
Gerdur sat with her back against the wall, her senses heightened by the flickering torchlight that
cast dancing shadows across the room. Her hands gripped the edges of her worn dress, the rough
fabric a familiar comfort amidst the uncertainty. She glanced around nervously, meeting fleeting
gazes that quickly averted, as if reluctant to linger too long on her and Sven.

Beside her, Sven remained outwardly composed, his eyes scanning the room with calculated
precision. His fingers tapped lightly against the table, a subtle rhythm that betrayed his inner
restlessness. He caught glimpses of patrons exchanging whispered words, their gestures laden
with suspicion.

Gerdur's own appearance weighed heavily on her mind. She could feel the weariness etched into
her features, the lines of dirt and travel-worn fatigue that spoke of their journey through
unforgiving terrain. In the lighting of the tavern, every imperfection seemed magnified, every
frayed thread of her dress a stark reminder of their vulnerable status.

A man at a nearby table, with weathered features and a tattered tunic, watched them intently. His
brow furrowed as he studied Gerdur and Sven, piecing together fragments of information in his
mind. His gaze darted to the notice board near the entrance—a gathering place for wanted posters
and local announcements. With a sense of purpose, he rose from his seat and navigated through
the crowd.

Gerdur's heart sank as she sensed the shift in atmosphere, like a storm gathering momentum
before breaking loose. She bit her lip, willing herself to remain calm despite the rising tide of fear
and unease. Every murmur, every sideways glance felt like an arrow aimed at her fragile sense of
security.

Sven leaned closer to her, his voice a low murmur meant only for her ears. "We've drawn
attention," he acknowledged, his tone tight with concern. "Delvin isn't here and it's unsafe for us to
linger long. Wait a few moments, then follow me."

Gerdur nodded, her throat dry as she struggled to find words. She trusted Sven's instincts—they
had carried them through treacherous terrain and unexpected dangers—but now, in the heart of
Riften, their options seemed perilously limited.

The man at the notice board straightened suddenly, a glint of recognition in his eyes. He turned
back towards Gerdur and Sven, his footsteps purposeful as he approached their table. The tension
in the tavern swelled like a wave about to crash.

Sven rose swiftly, his hand resting lightly on Gerdur's shoulder in a silent gesture of reassurance.
"We need to go," he urged quietly, his gaze flickering towards the tavern's exit. He could feel the
weight of every eye upon them, the unspoken judgment hanging heavy in the air.

Atmosphere of Suspicion



Gerdur nodded again, her heart pounding against her ribs. With a steadying breath, she rose to her
feet beside Sven, her movements deliberate despite the turmoil churning within her. Together,
they navigated through the maze of tables and patrons, every step echoing with the weight of their
predicament.
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