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Chapter Three 
 

Ildrin Wintervale was dead. 

 

W.T. F‟N F?! 

 

And not just dead, mind you. Ildrin was also conveniently buried behind a few tons of 

temple ceiling, so the party couldn‟t recover his body and have him resurrected once they got 

back to town. But the worst part of it all? Death, in this case, wasn‟t due to chance, or my own 

actions; it was a forgone conclusion. There was nothing that I could do to stop it from 

happening. 

 

I took a deep breath and realized that I was faced with a few options at that point. 

 

 A) Stay on the high road. Roll up a new character and let it go. 

 

B) Take the middle road. Roll up a new character to specifically screw with 

 Wade and see how long I can keep him alive before he, too, is smote. 

 

 C) Take the low road. Call Wade out on being a vindictive asshole. 

 

D) Take Hell‟s Highway. Call Wade an asshole, punch him in the throat and 

 begin fornicating with Meagan on the table right there in front of him while 

 waving around an imaginary cowboy hat. 

 

Since Meagan and I weren‟t even dating, I knew that „D‟ would be a hard sell. But I also 

knew good and damn well that I was sick and tired of taking the high road with Wade. At that 

point, unfortunately, I too ended up breaking that cardinal rule; I let it get personal. 

 

“ARE YOU SERIOUS?!” 

 

All of the murmurs in the room immediately stopped, and all eyes were suddenly on me 

and Wade. Wade shrugged rather nonchalantly at my question. “Yep, pretty much.” This, of 

course, was followed by that smirk of his that he had perfected. 

 

“So let me get this straight,” I began, shaking my head. “First off, you‟re telling me that 

NO ONE in the party heard a MUTHAFUCKIN‟ Ogre…” I paused for a moment. “You know 

what, that‟s not even the fucked up part. I take out your Ogre, so you drop a fucking rock on 

me?! I didn‟t get a chance to dodge?!” 

 

Wade crossed his arms behind his head. “Well, Ryan,” he began slowly, almost like he 

was talking to a child. “Sometimes that‟s just how it goes down. You don‟t always get a chance 

to stop bad things from happening.” He shrugged, and did the impossible by looking even more 

smug than he did before. “Of course when the party gets back to town, you could always make 

a new character…” 
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“You know what, fuck a new character!” I shouted back. “Why, so you can kill that one 

too? That‟s some bullshit, Wade.” 

 

“Yeah, dude, that was pretty jacked up,” Eugene echoed. 

 

“Well look here, Ryan” Wade said, looking just a bit more serious than he did before. 

“No one‟s forcing you to stay here. If you‟ve got a problem with the way I run my games, then 

maybe you shouldn‟t even be here.” Wade then turned to Winston, who, of course, rode with 

me. “You can stay if you want, Winston,” he added benevolently. “We‟ll make sure you get 

home afterwards.” 

 

I look at Winston and give him a slight shrug. I knew that he enjoyed the gaming 

sessions, and he knew that I wouldn‟t take offense if he wanted to stay. Heck, I‟d be willing to 

come back and pick him up once he was done. We‟ve known each other for years, so all it took 

was a glance between us to convey that truth. I have to admit that I was a little surprised when I 

saw Winston ponder for a moment and grab his folder. “Naaah, I think I‟m gonna roll with 

Ryan,” he announced. “I‟ll see you guys later.” 

 

Wade waved his hand dismissively. “Fine, whatever… anyone else want to run away?” 

he wondered. There was a stinging tone to his voice that certainly wasn‟t lost on the rest of the 

group. There was a loud snap from Eugene closing his binder. 

 

“You know what, I‟m gone too,” he said, gathering his stuff. Wade certainly looked 

shocked, but it was what came next that threatened to make his head explode. 

 

“I… think I‟m going to go too,” Meagan announced, standing up. “I‟ve actually got a bit 

of an early day tomorrow and…” 

 

Meagan didn‟t get to finish her thought, as Wade suddenly slammed one of his books on 

the table. We all jumped a little, but I thought poor Meagan was about to leap out of her flip-

flops. “Fine then!” Wade shouted, obviously more than a little agitated. While he had been very 

calm and collected (if not a little smug) moments before, he was suddenly a shade not unlike 

that of a beet that just ran a marathon. “You know what, since you all want to run away, the 

ceiling collapses on all of you, and all of your characters are crushed underneath!” He waved 

his hands at everyone at the table. “That‟s it, all of them are dead!” There was a moment of 

silence from all of us assembled at the basement door. Glances were exchanged between all of 

us, but it was Eugene that voiced what we were all thinking. 

 

“Eat a dick, Wade.” 

 

As mad as I was, even I had to snicker at that. Wade on the other hand was a little less 

than amused. “Wow, well THAT‟S mature!” he shouted. 

 

“About as mature as you turning the whole game against Ryan, Wade,” Winston calmly 

responded. “And for what?” 
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Wade‟s eyes quickly widened at Winston‟s remark. For all of our sarcasm and jibes, that 

was the first time someone had actually given a name to why we were so upset. The rest of us 

even got quiet for a second, a little shocked that Winston had put it out like that. Wade‟s eyes 

eventually returned to their normal beady size, dismissively waving his hand yet again. 

 

“Whatever…” 

 

“OK, look…” I finally put forth. As much as I wanted to punch Wade in the ass at that 

moment, I knew that the situation was starting to get out of hand. “We‟re all a little frayed right 

now,” I began. “Maybe we should take a week or two off to settle…” Wade dismissively waved 

his hand yet again. 

 

“Fuck off, Ryan,” he mumbled. “If all of you are going to be like this, then don‟t even 

bother.” 

 

Wow. 

 

“Wade,” I calmly began. I wanted to measure my words to keep from coming across 

harshly, but at some point when I was formulating the sentence, I had a realization. Why 

exactly was I still trying to be nice to this raging asshole? I think the sign pointing to the high 

road suddenly burst into flames, as did any hopes of me finding it again. “No, you know what? 

Fuck you, Wade! Go eat a bag of Ogre dicks.” I turned to walk out with everyone right behind 

me, trying my damndest to not laugh at the sound that came from Wade that I could only 

describe as being akin to a camel getting kicked in the nuts with a steel-toed boot. And of 

course never being one to leave well-enough alone, I cast a final glance over my shoulder. “You 

DO remember what an Ogre is, right?” I wondered. 

 

I‟m not exactly sure what Wade said in retaliation as we walked out, only that it was 

filled with obscenities, disparaged my entire lineage and even questioned my sexuality. The 

shouting even continued as we walked outside to our cars and continued until the door slammed 

behind us moments later. I imagine that he was still cursing us inside of the house, and perhaps 

was even burning an effigy. 

 

“Well that was fun,” Eugene said with a smile as we all stood around our respective 

vehicles. “So, who‟s hungry?” 

 

I shrugged. “I could eat. Winston? Meagan?” 

 

“I didn‟t get this lovely physique by turning down meals,” Winston responded as he 

slapped his belly for emphasis. “Sonic‟s?” 

 

Meagan nodded. “I could use a shake right about now.” 

 

So we all ended up grabbing a bite to eat and had a pretty good laugh about the whole 

Wade fiasco. The three of us ended up staying at Sonic‟s until pretty late, passing the hours by 
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just laughing and having a good time. No one really seemed to mind that the role-playing group 

had not only fallen apart, but did so with the gusto and grace of an exploding stagecoach. We 

could always put together another gaming group, but we decided to take some time away from 

RPG‟s for a moment. 

 

Later that night, I got a text from Meagan- 

 

Maybe we should have given Wade something to actually worry about?  
;-) lol, jk! 

 

To which I responded- 

 

 We could post the pictures on his Facebook page. Got an elf costume? 
  =) 

 

To which she responded- 

 

 Indeed I do ;-) 
 

I‟m pretty sure she knew that I was kidding. And I‟m very convinced that Meagan does 

indeed have an elf costume somewhere in her apartment. 

 

Duly noted. 

 

Did I mean to lead the great Role Playing Walkout? Of course not. But, do I regret what 

happened? Absolutely not. I wouldn't have said it if Wade hadn't been a vengeful dick. We‟ve 

made it a point to get another group together at some point, but for now we‟re going to enjoy 

having our Saturdays free again. 

  

Winston told me at one point that several people have come and gone from the group 

over the years due to Wade's attitude. Of course Wade would always blame them for leaving, 

typically using the rationale that they couldn‟t handle his game-mastering style. But the way I 

see it, if the same thing keeps happening, then maybe, just maybe, the problem isn't with them. 

Sometimes, you‟re just a dick. 


