                                  Hestia Endures

Dorbin woke Hestia and Kydor before the morning sun touched the horizon. He beckoned them to follow, and led them into the workshop.

‘There is everything you may need Sir Barbarian, I suggest you get to work, the day will be long.’ Dorbin said, pointing to the herbs. He turned to leave, beckoning Hestia to follow. ‘Come now lass, we are needed in the kitchen, it won’t do for us to work with grumbling bellies.’

Sitting down, Kydor grabbed the mortar and pestle and set to work. 

Sometime later, Hestia handed Kydor a plate and steaming brass mug. Thanking her, he wolfed down breakfast, and finished his preparations.

'We are ready.' Dorbin said, laying the device on the table. 'Remove your top.'

Hestia looked at Kydor, who nodded. Sighing, she undid the buckles, and stood there topless. The dragons bite stood out against her pale flesh in three puckered scars that traced the line of her bosom, ending in the stump of her arm, which had been taken just above the elbow.

'Drink this.' Kydor said, handing her a stone cup. 'Now this.' He took the cup, and handed her another.

'Lie down there on the long bench.' Dorbin ordered.

He unwrapped the object, revealing a masterwork of great dwarven craftsmanship. The arm was golden with a spider web lattice that ran the length of the outer arm, showing off the fine intricate gears within. Dorbin twisted an area near the bicep, and a long spike shot out. Satisfied, he nodded, twisted it again, and the spike retreated.

'I hope for your sake you are as strong as your heart.' He said, taking a small, pointed stone rod from the glowing remains of the morning fire.

Kydor took Hestia's right hand in his, leaned close, and touched her forehead with his.

'What you endure, I endure.' He said kissing her forehead, letting go of her hand.

Dorbin began tracing runes into the remains of Hestia's bicep, the flesh searing with each stroke. Hestia gripped the bench tightly; sweat standing out on her forehead. The runes, Kydor later found, out signified the union of flesh and machine.

'Barbarian take the knife there, and cut the flesh from the bottom of that stump.' Dorbin commanded, putting the stone rod aside, grabbing the arm. 'This will be most unpleasant.' He said to Hestia. 

Kydor cut into the tender flesh of the ruined arm, eliciting a scream from Hestia. It was soon done, and Kydor rubbed a numbing salve into the fresh, bloody wound.

Dorbin moved in quickly, jamming the prosthetic against the stump, twisting the bicep as he did so. There was the sound of it shooting home- coming to rest within the bone of the stump; Hestia screamed again, passing out.

Ignoring her, Dorbin twisted the new arm again, driving the spike further in. He took thin spidery tools, and began inserting screws into the arm, firmly attaching it to the remains of Hestia's arm. 

Kydor watched Hestia closely, rubbing salve onto her lips, hoping it helped in some way.

Dorbin opened the latticework, adjusting the mechanisms within. He shut it, and traced a rune. 

'It is done.' He said, tracing a final rune into the bicep of the arm, cinching a metal sleeve tightly against flesh. 'Now, she must rest, as must I.' He hopped down from his workbench. 'Keep vigil over her, there is still chance her body may reject the magic.'

And so Kydor was yet again holding watching over Hestia. He grabbed a wool blanket and covered her.



'Amazing!' Kydor heard some time later. Belatedly, he  realized he'd fallen asleep. Sitting up, he looked at Hestia, who was admiring her new arm in the wane glow of the fire. She turned the arm every which way, admiring the craftsmanship. Agilely, she picked up a corner of the blanket, and smiled brightly. Seeing him, her smile increased. 'I have endured!' She leaned over and gave Kydor her first two armed hug in a long time.

'Well now, there is no end to the mischief you can find.' A sleepy Dorbin said from nearby. 'How feels it?'

'Amazing!' Hestia said again. 'I cannot believe that I now possess two arms!' 

'Slowly. Get used to it; let it get used to you.' Dorbin ordered. 

'As you say, my Lord.' Hestia replied, bouncing from the table, leaving her blanket behind. She bent, and with her new arm, picked up her corset, and slid into it.  
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