
    
      Between the still waters and the starry sky of the great archipelago was a small boat, the Mayday, and on that boat were two of the most renowned rangers of the northern alliance, Patricia ‘Triss’ Wolfheart and Alstroemeria Mooncrater. Although they were on a mission, they wouldn’t arrive until tomorrow, so tonight was quiet. The two looked out over the sea, watching the way the water below reflected the stars above, when the water itself began to fill with shining stars swimming below the boat. The rangers looked at one another and kissed. Tomorrow would be difficult, but tonight would be passionate.
    

    
      ---
    

    
      The next morning they arrived at the village that sent the distress hawk. Mooring their ship to the small dock,the pair looked over the villagers, who were eyeing the boat with curiosity. Triss made the jump first, waving at the townsfolk. Her long, dark blue hair billowed in the wind, and her muscles bulged through her flannel coat. On her back, she carried her twin axes, Icebreaker and Thundersmash.
    

    
      “Who are you?” called one of the townsfolk.
    

    
      “I am Triss Wolfheart, and that’s Alstroemeria Mooncrater,” replied Triss, indicating her partner, who was clamoring out of the boat.
    

    
      Alstroemeria Mooncrater, as anyone with a passing knowledge of magic could tell you, was a mage. This was not because she was especially famous, or because her name sounded like an incantation, but because anyone who would claim a name like Alstroemeria Mooncrater as their own had the exact kind of chutzpah required to tell reality it was wrong and make it listen.
    

    
      Alstro’s appearance didn’t betray her sorcerous nature in the slightest though. The bunny person wore practical sailor’s clothes, with a ruffled shirt and tan pants, the belt of which held the magical implement she used to cast her favourite spell: shooting a bullet at someone with a gun. No-one ever said magic had to be flashy. No-one Alstro liked to listen to, at the least.
    

    
      The villager who had spoken was eying the pair with curiosity. “And why are you here?”
    

    
      “We heard you folks had a vampire problem,” said Alstro, reaching into the vessel to grab a crossbow, “we’re here to take care of it.”
    

    
      Gasps rocked through the gathered crowd, and one little girl started crying. Triss and Alstro looked at each other, and the dismay in the crowd. This was not the usual reaction to vampire hunting at 
      all
      . Even in the towns that had entirely gotten enthralled to a vampire lord, the reaction was hostility, rather than this fear. The woman who had called out earlier looked livid, and ready to throw down, but another, older woman walking up behind her placed a hand on her shoulder, quelling the situation.
    

    
      “I fear our call for help may have been misinterpreted.”
    

    
      ---
    

    
      “So, to summarize,” said Triss, “your village honours their dead by turning them into undead abominations-” “
      Sacred servants!
      ” “either one. Anyway, the SOS you sent wasn’t to protect you 
      from
       vampires, but to protect the vampires from?”
    

    
      “Vampire squids.”
    

    
      “Right, so, the squids are themselves vampires, or?”
    

    
      “Oh, no, they’re called that because they 
      eat
       vampires.”
    

    
      Alstro exposited some more; “Right! That’s why underwater vampires aren’t as big of an issue as you’d think, they get eaten if they ‘live’ there too long. Easy solution too, just keep your vampires dry.”
    

    
      “You think we have not tried that? No, these vampire squids have learned to fly!”
    

    
      “Well, what do you want us to do?”
    

    
      “Slay them!”
    

    
      “But these squids could turn the tide of the shadow war!” countered Alstro
    

    
      “So could the money I’m offering you for the slaying!”
    

    
      Triss’s eyes got dollar signs. “Ok, we’ll check it out!”
    

    
      “Triss!”
    

    
      ---
    

    
      Finding the resting grounds of the squid was easy once the pair realized what the lights they saw last night were. Using the old-timey diving suits, they jumped into the water. Sadly, Alstro’s favourite magic wand (a glock) wouldn’t work underwater, so she had to settle for a maple branch. Specifically, a big one she could whack people (or squids) with if need be.
    

    
      Down at the bottom, they found the squid’s underwater castle. Bursting open the ancient castle doors, the pair burst into the main hall, where the squid royalty lived. “Guards!” yelled the squid royalty, and then many guards swam in through open spots in the walls, but Triss spun her axes really fast, creating a whirlpool and sucking them up.
    

    
      “Wait!” yelled Alstro, “Why don’t you promise to leave the vampires of Naamloos island alone and promise to only eat other, more evil vampires? Then we could leave you alone!”
    

    
      “Because we are evil vampire squids!” said the squid royal. “We turned to evil in exchange for cool squid powers, like upgrading our natural bioluminescence into squid lasers!”
    

    
      Our heroes braced themselves for the squid lasers, but none appeared. “They don’t really work underwater because of refraction, sadly, and then we had to bargain for flight because the few good vampires that exist stay on their island.”
    

    
      “Why don’t you just keep eating evil vampires?”
    

    
      All the squids gasped at this heinous suggestion. “We can’t just eat something with the same alignment! How dare you suggest such an immoral thing!”
    

    
      “Sorry, sorry.”
    

    
      “But, wait, if the only good vampires that exist are on that island, how long until you’ve eaten them all?”
    

    
      The guards look at each other. “Well, I guess starving in two weeks 
      would
       be preferable to starving right now?” “Still, dude has a point.”
    

    
      The squid had barely finished flapping their retractive filament before Triss’s axe had split them in twain.
    

    
      “Holy shit, what the fuck?” said the first squid, pointing their squiddy spear into Triss’s face.
    

    
      “No, no, let that go. Misgendering someone carries capital punishment to be executed immediatly by either the affronted party or their partner,” exposited the evil squid king. “I mean, we’re not 
      savages.
      ”
    

    
      “Yeah, that’s a completely fair law, as far as any laws can be fair.”
    

    
      “In anycase, will you come back to being good? Then you can eat evil vampires again and stuff.”
    

    
      “Alas, we cannot, for we gave our word. We must now kill you.” The light’s went out and the squids lit up, creating a very cool rave aesthetic for the fight that’s sadly difficult to capture in this medium. Using Triss’s cool axes and also Alstro shooting several bullets with her wand in addition to whacking, they defeated the evil squid army and saved the day, high-fiving at the end.
    

    
      ---
    

    
      Back at the island, the heroines were received by the village chief they spoke to earlier. “Have you slain the vampire squids?”
    

    
      “Sure have!”
    

    
      The elder squinted. “How can I be sure of that? Last time we met you weren’t sure if you would.”
    

    
      “Yeah, but then we met them and it turned out they were evil, so they weren’t going to fight their fellow evil creatures anyway. I sure am glad that these squids developed enough sentience to be able to fit into our binary system of morality, or the question of whether or not sacrificing your sacred servants to wipe out a bigger threat was the correct choice or not might have come up. Could you imagine how difficult that would be to answer?”
    

    
      “Yes, we are all very grateful that morality is actually very simple and works less based on what actions you take and more on which faction you’re a part of. Anything else just seems messy,” agreed the villager.
    

    
      “That said, I have been wondering, how come you have good vampires on this island? I thought that vampires made sure the secret to vampirism stayed safely in the hands of evil.”
    

    
      “Ah, the story begins many generations ago, with my very own grandfather. A vampire had heard of him, and wished to learn from him, but sadly, he had passed away the very night before. Unwilling to give up his chance to meet the man who had inspired him so, the vampire taught us the secret of eternal unlife on the condition that we shall never spread it out, and we’ve kept that promise, while keeping the greatest among us alive since then.”
    

    
      “Wow, your grandfather must have been an amazing warrior to receive such a gift!”
    

    
      “Oh, no, he’s no warrior. He was a basket weaver. Still is, in fact. It remains our primary export to this day.”
    

    
      “Ah. Wait, so you’re a village of immortal craftspeople?”
    

    
      “That and cattle herders. We do need to feed our Sacred Servants. Speaking of, we’d appreciate it if you kept this all under wraps. We don’t need any more misunderstandings, you see?” the elder held out a pouch of gold, more filled then it ought to have been. The heroes understood the hint, and thusly bribed set out for their next adventure.
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