Siegmund had come late to the 'party', it seemed... though he tried not to let that get to him. There were only a few options left...

He rolled his shoulders as he approached the wheel, swallowing the anxiety building in his gut from behind a bombastic grin he'd forced on from the moment he'd left his talks with Sage.

Quickly, the accomplished adventurer raised a hand and pulled, watching the spinning wheel with growing excitement, until...

Lake Draconia is Spun.

Valion stepped out of the crowd as Siegmund spun, coming up beside him silently. It didn’t really matter which of the locations he wound up with. If a guild leader, let alone member, intended an expedition, that would be the one Valion joined.

When it landed on Lake Draconia, he glanced to the Weapons Master. “At least we’re familiar.” He said. Not announcing his joining, simply making it so.

Dessa chuckled, handing Siegmund a scroll and pointing to the smaller wheel.

Siegmund tilted his head. "The lake?" He muttered to himself, ears twitching with disapointment. It hardly had the impressiveness of... Oh well, nevermind that.

Turning to Valion with a hint of surprise, he took the scroll. A familiar face was a comfort, at least...

A bit more relaxed, he went for the next wheel

Thalen Orrix is Spun.

Dessa blinked at Thalen's name, glancing sidelong at the two nobles before quickly covering her reaction with a smile.

"Thalen is wonderful with puzzles!" She said, a little too quickly, handing Sieg another scroll.

Siegmund rushed away from the crowd at the first opportunity, without so much as a word. The clash of noise and smell of people made concentrating on the words inside the scrolls such a pain, especially for someone who had spent such a long time alone. But eventually the nobleman found a quiet corner that he could finally absorb the information.

"They want me to hunt glass...?" He asked, baffled at first, but he eventually shrugged. Fine, sure. Sunfire had dealt with far stranger requests, especially of the alchemist variety. He knew better by now than to question too much.

It was only around the time he skimmed the second scroll that it dawned on him that he'd drawn so far away from the 'festivities' that... he had no idea where to find his Watcher. Embarrassed, he swore under his breath and started running, shouting the Watcher's name.

Unfortunately for Siegmund, his watcher had wandered quite a ways from the other watchers, intently staring at cracks in the castle wall that he seemed to have deemed a pattern, puzzling it out in quiet mutters to himself.  The dragon was entirely oblivious to Siegmund’s search for him or the sound of his name being shouted through the halls. 

On the other hand, luckily for the Knight, Valion was following him casually-though not slowly, using more logic. He was looking over the dragons specifically. As most were glancing at Siegmund’s pass and shaking their head, it left only the one in the back of the hall. 

“Siegmund…” He called, loud enough to be heard over the lead Sieg had created.   If and when he got his attention, he would point to the lone dragon against the wall.

Siegmund groaned as he darted around, too hurried to actually pay close attention to what he was looking for, until he heard his name and stiffened.

He spun around with his eyes wide. "Val-!" He snapped, blinking back at him. Was he following him, why?! Didn't he knows he was...

...He was also on the expedition, his scattered brain reminded him. Right, right. He relaxed, but still twitched in his movements as he turned to see the one oddball dragon and made a beeline for him.

"Heyyyyy," He called, glancing at one of the scrolls briefly as he ran to meet him. "Thalen, buddy- What'cha doing over there?" Siegmund reached for his shoulder jovially in a loose grip as he turned to look at the wall. "Shouldn't we be prepping for our trip?"


Valion could only blink at Sieg, realizing immediately that he’d forgotten his existence. Luckily, it was Valion we were talking about, no sign of the inevitable annoyance showing on his features. When Siegmund turned and bolted for the watcher, he simply exhaled and began to follow, catching up a few seconds later.

The Watcher wasn’t drawn from his investigation until the Knight’s hand landed on his shoulder, at which point his head snapped up and toward the Draconian with confusion.  

“Our trip?” He asked, recognizing after a brief pause.  “Oh! Am I assigned to your expedition? Who are you then? Is it just you?” The dragon asked, turning his body to look for the rest of his party. When eyes scanned Valion’s expressionless figure nearby investigating him, he leaned back slightly.

“Two then? Where are we to adventure to?” His focus had fallen back on the friendly noble.

Siegmund blinked, glancing back at Valion briefly, before forcing a smug look onto his face.  "Siegmund Knight, at your service." He said, respectfully tilting his head forward.

He raised both of the scrolls, tapped them onto the wall between the two of them, before unfurling one of them. "It looks as though you've won a trip to fair Lake Draconia, in search of-" The noble squinted at the ink briefly. "'Tideglass'...?" His voice trailed, his lack of alchemic knowledge showing plain on his face.

Pouting, he offered both scrolls over to the dragon. "Do either of you happen to know anything about that sort of thing...?"

“Valion Vielic.” The Administrative Assistant added after Siegmund’s introduction, mirroring his bowed head.

To the continued explanation of events from the Upper Noble, the watcher grew instantly excited.  “How lovely! Tideglass, you say? I certainly know of Draconian Tideglass!” 

Moving away from the wall the slightest degree, his posture mutated to that of a professor preparing a lesson.

“Lake Draconia is a quite remarkable body of water, many magical properties held; the magical currents have the power to fuse sand and lakewater in a most unique way with those properties.  If you were to crawl the bottom of the lake, pushing loose sediment out of the way, you would find its floor teaming with sheets upon sheets of Tideglass.  Very useful stuff.”

The watcher turned his gaze between the two Draconians.  “Are you adept swimmers? The currents can be strong in Lake Draconia, not to mention the various creatures that may be a danger.  At least as far as we were told, you need only retrieve a single sheet.” 

Valion’s own eyes shifted sidelong to Siegmund, studying his reaction to this information and allowing the higher ranked Draconian to reply first if he wished.

A bit of relief loosened Siegmund's shoulders once the strange watcher began to change behavior. Oh, good. It seemed the man knew what he was doing, at least.

"You make it sound as though it'll be no trouble at all." He snorted, before his face fell. ...Ah, so that was the catch was it?

Sieg crossed his arms over his chest, ears wiggling. "I can swim, and I can fight monsters... but I've never done both at once." He mused, fussy but not concerned. At the very least, he was confident in his physical abilities.

"I'll need to find a weapon that won't tarnish, though..." He said, frowning as he gestured down at a gleaming ornate sword at his hip, more a very sharp fashion accessory than a real weapon.

Gesturing to the two to follow him, he started walking, mentally preparing what travel options they had at hand. "What sorts of creatures will we expect to find? Serpents? Especially large fish?"

Internally, Valion was in no way excited about the prospect ahead of them. Externally, as with all things, he remained perfectly stoic, a watcher in his own right—always vigilant. If there was a task to accomplish, he would accomplish it. That was the end of story.

As Siegmund began to walk, Valion’s follow was reflexive. There was no need to ask him, trained to follow behind the Guild Founders like a loyal familiar, silently solving problems they’d yet to know they had.

Thalen on the other hand, had required the gesture, blinking and taking a moment to catch up to them when Siegmund’s question was posed. “To be sure! The serpents will likely be the largest threat, I’d wager. Luckily, It has been so long since Lake Draconia was separated from the ocean that most of the trickier creatures have long since died off.”

Valion glanced at the watcher.  “Do you happen to know how deep Lake Draconia actually is?”

“Of course! Yet another stroke of luck, as that particular lake is only around one hundred feet deep at its darkest depths.”

The onyx blinked at him as they walked. “Why do you act as if that’s lucky? It seems burdensome.” 

“Aye, but at the very least, you’ll not need to make stops for necessary slow decompression rising from such a depth!” He said jovially, laughing loudly.

“You keep phrasing things as if you’re not coming into the lake with us…”
“Into the lake with you? Oh, dear Seraphs no. I am but a humble watcher, Lord Valion. I exist to follow and archive you right up to the edge of where I fear my quill would be of little use. After all, how am I to document from within the water?! I’d ruin my parchment!” Again with the laughter. "No, no. I will record events from the shore."

Conversely, the more Thalen spoke, the more enthused Siegmund became. Not even his recent ill mood could completely dampen his natural curiosity, it seemed! Especially with someone he trusted so deeply behind him, like Valion, it was all too easy to relax and focus on the impromptu lecture.

"Not a problem, then. I've handled a serpent or two in my day." He glanced back at the darker Draconian, grinning impishly. "Not all of them in the water, of course~"

As the two talked, he raised his hand to his face, curling his fingers as if counting down to a hundred, mentally processing the distance... and soon grumbling in despair.

"...He's right, Val. Throwing a watcher that far down would be an unnecessary risk... unless this dragon has some gills I am otherwise unaware of." He sighed, merely shrugging the concern away.

"Provided he can point us in the right direction, he can safely sit at shore and paint pictures of our valiant return while he handle the touchy part." He paused, pouting.

"The only question is how we're going to get down there. I'm a fair swimmer, sure, but holding my breath for a hundred feet and back is a heavy task. What options do we have to... you know, prevent drowning?"

Valion’s gaze had flipped from the watcher to Siegmund as the other male began to let the watcher off the hook. He, of course, had questions. Such as—how exactly was the watcher going to watch anything if he wasn’t with them while they accomplished the mission? 

The doubt wasn’t mirrored in his expression—that stayed as still as it had been. 

The dragon had been excused by the Weaponmaster before he'd moved onto their own trouble. 

“Just realizing that we lack those gills you spoke of as well?” Valion asked him levelly. 

Despite the comment, the administrator’s mind was already at work on the problem—as always. “I would imagine the other expeditions dealing with this issue likely chose to utilize magic.  Given that we are Sunfire Syndicate officers, perhaps it’s time we return to our neck of the woods.” He suggested.

The watcher was releasing a low laugh again.  “Excellent deductions young Lord Vielic! With your logic and Lord Siegmund’s tenacity, I’ve no doubt you’ll achieve your goal. A good puzzle is always exciting, don’t you agree?”

Being referred to as ‘young’ earned a sidelong glance from the Onyx rank, though nothing else. It wasn’t an uncommon addition from the Son’Rashiidians—given their tendency to dwarf Draconian ages—but it was certainly grating.
“Indeed. Regardless. I think we should head for The Storm-Feathered Valkyrie or The Whispering Sigil. They’re both close enough to the Guild to get to quickly.

The expression leveled back at Valion was a childish one, but brief. Siegmund's moods could be strong, but at least they were fluid. "Something like that."

Siegmund raised an eyebrow at the 'young' comment, but considering it wasn't leveled at him, he hardly cared. Besides, he called Sieg tenacious, that was practically a compliment in the Diamond's eyes~

"Sigil." Siegmund said quickly, walking past both of them. "I remember meeting the shopkeep once. They were rather charming~" He said flippantly. Aside from the owner's features, he couldn't remember enough about either shop to care about the difference.

When Siegmund indicated The Whispering Sigil as their destination, Valion had offered a simple nod, allowing the diamond rank to lead the way down to the Commercial District.

Navigating as a group hadn’t been terribly difficult; before long, they’d found themselves on North Arena Street, staring down the magic shop in question.

Even from the outside, it was easy to tell this was a larger shop than their other alternative—not to mention better funded.  Where the other was basic and unassuming on the outside, The Whispering Sigil’s stone front was clad in black paint that made the rock look more like the obsidian that presented in other areas of the castle, ornamented with golden trim, planters, and a decorative gold sign above its door that dragged the eyes up to the second floor. 

Valion followed Siegmund in, the watcher behind them, all three coming face to face with the shop’s owner not even five feet in the door.

A Te’Sorthenian—unsurprisingly—stood just outside of their necessary walking zone as they entered, as if waiting for their arrival. The male was only about 6’0, smaller than any of the present company—especially without the wings the Draconians were adorned in—but even so, took up space in the room somehow.

The deep blue hooded cloak that concealed a great portion of his body did a bit of the work in this, while the rest was lent from the curious aura that exuded from him. Bright blue eyes watched them knowingly, flickering from one party member to another as a grin already rested on the tabby cat’s features.

“Hello!” Came in chipper coo not a second after they’d managed to get the door closed, turning gracefully on foot to wander further into his shop a moment later, speaking as he walked. 

“I’ve prepared some necessary items for your adventure, if you’ll just follow me. No need to fear friends, Aeson Keydi has you sorted!”

Valion shot a glance towards Siegmund, but began to follow.

“How is it that you’ve prepared for a mission you know nothing of?” The only response he immediately gave.

The Te’Sorthenian was unphased. “That’s an assumption you've made, Master Vielic.” He piped back happily. “I do know about your mission.” Bringing a finger to his head as he led them further into the store, he continued. “Keydi magic is anticipatory, foresight, you see. Makes me the best shop owner out there! When your order is ready before you know to ask for it, repeat business is guaranteed!”

The shop itself was immaculate, organized with precision in classy shelving that lined walls and created a systematic maze throughout the center, leading to a staircase at the far side. Like the exterior, black and gold were the furnishings and paint, offset only by the items on the shelves and thick foliage plants that hung from the ceiling in many locations.

At present, he appeared to be guiding them to a counter in the back, just beside the stairs. 

Valion couldn't help but notice Thalen's marked curiosity behind him—as if the shop owner were a puzzle in and of himself. Still, he'd somehow managed to follow quietly thus far.

Siegmund's attention was taken instantly by the Te'Sorthenian, grinning at him before turning towards his companion to smugly beam. "See? I told you this was the best store in town. Why would you ever doubt me?" He said, as if his reasoning for coming had been much more than 'cute face'.

Still, the ease with which Aeson had the adventuring group pegged was... a touch concerning. sure, he'd been to Te'Sorthene plenty to be familiar with its people, enough at least to know that such a hard seller would probably be a paragon among his culture... but were oracle merchants really that probable?
His concern didn't last long in his mind. Either Aeson was telling the truth, and taking his help would be a boon... or he was lying, and merely very good at keeping up to date with gossip. Either way, screwing them over wouldn't be good for business, Sieg imagined.

Just before he reached the counter though, he turned to look at Valion, then followed his gaze back to Thalen. Frowning slightly, he tapped Valion on the shoulder before he leaped back, leaning towards the dragon with a hushed tone. "Something on your mind?" He asked, wanting to take a measure of the watcher's thoughts before tuning back in to the other two.

Valion was as outwardly unresponsive as ever to the display between his superior and the Mage—the smaller male absolutely beaming at the honor bestowed upon him by the noble, even as he led them along.

Behind them, the watcher had followed but seemed to be puzzling out the possibilities of Aeson’s magic and what he may have prepared. The dragon was so lost in his thoughts that he missed Siegmund’s inquiry entirely, rubbing at his chin as he stared with lack of focus down towards the floor.

The tap to Valion’s shoulder had drawn his attention to the watcher, clearing his throat twice to get his attention—the second less polite than the first.

“Hm?” Was all that escaped him as his attention turned suddenly up towards the Draconians staring back at him, then to the smiling mage behind the counter. 

“Thinking of anything you wanted to share?” Valion recounted.

“Merely marveling at the possibilities, no need to let me hinder your progress.” 

Aeson didn’t seem the least bit bothered or surprised by any of this, only leaving room for it in the conversation as he patiently waited beside a stack of parcels.  When attention inevitably returned to him, he began to grab them, creating a line in front of him.

“Your mission requires a few different items used in conjunction for maximum effect.” He explained, opening the largest of the boxes. While greatest in size, it was still relatively small, a cubic box only around half a foot in length.

As the wooden container opened, the group was met with the orb inside, appearing almost like glass, save the surface wasn’t solid—more like a bubble’s surface, constantly in motion, looping blue swirls across its face.

“This will be your main methodology.” The Te’Sorthenian said, pushing the box towards the Draconians.  “This sphere expands when activated, forming a protective surface around any within. It will provide you air to breathe, a space to move freely, and protection from the pressures of the depths.” 

At this point, he pulled a large bag from behind the counter, sitting it beside the other parcels.  Not opening it yet, he began to open smaller parcels, one holding some metallic rings, another a couple small vials.

“It may require some finesse, but this will work for you, I assure you.  You’ll wish to take these items and fly over the lake to the spot of your choosing.  Deploying the sphere will expand it around your forms. When deployed, put these Avaris Rings on, but be prepared. They will drastically increase your weight, pulling you towards the lakes floor while the sphere travels with you.”

Pushing the vials towards them. “I call this ‘Sunfire Sight’. It lasts around a day, but will allow you to see in the pure darkness at the depths you’ll be reaching.”

Finally, he slipped the tie from the bag, letting it fall open to expose masses of fishing net inside.  “I’ve included this… you can lay it out on the lakebed to place your scavenged tideglass in. You need to do so before you’re ready to rise, as the moment you remove the rings, the sphere and yourselves will begin to surface rapidly. As long as your tideglass remains in the net, it shouldn’t get lost or broken in your ascent.”

Pointing back to the sphere. “This beauty will do the trick, but it will dissolve when you reach the surface, so be prepared for some swimming at the tail end of your journey. Just a bit, nothing to fear, for you will have been successful!”

Valion watched the mage explain, unable to help the impression that the Te’Sorthenian was entirely too pleased with himself.  Had there been any skepticism over the smaller male’s ability to truly foresee the future, it was certainly curbed in the Onyx-rank now. As far as he could tell, this little mage had, indeed, assumed their mission, at least, as far as Valion could see.

He brought his gaze back to Siegmund, searching the noble for his impression of the situation.

Siegmund cocked his head, briefly offended by the notion that someone would ignore him... at least until Valion finally got his attention and his boundless curiosity was at least sated by a crumb.

"...right, well. If you have something worth sharing, I'd like to know sooner rather than later." He said, still haunted by the urge to pry more out of the Watcher's brain. Perhaps later, or after. Whenever. Focus, man!
Still jittery with an overabundance of thoughts, the noble turned and followed as Aeson began to explain. He leaned forward, hovering his head over the orb as he looked down at it. Magical items, no matter how feature-specific, always brought out a bit of awe from the Knight twin... a bit like an overgrown child met with a new joy. "So no swimming need, then?" He asked, unsure if he was actually disappointed... but in truth, he was mainly relieved that his current sword wouldn't risk rusting near as much via this method. "...Ah, some swimming. I see."

Still... this plan seemed quite a bit strange, at least for a privileged noble who only had to swim on rare occasion. Not that it mattered, it was far better than 'dive and hope blindly' and he was willing to take that. "Alright. It seems you've truly accounted for everything... or, well." Sieg grinned, then glanced back at his comrade. "Any opposition to the goal should be easily managable between the two of us, yes? So long as anything worse than a lake fish is adverse to swords, I imagine this will be strictly a game of 'find the shiny whats-it'..." He paused, looking back over at the Watcher. "Is there naught more to discuss? It seems we have everything we need, beyond the obvious question of payment." He said, quickly reminding himself that 'oh right, services do cost money. yes.'

Thalen only shook his head for now, lost in his own world of non-expedition related applications.

Valion remained silent as Siegmund considered Aeson’s plan, investigating the orb he’d shown.

For his part, the mage already looked entirely certain that this would be their course of action—as he obviously was—and was entirely unphased by the line of questioning or any senses of hesitation.

“It is as you say, Master Knight.  No swimming whilst performing the true expedition requirements, at least.  I suggested other alternatives, but this was your preference, so I saved you the time of investigating the others.” He beamed oddly.

“Excuse me?” Valion spoke up, as toneless as ever, but obviously triggered by the last few words to escape the mage.

The mage who had already begun to repackage items.  “My anticipatory magic allows me to see many potentialities. When it comes to business, I choose the ultimate common solution to save my customers the bother of long visits and unnecessary questions.” 

“I find that deeply unsettling.” Was all the onyx said in reply, letting Siegmund continue instead.

As the Te’Sorthenian resolidified the order, he listened to the noble’s summary of what was to come, nodding enthusiastically.  “Indeed! The Tideglass!  I can’t deny, I’m jealous that the Son’Rashiidians get the luxury of sending your kind out for it.  Acquiring it is far more difficult for the Mage shops.”

Valion didn't turn back to the table, though offhandedly cast comment of, "Why don't you request the aid of the guild?" 

It received a quick, "We shall consider that, thank you for the suggestion, Master Vielic!"

To the question of more discussion the Weapons Master had asked, he shook his head, pulling out a parchment strip of receipt and a quill to jot with.  “Very well, Master Knight, what account did you wish to use? Should I bill the Sunfire Syndicate, or the Knight family accounts?"

A single brow rose. "Oh, is that so?" He said, barely swallowing the invasive urge to do something, anything on the spectrum between 'mildly annoying' to 'violent' under the guise of 'did you anticipate that'. "How handy."

The trip was starting to solidify, and the reality of the quest was starting to press down onto the man's shoulders... He crossed his arms loosely over his chest, if only to give his fingers somewhere to tap in a fit of anxious boredom, before he shrugged. "Sent it to the family accounts. This quest will affect all of us, seems only fair to dig into the personal funds, I suppose." Once he answered, he turned away to look around the rest of the shop, committing the situation somewhere deeper in his memory. Someone this prompt and timely should be kept in mind for the guild, certainly.

"I don't think we have any other concerns, do we? We should get a move on." He said, rather authoritatively, before a glance at Valion had him drop his voice. "I'm starting to get antsy if we wait much longer..."

Aeson smiled so big his eyes closed at the noble’s comment, before replying with, “Indeed.  In most potentialities, you choose to test the theory right about now.” He laughed, pausing in such a manner as to have Valion glance over his shoulder to see what he was doing.

After an uncomfortable 11-12 seconds, he just said, “Seems that this isn’t one of them!” and pointed across the room to an intricate spellknot amulet hanging behind Renthen.  

“The Son’Rashiidian always picks that up before you start, so I know we’re safe this time.” Added some context to his pause, causing Valion to blink at him and turn to Siegmund as Aeson went about recording the account preference.

“I don’t have any.” He answered.  “Outside of the damage this mage is doing to my view of free will, at least.

Even Thalen was humming with curious discomfort now.  “It does create a philosophical dilemma, doesn’t it?” Only… realizing the puzzle there only turned the discomfort to distant glee, the dragon losing himself in his own head all over again.

Before long, Aeson had finalized their order, passing their parcels across the counter to them and wishing them so long—while simultaneously adding, “I’ll see you soon!” in a way that only served to lend an ominous foreshadowing, given.

The seconds passed with Sieg grinding his teeth, every destructive urge that he'd passively brushed off within the hours since arriving here now renewed and pressed at him all at once... but he remained still, though notably winded despite his silence.

"You could say that again." He murmured in agreement back to Valion, then glanced at the suddenly gleeful dragon nearby. At least one of them was enjoying the situation...?

Pushing the thought away, Sieg turned to financial matters, a topic that the Diamond could do in his sleep, before finally they were out of the shop and back onto the street, his own arms heavy with parcels. "Point me in the direction of our transportation. The sooner this is over with, the better." He muttered once the entryway of the shop was well out of view. "Surely the lake can't be that far..."

He paused. The downside of spending a life of constant travel meant that the simple details of ones homeland became warped with age... or, in Siegmund's specific case, trauma-rooted doubt in his own faculties. "...right?" He added softly, his shoulder leaning into Valion's suddenly, his need for support all too literal now.

With the two Draconians practically scrambling to escape the proximity of Aeson, they broke back into the district, Valion glancing at Sieg to catch the question fully.

“I’d imagine we’ll just fly, we have far less distance to cover than most of the other expeditions from what I could tell.  Did that scroll indicate a specific portion of Lake Draconia, by chance?  If all we needed was to reach the lake, we could do so in under 5 minutes by air… but I’m unsure of whether the Tideglass we need is across the entire lakebed, or only in specific areas?”  The last question had his attention drift towards the spaced out dragon.
Valion cleared his throat. “Thalen??” He said loudly, trying to drag him back to reality again.

When the dragon finally noticed, it was clear he’d missed the question again.

This time, Valion raised a brow slightly. “I really have to ask myself how good of a watcher you are.” He said, tone as flat as usual, but heavy enough with the question of how the hell this space-cadet watched or recorded anything.

“I am a fantastic watcher!” Thalen laughed, obliviously.

“Of course. So? Do you know if the Tideglass is everywhere or…?”

“Ah! Anywhere should do, as long as the deepest depths are available. Simply aim a good distance out from the shore and you should be successful.” 

Turning back to Siegmund, Valion hummed softly in confirmation.  “Very well then, we need only fly straight off the platform and land at the nearest shore we reach. We’ll need to unpack these parcels and then… I suppose we just choose a spot that looks deep to deploy.”  He shrugged. 

Unfortunately, they’d visited a Mage shop towards the back of the Commercial district, the group traversing the busy streets packed between castle levels as they headed for the front.  

They made good time at least, finally getting an unobstructed view of open sky out of the massive front arches that opened onto the landing platforms as they turned onto the Road of the Warrior. 

Once they'd made it to the platform, all of Draconen Prime’s vast lands were laid out before them, the Lake in question the closest visible break in the plains ahead.
Sieg's wings twitched, as if his embarrassment for having forgotten them had caused them to gain their own sentience, and with their first hypothetical breath, used it to feel the emotion of offense at being overlooked... Or at least, that was how it felt inside his own mind. "I don't... Hold on, let me-"

Just as he went to his pack to check the scrolls, the sound of Valion's raised voice sent his hackles up. He jerked back, hissing rather ineffectually, a child's shock flashing on the legendary Weapon Master's face before he caught himself.

Looking at the dragon, he snickered. "A Watcher in every way but our mission..." He mused, still just amused enough by the other's behavior to not feel annoyance. Yet. "Lay off him, Val. It sounds like this will be a cakewalk, anyway. You worry too much." He said, as if his own behavior wasn't also slowing the mission down as well...

At least it felt good to stretch his wings, even if his extended rest left him slower than he would normally like, though to a Knight of his age and activity, that meant very little to the average person... It was a short trip, and when the lighter Drac had touched down, it was with a lighter head on his shoulders than before, the broad vista of Draconen Prime enough to relax him. Turning to his comrades, he held one of the rings up and grinned back at Thalen. "Still sure you don't want to go for a dip, Watcher~?"

The dragon yelped, shaking his head. "Nope, no, none for me, thank you!" He croaked, but Sieg merely meant to tease, and with that done he backed off instantly.

"Well, don't get bored then~" He sang, moving to the edge of the lake to admire the water before dropping to a knee and prepare his kit as he waited for Valion. "Last call, did we forget anything?" He said, iwth just a ghost of his usual cockiness.

“Who's worried? Only an observation.” Valion shrugged when told to back off the watcher, his emotional state as vacant from sight as it ever was. He hardly expected this to be a difficult challenge. It wasn’t his fault the watcher seemed to do anything but ‘watch’.

Valion had pushed himself off the platform hard, distancing himself from the dragon as they flew, dropping down along the shore of Lake Draconia closest to the castle.

Siegmund was already speaking to Thalen, the dragon laughing nervously after his sudden yelp.

“It is true the methodology of the Te’Sorthenian makes this less out of my expected line of duties, I fear I may only serve to take up limited space within your descent orb.” He tried to explain away in embarrassment.

Valion highly doubted this was true. As far as he could tell, the watcher was avoiding the lake, noting the way he stayed a distinct distance from the water.

He didn’t have the compulsion to care about the creature, instead investigating their surroundings.

Not far behind them, one of the smaller towns between the castle and Lake Draconia surrounded the area.  He couldn’t tell exactly which one he was looking at, though he assumed it was Vaelcrest or Caelmyr Landing.  Most of these towns close to the shore thrived off of the Lake itself. Some were more primarily merchant oriented, while others were inhabited by scholars and ritualists. 

Turning back to the lake, Valion took in the scenery, feeling the strange magical pressure that surrounded the water, a light shimmer gracing its surface.  It was quite pretty; there was no denying it. 

Stalking up beside Siegmund, Valion started digging through parcels.

“I don’t think so. We have the Avaris rings for the weight…I’ll just tuck that away in a pocket for now.” Valion replied as he pulled the item out of his own small box, doing exactly as he’d said, then pulling his vial out next.   “And the elixir for our vision. He said this lasts a day? We should be able to take it now then.” 

He’d unceremoniously pop the cork, tossing the liquid back only to move along expeditiously.

“Here’s the net… and you have the orb...” 

For a moment, his panic rose internally—never making it to his features, only marked by a pause as he glanced towards the orb. Had they been told how to deploy that?

Luckily, as he studied the container it had been packed in, he caught sight of script on the interior. “Ah, here.” He said, pointing Siegmund to it.

There, scrawled in the inside, were simply instructions left by Aeson Keydi:

The deployment command for the orb is ‘Anaptýsso’. The release command for the orb is “Elefthérosi.”

“Should be easy enough.” He said, looking across the wide expanse before them. Lake Draconia was a massive land feature, reaching the full length of the castle’s carved face in the mountains behind it, and stretching over just as much land as one of its many levels. Narrowing his eyes, he caught sight of an incredibly small natural island in the distance.

“I wonder if that would be a good deployment spot?  The mage made it sound like we should fly over the water to descend where it was already deep and sink down. If we start out there instead, perhaps we could avoid the awkward hovering? Or at least be nearer to guaranteed depth.” The Onyx-ranked adventurer considered.

By the time Siegmund's wings had caught the air currents, the conversation below had fully left his ears as well as his brain, so his recent 'mood' no longer plagued him now as he prepared by the lake... but there was something in Thalen's behavior that gave him pause. Not enough to assume ill intent, but enough to make him wonder if his attempt to muster up his natural confidence was, instead, summoning a layer of hubris.

"...Fair point." He finally murmured. If combat did happen, the last thing he needed was to tiptoe around a non-combatant. If there were another reason.... well, he supposed he'd have to learn about it at the bottom of the water.

(This was nothing, Sieg. You've done worse. You can do this...)

Relaxing slightly when Valion came beside him, he watched the other man and waited for him to take the first drink, before uncorking his own to swig. Things all seemed well, enough to allow his attention to naturally slide off to the towns ringing the lake. A few he knew, at least from years past. Old Sunfire missions that had led him to their defense, or making acquaintances with an old fisherman. Before he knew it, his mind had well and truly pulled its nice boots on and gone for a wander, until he noticed movement in the corner of his eye and tuned back into Valion fiddling with the orb's container.

He picked the box up, noting the instructions, then carefully wrapping his lips around the silent syllables (it never hurt to be sure of your pronunciation before the Moment of Truth), then turned back to look at the mentioned island. "Seems as good a place as any, I suppose. Race you~?"

And with an impish grin (and tight grip on the orb's box!!!), his wings were already flapping out.

As the Draconians prepared, the watcher found himself a place to sit and observe, ignored for now by the nobles.

Once Siegmund had practiced the orbs control words, turning back to him with confirmation of their plan, Valion nodded. 

Had he been any other Draconian, there’d likely have been a smirk plastered across his features.

“Absolutely.”  He stated, waiting until his guildmate took off before launching himself.

Why may he have worn a smirk, we may ask? 

Because Valion was fast. Very fast. His speed was the trait he was most known for, begrudgingly referred to as ‘Blink’ by the older guildmembers who had been hellbent on nicknames for the way he appeared and disappeared.

Valion didn’t care about silly nicknames. He cared about being useful. Useful, was being able to be an invisible force around the guild, cleaning up mishaps and providing convenience to his compatriots, all while staying generally scarce.  Not known for particularly long conversations, and certainly not for having an expressive nature; but speed?

Speed he could handle. 

As legs forced away from the ground, wings exploded, the male streaking out across the lake like a comet.  He’d reach the island before the other noble easily, only… 

He swooped out wide in front of it to bank, loop, and reapproach in a slower manner, not actively attempting to truly win out over the weapon’s master and understanding the need to hover just off the edge of the island to prep for descent.

An island which, now that he was near it, he could tell was incredibly small. Probably not much bigger than the net they’d be pulling out of the water, had it been laid out flat. It would do though, making the tiny amount of swimming necessary easier on them at the end of the mission.

With net hung over his shoulder, Valion reached into his pocket to pull out the pressure ring, keeping it prepped in the palm of his hand for now.

As he waited for Siegmund to come into position, he found himself hoping this orb gave a significant worskpace. Digging up tideglass would be a nightmare if it were only wide enough for their bodies... Luckily, they'd later find that to not be the case.

Had it been a bad idea to goad someone named Blink to a race? Yes. Had Siegmund done this many, many, many such times in the past? Also yes. In fact, he'd likely do it again.

Granted, Siegmund was also fast. It wasn't a skill he valued as highly as his weapons knowledge, true, but the Knight family had always been naturally nimble, and he was no exception. Eventually, he convinced himself, he'd overtake Valion. It was just a matter of persistence.

That day wasn't today, however, but it was one of his closer times... though when he began to fan his wings to slow his descent, he hit an air pocket and wobbled ungracefully  as he was forced to focus more on 'not falling on his ass' than anything else, leading him stumble back onto his feet.

He braced himself on his knees a moment, cheeks burning before he went to return to his partner's side. Pulling the orb from its casing, he glanced at him, nodded, and then raised the orb.

"Anaptýsso." He said, feeling the wide lap up well over his feet as he tested the orb. Just to be safe, he stood with his wings tucked in tight, and his shoulder just touching Valion's as he watched the water beneath him.

Valion had continued his hover just over the water, though, as Sieg brought himself down on the island instead, tucking his wings and pulling out the orb, the onyx-rank glanced at the water, shrugging and dropping back down on the island.

Assuming he'd likely been confused as to the Mage’s directions, he chose not to comment and simply let the noble wield the orb to gut instinct instead.

As he released it, the orb exploded outward around them in a peculiar fashion, creating the effect of ‘walls’ that forced back the water they touched around the shore of the small island in a ten foot radius in all directions of their forms, exposing the unsteady rock along the edge of the island.

“Useful. Though…” He was starting to understand why they’d been told to start over the water, tossing the ring in his hand only to glance down on it.  As long as this orb hadn’t been meant to go straight down, it was likely fine.  He began to slip the ring on, but the feel of ground crumbling from pressure beneath him when it fell into position had him remove it immediately. 

“This part might get tricky. We’ll likely need to leap forward at the same time to get distance from this island as we put these on.” He pointed out.  “At least this orb situation appears to work, and has plenty of space to move and work in. I… do wonder if water is the only thing it keeps out or not, though.” 

Suppose they’d just have to find out, hm?

A moment would be given for Sieg’s reply and preparation, Valion steadying himself in preparation to leap in unison when the other was ready.

Moments later, as rings were slipped on, they'd find themselves falling downward. The effect was much the same as having a rock tied around the waste only to sink through water... only... There was no water physically present. 

There was only the orb's space, perfectly centered around their descent.

"I am not a fan of this." Valion announced loudly, kicking his legs awkwardly as they appeared to dangle, as if he were floating in the center of this orb alongside his companion. It seemed until they placed their feet on the lakebed, this was likely to remain the case.

Light would begin to scatter and dim rapidly as they began the hundred foot drop, only they would feel the elixir move into work immediately, brightening their vision as if it were nothing.

"Elixir is good though." He added in reference to it, balancing the bad with the good.

Siegmund had intended to test it before jumping into the water, it had seemed smart to learn the radius they had to work with beforehand... but once he saw the onyx rank approach, doubt crawled in.

'This isn't how the proper Siegmund would conduct himself. He'd jump in without a second thought. Look how much you've changed...' The noble winced from the harsh inner criticism before attempting to shake it off and nodding to Valion.

"Right, yes." He said, unnaturally short. The nihilistic urge to rush the ending led him to try out silence for a change as the two men drifted down. It was... not entirely uncomfortable, he admitted. "Could be worse." were his only words before their feet touched the sandy bottom.

Rubbing his eyes to adjust to the elixir's magic, he cast his vision about for a hint of glitter along their path. "Certainly not like anything I've seen before... or many other people, for that matter, ah-"

Seeing a hint of sparkle, he rushed towards what at first looked like a pool of emerald ice, frozen like clear lava as it hugged a rock formation. Sieg's spirits rose and the man dove forward blindly, just as something rumbled nearby.

He didn't notice until the sand suddenly shook, sending him ineligantly sideways.

When Siegmund moved to rush forward suddenly, Valion felt the wall behind him rush forward, the male’s eyes widening slightly as he moved swiftly to catch up and stay within the confines of Sieg and the orb.

By the time he did, Siegmund had already attempted to dive for what appeared to be the glass in question, only…

Valion lost his footing as the trembling rolled up through the sand, catching himself with little grace, only to look out the wall to his left, blinking.  

“Sieg…” Half afterthought, half an attempt to get attention, his metallic eyes easily looking through the darkness thanks to Aeson’s elixir.  Clear as daylight, minus the haze of the water itself.

And what did he see?

Something incredibly large in the distance, vanishing in and out of sight behind various rock formations and islands. As what seemed to be a massive tail slammed into one of the formations, bouncing off the lakebed seconds later, another rumble rolled through the ground, shifting the wet sand beneath their feet again.

“What is that?” Despite his baseline tone, even Valion’s expressionless face showed the tiniest hint of alarm. “We should dig that glass out faster. It doesn’t seem to be coming straight for us, but…”

Out in the lake, another collision saw the formation beside Sieg start to collapse.  

“That could be a problem.”   He added, glancing around at just how many towering structures existed around them. 

“We should definitely work quick."

To their left, a fish came flying sidelong through the orb, landing on the sand in front of them, causing Valion to blink. The walls... only hold the water out. He reminded himself.

Turning back to the Weapon's Master, assuming he'd made the same realization: 

 "Are you guarding, or digging? "

Sieg caught himself on his hands and knees, brow furrowed. An earthquake, now? What were the chances that-

His head snapped up to look at Valion, before following to look off in the distance. "What are you gawking at-" He spat in annoyance, before a flicker of something made his lips peel back in a grimace. "The scroll did warn about serpents... I just thought they'd be a little less, you know, spooky about it."

Nodding, he turned to try and reorient himself in order to find the glass he'd first seen. Luckily his instincts acted a little before his rational mind, and Sieg hissed as he dove side ways from the falling 'tower'.

"Good idea! The glass shouldn't be far, anyway. There must be plenty of it, right?" He said, before an odd thump made him turn his head and gawk at the flopping fish. A swear was muttered, before he looked back at Valion with a gaping mouth.

"...You dig, I'll guard." He said quickly, drawing his sword from his side. 'Blink' would be better suited to hurry, and he'd be better suited to... well, hopefully nothing, if all went well.

Serpents, eh?

Well wasn’t that just fun. Siegmund was correct, they had been warned. As the other noble evaded the rock fall, catching the same queue his guildmate had, Valion nodded pointedly. 

“For the best.” 

The Knight was right again, and while he had his thoughts about ‘Blink being fast’, Valion absolutely knew the Weapons Master would be better suited to the serpent should it come for them.  

Things his size, Valion could disable quickly with his needles. That monstrosity? Leave it to the pro.

Immediately, his eyes began to scan the sea bed,  stepping around to feel for harder surfaces while careful not to travel too far from anywhere Siegmund and the orb decided to be.   

It only took a few minutes –entirely because of a dice roll, thank you very much—for the male to drop to his knees, flinging the net out onto the drying earth beside him as he began to push sediment from the lakebed aside, clawing rough clumps of sand up and away from the shiny surface lodged beneath.  

“Looks like I found some, just have to pull it out.” He announced, in case Sieg’s attention was on the water, knocking his hand across the surface to see how wide it extended.  Felt wide… Was he supposed to split it? How big was the ‘sheet’ the mission had asked for?

Claws dug forward in line like spikes to break a cross-section,  a needle pulled from its sheath  a moment later to impale the broken spot, creating leverage to try to pry a side lose.  He’d need to find an edge, or make one.  The metal spike’s length began to shift a larger chunk from beneath him than expected, however.  

More breaking required, and he'd have to be mindful... the ground had been silent a few seconds too long... why wasn't the serpent banging around out there still?

Valion chose not to think about that, putting his effort into cracking the glass into sheets instead to allow them to be pried away.

Siegmund placed both hands on the hilt of his sword and hunckerd down into a waiting stance. Did he have a plan? Not... as such, no. But then again, how could a winged being have a premade plan easily available for fighting water monsters in the DEPTHS OF A VAST LAKE?

So, he opted to keep watch and look out for any of those pesky hints of a future 'earthquake', or the nasty beastie that caused the last one...

The grating sound of shattered glass broke his vigil, and soon Sieg came running to his friend. "What are you doing?!" He snapped, kneeling down setting his sword aside in the damp sand to lend a hand over to assist in pulling the last of the pieces free and onto the net. "What're doing breaking them, the scroll said it wanted them intact!"

Valion was happy for the help yanking the piece out, panting softly from the work it had taken him as the large chunk was pulled onto the net before brushing his hand over the area they’d pulled it from. 

“I broke it because of this.” He said, the evidence of continuing glass sheets moving beneath the sand. Standing, he took a step to the left of the extraction space, slamming his foot down hard on the spot. A sharp crack rang out, the male following suit on the opposite side of the clear lakebed.

A moment of dropping to his knees, brushing away more sand, and another large slab equivalent to the one pulled out became visible, now cracked and able to be pulled away. 

“It said 'sheet'. It never said how large. I figure that one is large enough to be considered a sheet, now I think we should take these pieces too. The mage made it sound rare… yet the sheet alone covers a vast area. Getting to it must be the worth.”  He shrugged as he lugged the thing up and threw it carefully on the net, gesturing with his head to the other piece. 

“Can you grab that one?”  The onyx was already shifting, standing and walking around to grab the corners on one side of the net, pointing to indicate Sieg should throw the other piece on. “We should get these rings off and get back to the surface before our friend notices us. I’ll worry about holding onto the net while we surface.”

He was afraid to imagine what that process was going to look like…

Sieg's eyebrows rose as he leaned over Val's shoulder and peeked at the huge continuous sheet. "You're kidding me..." He gasped, in awe. Sure, it was all on the bottom of a huge, deep lake but... how was this stuff that rare, if it was so abundant?!

He shifted, noticing a small glint off to the side, a particularly hefty, palm-sized shard that had fallen amid Val's resizings. Considering how Aeson had spoken about it, was it any wonder that Siegmund couldn't help but pocket it in a hurry...?

Finally noting Blink's movement, he jolted to his feet and nodded. "Right, right. Hardly in the mood to tussle with that..." He said, returning his sword to its rightful place before taking care of the last net to ensure all of their carefully gathered gains were properly, and securely, taken care of.

Turning to his compatriot, he waited till the other was ready to count down, hands hovering over their rings... and at least in his case, trying very hard to not think about the new rumble under his feet just as he counted down to 'zero' and pulled the ring free.

Like Sieg, Valion was trying not to think about the new rumbling beneath them. 

Unfortunately, his attempt to avoid it only had him considering what a rapidly rising orb  of sparkly glass and Draconian Biolum would look like to a serpent. 

Shaking that thought free, he nodded his readiness, removing the ring on the guild founder’s count.

The reaction was instant, the weight peeling away, leaving only these two creatures in their little air bubble, rapidly beginning to rise with a truly alarming amount of speed, accelerating all the way.   

The strange came from the way they seemed to simply be suspended in the bubble as it happened, save the few random fish that swam through the side and fell into the bottom moments later, occasionally smacking into their body as they crossed the orbs path.

The hundred foot depth wasn’t going to take long, and Valion was quickly gathering a thought. 

“He said we’d have to swim…. But at this speed, if timed right…” He didn’t finish the statement, but the jist was obvious. Open wings, fly away without ever touching that damn water. Especially with the knowledge that they may have been a rising lure presently.
Siegmund couldn't help but let out a yelp as the two men were yanked upwards by the loss of weight, no amount of mental prep could really take the surprise out of the sensation. Of course, being a learned man, he couldn't entirely shake the memory of some scientific paper he'd glanced at some time ago, about the effects of the mind and body when breeching the briny depths of the ocean improperly.... but they were fine. They had to be fine. Too much was counting on that.

His wings twitched and flinched as unfamiliar scales ran through them, schools of fish bashing the man like sandbags, not painful, but irritating to his already tense nerves.

"...Ah. You're right, I fear." He murmured, horror dawning on his face.

His shoulders tensed, and with what space he could allow his wings spread to fill the space of the orb as he waited. Just before he knew the surface was about to breech, he took a final look down...

At a large, gaping cave of flesh just beneath the orb, lined with needle-thin teeth as long as a grown Draconian. Siegmund barely had time to react as his head broke through to the surface and the two men sailed up into the open air. Sandy wings flapped and allowed him to glide, watching as the head of a oily black eel like thing followed up into the air just below his feet. "Stubborn bastard!" He snapped down at it as he flapped to raise himself higher.

Luckily for them, the one hundred foot depth of this lake wouldn’t require any of the specialized pauses for decompression required for deeper dives—thankfully something Aeson had kept in mind when creating their strategy, unbeknownst to either of them—but that did little to help when fish and floating chunks of seaweed happened to be above or surrounding them.  

As focused as Valion tried to remain, he couldn’t help but find his eyes tracking in amusement most of the time when he’d catch sight of a fish breeching the orb. One minute, swimming ignorantly, the next minute falling through straight air in a panic, only to exit into water on the other side.  Of course, a nasty clump of seaweed falling on his head or body usually pulled him out of it.
Those occurrences mostly solidified his plan to avoid the water. As Sieg began to spread his wings, Valion shifted forward to give himself room to do the same—making the same mistake as the other noble.

His fears had been confirmed.  There, below them, was the clear indication of a creature in chase. Not only in chase, but close enough to feel it was the time to open massive jaws.

The instant the orb began to evaporate as it touched air, Valion beat his wings downward, launching upwards and not slowing down as fist tightened around the corners of the net to keep hold of their haul.  

He’d only come to a hover once he heard the sound of the creature's body splashing back down in the lake, moving back towards Siegmund a moment later.

“Lucky timing.” 

Holding the net out in front of him, some slight effort involved from the weight, Valion gestured to it.  “Seems we just need to grab the watcher and get this back to the castle.  Would you like to submit it? Or shall I?” 

His eyes were already scouting the surroundings for Thalen’s location.

Siegmund had panicked enough beat his wings a few feet higher the instant he saw the monster in the light of the air, silver eyes crazed and wild and fingers twitching on the hilt of his sword before he saw Valion out of the corner of his eye.

Relaxing, he glided farther down to meet him. His hands reached out to shoulder some of the weight of the net, wanting to ensure neither his quarry or his friend fell from the sky.

Tilting his head, he mused briefly. "Hmm... I'll take care of the glory. You can take care of babysitting our watcher friend, hmm?"

With that, he attempted to take the rest of the net, a cheeky smile on his lips before he he gracefully dropped down to shore. Frowning, he glanced about. "Though... where is he?"

Just behind Siegmund and his sore, dragging wings was a familiar dragon, head stooped and yet again, in his own world. This time however, he had one of his hands cupped and close to his chest, a particular clay shard cradled delicately in it as he scoured the sands in search for its shattered mates. All the while, he muttered some nonsense about 'the discovery of the century'...

Valion handed off the net, nodding.  “Babysitting wasn’t as much my intention as dropping him back off with his fellow watchers.” The onyx admitted, just in time to catch Siegmund flying off towards the shore where the dragon was… being his typical self it seemed.

Sighing, he followed, dropping down behind the noble.  “I thought you said you were going to go deal with the glory?” He merely asked, gesturing his head towards the castle’s high perch in the mountain that shadowed the shore.  There was no command for all members of a party to be present upon submission, so Valion had expected Sieg to take their find straight to the submission point from the air and ignore the nuisance that sat before them.

Turning his eyes towards the horizon, he exhaled slightly, turning back and speaking on the turn.

“Thalen.” Straight to the loud voice, jerking the dragon from his thoughts and causing him to glance up. Valion was convinced his report would detail nothing of relevance.

“We’re done, let’s go. You may be able to sit here, but the two of us have to get back inside before the sun rises.”  Never one for many words and already exerting more than he wanted to on the watcher, he pushed himself back into the air, hovering and waiting for the dragon to push himself back up, dust himself off, pocket his findings, and take flight.

Finally. Valion thought, glancing towards Sieg. "I'll make sure he doesn't get lost somehow on the way." 

Moments later, he'd be flying off after Thalen, redirecting him towards the areas of the castle that had been prepared for the Son'Rashiidians specifically and leaving Siegmund free to head to the smaller submission space off of the Ilios Exedra where Dessa waited.

The final quest runner stumbled in with a net full of shiny emerald glass. Siegmund grumbled, muttering to himself regrets that he'd INSISTED on going back solo... of COURSE he could handle it, obviously!!

The Weapons Master came forward without an ounce of gravitas, took to a knee, and handed off a frankly silly looking amount of Tideglass, before dropping down to a silly bow to all around.

Dessa blinked as the Knight came stumbling through the door not long after, handing a net with three absurdly large chunks of Tideglass inside to one of the watchers nearest her before a theatrical bow.

“You Draconians really can’t help yourselves, can you?” She asked, this now the last in a line of overachievers, smiling as she chuckled at the absurdity.  “Well, regardless, your efforts will be rewarded. Go relax for a while. We can toll the finale bell now, but it will take some time for us to catch up with all of the watchers.” 

With that, as two watchers stood scratching their heads by the last display case, glancing down as tidegalass sheets too large to fit them, Dessa walked out towards the Ilios Exedra to signal the end of the Quest.
