	The only place Daylen would rather be than a library is a tavern, drinking with his boisterous friends. His icy second skin doesn’t keep him from the warmth of companionship.

	

	

	

	Benthre wields a spinning razor ring and fancies himself the leader of the group.

	

	

	

	Satha is a former constable with little tolerance for the corrupt or those who would foreswear their oaths. Satha’s mastery of weaponry is almost without par.

	

	

	

	Reminel can whisper secrets to the machines of the Ancients and hear their replies. His closest friends are made of metal and synth, actually.

	

	

	



