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Chapter Two 
 

Even though nothing scandalous happened, Meagan and I were friendlier after that 

night. She was definitely more relaxed around me, so we were talking more at the gaming 

sessions. I was pleasantly surprised as I had expected there to be at least some awkwardness 

between us next time. We would even throw out little in-jokes here and there, especially when 

her character Cyrelli (a wizard) and my character Ildrin (an Elf) got stuck in a collapsed 

chamber together. 

 

“You‟re not gonna pull a Legolas on me, are you?” she wondered, smirking and raising 

a brow. I laughed. 

 

“Pffft. You wish, Potter. You‟ll have none of my manly, hairless shanks.” 

 

Apparently I wasn‟t the only one that noticed the change with Meagan; in retrospect, I 

could pinpoint me taking her home that weekend as the moment where things started getting 

rougher for Ildrin. I looked up towards Wade, and I remember being taken back slightly at the 

rather intense look in his eyes. The look wasn‟t quite I wish you dead, but was more along the 

lines of I hope your crotch spontaneously combusts. It was brief, but it certainly wasn‟t lost on 

me. 

 

“What?” I wondered with a shrug. 

 

His eyes slowly darted between the both of us. “If you two are finished bantering back 

and forth out-of-character,” he deadpanned, “I‟d like to get back to the game.” 

 

As a general rule during a gaming session, you want to try and stay in character. Of 

course you‟re going to slip out from time to time, usually when you‟re just talking to the people 

around the table about real life stuff. Wade was pretty old-school in regards to staying in 

character as much as possible, but this wasn‟t the first time a random real-life comment or two 

was tossed around at the table. It was, however, the first time he called somebody out on it, and 

in a rather abrupt manner as well. 

 

“Whoops, sorry Wade,” Meagan quickly apologized. 

 

“Yeah, my bad dude,” I added, though admittedly not as sincere as it could have been. 

“So, where were we?” 

 

For the rest of that session, and every one afterwards, it seemed that every poisoned 

arrow, trap door, catapult, and angry summoned demon the party came across would target me 

first. From an in-game standpoint, it was understandable- Ildrin was the muscle of the party, so 

it would make sense to try and neutralize the guy wearing heavy armor and carrying a two-

handed sword. After a while, though, it started to get a little ridiculous. I'm a pretty quick 

thinker on my feet, but as anyone who‟s ever pissed off a Game Master knows, it's only a 

matter of time before they finally get you. Wade had broken one of the cardinal rules of RPG‟s; 
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he was letting real life interfere with the game. 

  

It wasn‟t lost on the rest of the group, either. Winston was particularly amused with 

Wade‟s antics, and we‟d usually have a pretty good laugh about it on the way home from that 

week‟s game. 

 

“How dare you speak to the woman that I desire?!” Winston demanded in righteous 

mock-rage. “Why, I‟ve got half a mind to actually speak to her myself!” 

 

“I could have her at anytime I want!” I added, quoting one of Wade‟s favorite lines 

when Meagan wasn‟t around. “Don‟t you know that I‟ve got me a PHD, a Poon Hound 

Degree?!” 

 

Winston laughed, trying desperately to catch his breath. We had been going nonstop 

since leaving Wade‟s that particular week. “I got one,” he said holding up his hand. “Girl, don‟t 

you know that I got me a Wand of Wonders?” He paused and smirked, and I knew exactly what 

was coming next. 

 

“IN MY PANTS!”  

 

And in stereo, no less. God I love Winston. 

 

Eugene eventually got in on the act too. I got a text from him the morning after one 

particularly brutal session that saw Ildrin getting hit with a fireball at point blank range. Twice. 

 

So what do u think Wade would give me if Lukas took Ildrin out nxt  
session? }:D 

 

To which I responded- 

 

 Heh, I know what you’d get from me. PAIN. 
 

Meagan felt bad for me too and would always shoot me an “Oooh, sorry!” look every 

time something awful happened to Ildrin, which at its peak was at least once every 10 minutes. 

She even got a little frustrated at one point in a particular battle, as the entire group of zombies 

we were fighting decided to ignore the rest of the party and come solely after me. Never mind 

the fact the party consisted of a walking magical cannon, an undead-smiting servant of the gods, 

and Stabby McBackstab, who was currently wide open as he was attempting to remove the 

gemstones from several statues in the room. “Really, Wade?” Meagan wondered, shaking her 

head. “Gah, you are such a dick!” 

 

Wade smirked and leaned back cockily in his chair. “That‟s right, baby,” he smugly 

retorted. “Nothing but.” 

 

That was either the cleverest or creepiest thing I‟ve ever heard Wade say. To this day 

I‟m still not sure. 
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This all came to a boiling point on what should have been a truly awesome night. In the 

session before (one that saw Ildrin get brutally assaulted by a trio of Golems), the party had 

discovered the location of a buried temple that we had been searching for, and was one of the 

major themes of the entire campaign. In order to protect Greyvalley we were forced to run 

errands for a particularly nasty dragon by the name of Malvex, who had made it abundantly 

clear what would happen to the city if we didn‟t comply. There was an artifact buried deep 

within the temple that Malvex wanted desperately, which we discovered could actually destroy 

him. Not only did we find the artifact in question, we also defeated the massive undead 

abomination that was guarding it which, of course, insisted on beating me like a blood-filled 

piñata. After looting the ever-loving hell out of the rest of the temple, a trap gets triggered and 

the next thing we know, we feel a very ominous rumbling from within. Suddenly the temple 

begins collapsing, and we know that we need to get the hell out of there in a hurry. 

 

“Alright Winston,” Wade asked, clapping and rubbing his hands together. “What order 

are you guys running in?” 

 

Winston paused. “Er… I guess our usual,” he answered with a shrug. “Garrick up front, 

followed by Cyrelli, Lukas, and Ildrin at the rear.” 

 

I should have sensed that something was awry when Wade asked that, and more 

importantly when I saw that smug-bastard-smirk that he had perfected. Now party order is an 

important consideration when exploring a dungeon, true, but did we really need to consider it 

when we were fleeing for our lives? 

 

Also, I‟m sure you more astute role-players out there may be wondering why Ildrin, the 

heavy of the group, was positioned towards the rear. The fighter goes up front, right? Well, his 

presence at the back of the party was two-fold. The main reasoning was actually storyline 

motivated. Winston‟s character Garrick, as party leader and being the headstrong Dwarf that he 

was, always insisted on being at the head of the group despite the fact that he was also the 

party‟s healer; wise, no, but certainly in-character. The second reason was a bit more of a 

practicality issue. Lukas used to cover the rear until an unfortunate encounter with an invisible 

assassin, which nearly took him out with a single hit. Since then, it was decided that I (“The 

Meat Shield,” as Eugene had dubbed me) be put in the back. 

 

So we‟re running, and Wade‟s describing how the ceiling is collapsing in the temple, of 

columns tilting and splitting in two as we run past, and how chunks of rocks are falling all 

about, with all of the dramatic flair that we had come to expect. Eventually we come to the 

massive winding stone staircase that we had to navigate when we originally entered the 

dungeon. “Alright,” Winston said. “We start running up those stairs as fast as we can.” 

 

“Ok, so you guys are running up the stairs,” Wade repeated. “You are running with all 

of your might, hoping to escape the ancient temple before it becomes your final resting place.” 

He paused, and his eyes darted towards me. “But you,” he began, pointing for emphasis. “Ildrin 

feels something grab him from behind. You turn to look over your shoulder and see that, to 

your horror, an Ogre inside the collapsing temple had reached up and grabbed your leg.” 
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I blinked so hard that I swore it made a noise. “Wait, what?” I wondered, just to make 

sure I heard Wade correctly. 

 

“An Ogre reaches up and grabs your leg from behind,” he repeated. “You DO remember 

what an Ogre is, right?” 

 

Bite me, Wade. I knew exactly what an Ogre was, and I knew that we didn‟t fight a 

single one in that entire temple. How the hell did this one get in? “I didn‟t hear it coming?” I 

asked, trying my best to ignore his smart-assed remark. “Shouldn‟t I get a roll to see if …” 

 

“Nope, you guys were too busy running,” he quickly responded. 

 

Skipping the part about Elves getting a bonus to notice things like that, and as stoic as 

Ildrin was, I still have a hard time imaging him not shouting “Aw damn, an Ogre!” as it snuck 

up, in a collapsing temple no less, and grabbed him from behind. Which to be honest was a bit 

of an anomaly in its own right as an Ogre is a creature roughly the size of a cottage made 

entirely of hatred and spite, and certainly not a monster that anyone would describe as stealthy 

by any stretch of the imagination. Those small details aside, you‟re also telling me that no one 

else notices this happening? 

 

Eugene must have thought it odd too. “Lukas spins around and draws one of his 

throwing knives,” he announces. “I‟m gonna aim at the Ogre‟s hand to see if…” 

 

“No, you can‟t,” Wade quickly interrupted. “You don‟t realize that he‟s missing because 

of the commotion. In fact…” He looked at the rest of the group. “…none of you notice, due to 

the commotion from the collapsing temple.” 

 

So Lukas, a sneaky little thieving bastard of a rogue, a guy that picked a lock in total 

darkness in an earlier session because he could hear the tumblers, doesn‟t notice the guy 

standing directly behind him getting snatched away by some murderous hell-beast? Eugene 

looked like he wanted to protest, but backed off. He quickly shot me a this is some bullshit 

look, but I slyly held up my hand to tell him to be cool. At this point, I‟m just curious to see 

where this would all go. Nonetheless, there‟s an uncomfortable shift with the rest of the group, 

as it‟s been pretty obvious for a while that Wade had been gunning for me. It looked like he 

would finally get his opportunity. 

 

Let‟s be honest here. I had been playing as Ildrin for about six months at that point, and 

as a gamer, you get attached to your characters. And deep down inside, we all know that 

character death can come at any given point. Most gamers are OK knowing that, providing that 

it happens somewhere in a context that makes sense. Some gamers‟ favorite stories are of their 

character‟s epic deaths, be it locked in combat with a hated enemy, against an entire army, or a 

noble self-sacrifice that is done for the good of those around him. Death may come, but it 

shouldn‟t be because the GM wants to throw a passive-aggressive bitch-fit because he thinks 

that you‟re trying to bump uglies with a girl that he happens to like but hasn‟t had the balls to 

say anything to. 
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“Screw this thing,” I announce. “I draw my sword and attack.” 

 

Wade nods. “OK, but keep in mind that you‟re going to take a few negatives to your roll 

because it‟s an odd angle, and on top of that…” He continues spouting out reasons why I would 

be suffering on my roll, which I tune out. In the midst of the explanation, I just roll the d20; in a 

perfect world, it would have bounced off the table and hit Wade in the forehead and knocked 

him unconscious. We may not live in a perfect world, but apparently we do live in one where 

the gaming gods have a wicked sense of humor. An excited cry suddenly rose up from Winston, 

Meagan and Eugene. 

 

I had rolled a 20.  

 

Holy crap, I just scored a Critical Hit. Not only does that negate whatever bullshit 

minuses I was getting on the roll, but it also delivered double damage to the target. And I knew 

good and damn well that was more than enough damage to take out an Ogre. Part of me was 

wondering if Wade was going to suddenly say that this Ogre had more Hit Points than the 

average for <insert bullshit reason here>, but I was too busy delivering chest-bumps and high-

fives to the group like I had just won the Super Bowl. We took a moment to pause while Wade 

calculated the damage done to his creature. He had gotten rather quiet and it seemed like he had 

lost a bit of his smugness; it‟s the same look I‟ve seen on talk shows where the guy makes a big 

deal about not being the father, only to have the wind taken out of his sails once the paternity 

test comes back. 

 

He sighed. “Yep,” he confirmed “You took him out.” 

 

“My man!” Winston loudly declared as he delivered a fist bump to me. 

 

“That‟s right, you punk-assed Ogre BEEAAATCH!” I added for good measure. It took 

everything in my power to not jump on the table and do a shameful victory dance while waving 

around an imaginary cowboy hat. 

 

Scoring a Critical Hit is a big deal in its own right, but nailing one at that precise 

moment- especially with Wade being a colossal tool- was nothing short of epic. I knew that I 

wasn‟t out of the woods though.  Ever since my untimely Ogre-smiting moment Wade had been 

staring intensely at his notes from behind the GM screen and had begun rolling the dice again. 

If I didn‟t know any better, I‟m pretty sure I saw a quick smirk pop up on his face. “Oooooh…” 

Wade started to shake his head. 

 

Well, damn. I hear a barely-contained groan from Meagan. 

 

“Well,” Wade began, still wearing that smirk. “As you‟re running to catch up to the 

party, a massive chunk from the ceiling falls and blocks the path, trapping you in the collapsing 

chamber.” 

 

Still riding the high from my earlier Crit, I‟m actually very calm and collected on the 

outside. On the inside, however, I was mentally leaping across the room and delivering a 
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screaming flying monkey roundhouse kick to Wade‟s junk. “Dude, really?” I ask. “The rock 

blocks my path, just like that?” 

 

“Aw, c‟mon!” Winston threw up his hands. It‟s rare that I see Winston get agitated, but 

it does happen from time to time. “Garrick stops running and turns around. „What the hell was 

that loud crash we just heard mere feet behind us? And where is that damned Elf Ildrin?‟” It 

seemed that everyone sensed the coming bullshit and joined in before Wade could say anything.  

 

Eugene nodded “‟He was right behind me a moment ago!‟” he says in-character. As an 

afterthought, he added “By the way, Lukas TURNS THE FUCK AROUND.” 

 

“„We have to go back for him!‟” Meagan added for good measure. “‟I know I have a 

Spell that can get him out of there!‟” If looks had sound effects, the one Wade just shot the 

party would have sounded something like the Tasmanian Devil with killer bees lodged in his 

colon. 

 

“Fine, whatever,” Wade said, waving his hand. He shook his head, obviously beginning 

to get a little frustrated. “You all turn around, and there‟s a big fucking rock blocking the path. 

What do you do?” 

 

“Alright,” Winston began, grabbing his notes. “Garrick‟s war hammer gives him a 

bonus to Tunneling, so I could use that to…” 

 

“Wait!” Meagan added, smiling broadly. “Cyrelli‟s got a spell of phasing! I could walk 

right through and…” 

 

“..and you guys take too long to decide what to do,” Wade quickly interrupted. His 

brows were actually furrowed in barely-contained anger at that point. I could see his sweaty, 

meaty hands gripping the side of the table, like he wanted to tear a corner and throw it across 

the room. “The rest of you hear a loud crash from behind the rock. Ildrin, the last thing you see 

is a huge chunk of earth coming at you, before everything goes black.” Wade unclenched his 

hands long enough to throw them up and shrug at me. “Sorry dude,” he began, shaking his head 

slowly. He tried to look at least somewhat remorseful, but that cocky smirk of his was rather 

difficult to fully conceal. “Ildrin‟s dead.” 


