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 “Enchant the mirror.” 

 “What?” 

 Grayleer motioned toward the black glass that lay on the table between them. The aging 

woman gave it a glance, but pursed her lips with subtle distress. 

 “Why don’t you just kill me and be done with it?” 

 “Do as I ask.” 

 A few moments passed and silence hung in the air. 

 “My power is not trivial, hunter,” she began derisively. Her ice blue eyes held decades of 

disdain. 

 “Well I suppose you had better call this your last show until I come back.” 

 “You would let me wander, simply for the power you can extort from me?” 

 Grayleer jammed his free hand into his coat pocket, trying not to notice the little smile 

forming on the woman’s mouth.  

 “And here I was, thinking the great Michael Grayleer might actually be a different beast. 

But you - you’re the same beast aren’t you.” 

 It was not a question, the tone of its delivery was certain. 

 “Do the mirror and we can get on to the blood contract.” Grayleer’s voice was gruff. 

 “The contract for my servitude. Yes, yes. I will be here when you call, as the alternative 

is your axe.” She waved half-heartedly at the weapon he held in his grasp. Her voice trailed 



lightly, but she enjoyed the abrupt stop it brought to Grayleer’s affirmation. “You will regret this 

decision. In the end, it or I will destroy you.” 

 Grayleer stared at the blue-eyes of the old woman. They were like ice and of a different 

depth then he had seen among the average man. He felt they held something animalistic, but 

more notably the intensity they held was reflected in his own. He straightened his posture and 

reaffirmed his grip on the weapon. 

 “The end.” Grayleer mulled the words over on his tongue. “Then I suppose I’ll see you 

there.” 


