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	“I’ll take you up on that.” You answer with a nod, and the two shadow birds you sent to watch over Tristan leap into the air, and alight gently on his shoulders. He laughs and scratches one of them under the chin, and then he straightens up his coat and tightens the strap on his sword belt.
	“Give me a couple minutes! I’ll tell your birds when I’m ready for you!” You watch Tristan turn, a muscular arm raised to wave back at you - and then he leaps away, clearing a five story building like hopping over a speed bump! You blink after him, slightly shocked by the sheer athleticism the Vermilion possesses. He didn’t use any magic in that jump at all! He’s shockingly more physically strong than you are!
	You sigh to yourself in Tristan’s wake, and then reach out to your shadowbound. Does anyone know anything about this ‘Uncle Ater’?
	There’s a murmur through the shroud as the women linked to you consider folktales and legends back and forth that have some tangential relation to what Tristan described. In the end, however, everything they can think of has another much more likely explanation that disallows any connection to the Purpleroot family’s mysterious uncle. There’s no information at all on whoever Tristan is taking you to meet, which is…alarming.
	I’m here! Tristan’s voice suddenly echoes bizarrely through the shroud, as he brazenly calls out to the birds you sent with him. You blink, shocked at just how quickly he got across the city; he’s all the way in Skyhearth, and in a remote part of it, too! He got there only a bit slower than you would have in full acceleration. How physically powerful is he?
	That doesn’t matter now, though. You wrap the shroud around yourself and step forward, emerging smoothly from between the two birds you sent with Tristan into a long, dark hallway. The Vermilion himself is standing to your right, arms folded across his chest. There’s a stairway leading down just beside him. “You made it. That teleportation trick of yours is really something; normally, magic can’t bypass the estate’s defenses like that. Anyway, come on. I’ll show you down to the basement where Ater is.”
	You follow along beside him as you descend a set of enormous stairs, each step so large that it actually suits your oversized gait. On the way down, you glance over at him. “So, are you prepared to try to kill Ater, if there’s a need to?”
	“I have no idea.” Tristan shrugs, shifting his godblade against his back. “I’m not going in there, anyway. I’ve got to go get those artifacts, remember? So even if I was willing to fight him, it won’t be until after that.”
	“From here on, you’re on your own.” With a quiet scrape of boot on stone, Tristan stops in front of a shockingly small, arched metal doorway, which leads off incongruously from the stairs you’ve been walking down. You blink at it in surprise; if he hadn’t stopped beside this door in particular, you might not have even noticed it! “Good luck.”
	Tristan gives you a quick two-fingered salute and then he turns and jogs back up the stairs, leaving you alone in front of the door. You stare at it for a moment, wondering why it was built so small and out of place, and then you turn the door’s handle and squeeze inside.
	Beyond the door is what amounts to a hoarder’s lair. Countless things are piled everywhere; books, bits of metal, packs of sand, brick, stone, and prepackaged gift boxes. Bits of lumber, brooms, buckets full of grease, barrels of apples, chairs, tables, bookshelves, even packs of fliers and weapons are everywhere you look…but that’s not even the strangest thing about the basement of Uncle Ater. The thing that’s truly strange is that all of that random garbage, all of those mixed objects of worth and worthless, have been arranged into a functional architecture.
	Sweeping pillars, elaborate tripartite arches, spiral staircases, hanging balconies and vaulted ceilings…all of them have been made, impossibly, from randomly assembled piles of other objects. Even when an appropriate material like brick is used, it’s always still packaged in something - not assembled into a usable state. Everything you can see should have collapsed in on itself from being built as it is, but it just…hasn’t.
	You walk forward across a floor made from books, tiles, magazines and antique tabletops, and find a staircase of blatantly floating garbage slabs near the end of the room. Atop them, seated on a massive, ripped-up armchair with a slim leg dangling off the side, is Uncle Ater. 
He’s a tall, slim man with deathly pale skin. Handsome, with features somewhat like Tristan’s, and a short, parted blue beard. He’s dressed almost entirely in black; black dress shoes, slacks, vest and robe, with a strange, high-collared mantle and hood atop it all. A length of black lace hangs from his neck, and around his waist, a sash of deep burgundy hangs - the only colorful bit of clothing he has on.
He was reading from a huge book bound in strange purple hide, but as you reach him, he abruptly snaps it shut. You can’t see Ater’s eyes beneath his hood, but you can feel it when his attention fixes on you. It’s…alarming. 
“I felt that something had violated my realm.” His voice is shockingly normal - almost plain, amidst the room’s madness. “You are more than I expected, however.”
On reflex, you trigger Oohl’A’Vhaal to protect yourself in case he tries to attack you. When you bring it to bear on him, though…it predicts nothing. Even when he sets his book aside, Oohl’A’Vhaal doesn’t show him doing it! You can’t tell what he’s going to do at all!
“I see. The Tyrant’s favorite trick?” Ater speaks, and your blood runs cold. Not only can he resist your nearly perfect prediction, he knows what Oohl’A’Vhaal is? “You are more than just an agent of hers, then. Tell me why you have come here.”
He steeples alarmingly slim, delicate fingers over his lap, and focuses his full attention on you. “I will decide whether or not to destroy you, afterwards.”
	

What will you do? Attack? Kill? Obliterate? Ruin Utterly?
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