still warm, the worst of the day’s heat was over.  He sat up and looked around.  Lanth seemed to be meditating beneath the other tree.  He was still wearing their guild’s tabard over his shirt and cloth pants; perhaps he thought it “proper”.  Lando stood as quietly as he could and made his silent way over to the paladin.  He peered at Lanth’s face, attempting to determine whether he had fallen asleep sitting up or not.

Lanth didn’t look like other blood elves, which made sense, given his heritage.  It made a lot of sin’dorei look down their noses at him: his shorter ears, his somewhat squarer jaw and more solidly built frame, all inheritances from his human mother.  It made him stand out, which Lando rather liked, but he knew Lanth didn’t.  He hadn’t known him long, but Lanthal Truesight simply wasn’t one to draw attention to himself.

“I am not asleep,” he said suddenly.  “I am not you.”

“Hey, look, I only fell asleep…”

“Every time you have tried to meditate,” the response came, and Lanth opened his eyes.  He blinked at how close Lando was, so the hunter duly sat back to give him space.  Lanth’s expression didn’t really change much.  It very rarely did, but there were tells, if you looked closely enough.  Lando was still learning them though.

“Okay, so I’m bad at meditation.  Did you sleep at all?  And...uh…”  It occurred to him that they were missing someone.  “Shit, what happened to the woman?”  He looked around, double-checking; it was unlikely he would have actually overlooked her.

“Miss Sorenson has gone herb gathering.  She is an alchemist after all; she wants to see if she can make some healing potions for us.”

“…or she wants to give away our position to the nearest Alliance fort.” 

“If I had truly believed she would do that, I would not have let her go.”

“You shouldn’t have let her go anyway.  What if she gets lost?”

“Then we will find her.  Forgive me for putting faith in your tracking abilities, Lando.  I will be careful not to make that mistake again.”  There was a very slight crinkling around Lanth’s eyes; Lando was half-convinced it was the only way the paladin laughed.
“What if she gets set upon by a wild animal?  Or are you putting faith in your resurrection abilities?  How well do they work on someone being digested, hm?”

There was a slight twitch in his face which Lando couldn’t decipher.  “You would be surprised at how well my abilities work, I believe.”

“Oh, someone’s full of himself.”

“I have worked hard on my healing talents, and I believe I have every right to be proud of them.  If you have any reason to feel they are beneath your standards, I am happy to let you heal yourself.”

There was a slight lift to one corner of the mouth maybe, but it was hard to tell.  Lando let his lips grin even if Lanth was stifling his own.  “You’re assuming I’m going to get hurt in the first place.”

“Yes, actually, I am.”

“So you have faith in my tracking abilities, but not much else, hm?”

“I would not say that.  I also have faith in your ability to do incredibly stupid things, like throw yourself off high cliffs.”

“You’re asking for it, Blood Knight.”

“And if I were, who would give it to me?”  Lanth looked around, a touch dramatically.  “I do not see any of your pets around…”
Lando tackled him, knocking him to the ground next to the tree.  He went for a pin, but for all his strength and (relative) bulk, Lanth was surprisingly quick.  He shifted his weight and easily rolled them so that he now had the advantage.  Lando grabbed an arm and yanked away some of the paladin’s stability, at the same time that he quite carefully aimed a knee blow at Lanth’s right thigh.  Insults or not, he wasn’t about to fight dirty, after all, and only matters of life and death required a knee to the crotch.

Lanth had to shift his weight to his remaining arm – the right one – and that was the same side as the thigh that Lando was hitting, so there was no escape.  He pressed his advantage and regained the upper ground.  Lanth went for a side strike and tickle, and, though only mildly ticklish, it was enough to make him twitch, which was in turn, enough for Lanth to grab him by the shoulders and start to roll them back over.  

Lando resisted, and they rolled a bit, ending up on their sides facing each other.  Lanth mimicked Lando’s thigh attack, and though he could dodge it, it still upset the balance and Lanth was right back on top of him again.  He started to attempt his own tickle when there was a snort of laughter. 
Lando rolled his head back to see Miss Sorenson, with an armful of herbs, one hand clapped over her mouth to quiet her giggling.  She said something to Lanth, whose face got pinkish before he clambered off of Lando with as much dignity as he could muster.

“What’d she say?” he asked, sitting up.

“She has asked,” there was a slight pause that made Lando suspicious, “if we are involved with one another.”

“She hasn’t seen guys wrestle before?”

“I have not asked.  I am merely telling you what she said.”  He was dusting off his clothes.

Lando stood and walked over to Miss Sorenson.  “Look, lady, I am interested in finding a wife and settling down, you understand me?”  Of course she didn’t understand him, he was speaking Orcish.  She blinked at him, still amused.  He made the outline of a woman’s curves between the two of them.  “WOMEN,” he explained, then, for added emphasis, he grinned at her.  “You know, like you.”

His reward for that was a stinging slap.  “I think she understood that part,” Lanth observed.

“Thank you for your translation.”  He rubbed at his cheek.  “But at least now she knows.”

“Well, she could be forgiven for misunderstanding.”  Lando’s eyebrows shot up at that, but Lanth forestalled his protest.  “Human males seem to have qualms with getting in as close to each other as elven males do.  This leads many humans to believe that all blood elf males…”

“Are trying to get into each others’ pants?”  Lando couldn’t help rolling his eyes.  “If that were true, how would the race continue?”

Lanthal shrugged.  “It is not a viewpoint I share, and I have not heard further logic behind it.”

“There is no logic.  But anyway…uh…what is she doing?”  The human chick was eyeing the plants she’d brought back carefully and babbling in Common.  Lanthal asked her a question in the same language and she responded.  

“She says she does not have vials or other necessary means of concocting potions and many of these plants are foreign to her, but she seems convinced they will be of use to us somehow.”

“She’s going to guess that these plants are helpful and we’re just supposed to go along with her guess, is that it?”

“Do you have any herbalism skill that I am unaware of?” Lanthal replied.  Lando had to admit he did not.  “Then her guess is better than either of ours.  Though, I will admit a certain…trepidation.”

“We don’t need plants to do this.”  He turned and scooped up his shirt, pulling it back on to cover his scars again.  As he buttoned up, he nudged the bag with his foot.  “Pull the map out.”

“There’s a MAP in there?!”  Lanthal was practically screeching in indignation, which is to say, his voice went up a tweak and his volume rose a notch.  He went over to the bag and started searching through it.

“Yes, there’s a map in there.  Pull it out and see if she can give us somewhere to start looking for this mine they had her in.  I’ll sneak in, find out what’s going on, sneak back out, and then we can take her to the fort.  Sound good?”

“You forgot to mention what I will be doing,” Lanth commented as he retrieved the folded map.

“You will be entertaining and protecting Miss Sorenson while I’m sneaking around.”

“In that case, that does not sound good.  That sounds terrible.  That sounds like you unnecessarily risking yourself.”

“You want to leave her alone in the jungle while we both go in?”

“I assumed she would come in with us.”

“You…”  Lando’s mouth opened.  He dropped to a squat next to his buddy so he could explain it more simply for him.  “She said herself she has no combat skill.  She is the one they want, and since she’s escaped once, she’ll be lucky if they don’t just put a bullet through her head after deciding she’s more trouble than she’s worth.  Neither of you two have any methods of stealth or camouflage.  She doesn’t know her way around in there; she bumbled out on her own.  I may not be a rogue, but I can hide myself pretty well.  You want to talk about unnecessary risk?  Because taking you and Miss Sorenson here back into that place is pretty much the definition of it.”
She asked a question, judging by her tone.  Lanthal paused to respond, and she eyed Lando briefly then said something else.  There was a little back and forth that ended with Miss Sorenson glaring at him.  He blinked and looked to Lanth for a translation.

“She says she is going in whether you allow it or not.  She said that it is her fault that those people died and so she is going to make it right.  She also has more idea of where we are going, so she is going in.  And if she is going in, then I am going in.”
“Lanth…”

“You said that it is my job to protect Miss Sorenson.  I cannot do that from outside.”

“You don’t have your shiny plate armor here, Lanth.”
“You do not have armor either.

