	Name
	Sex
	Race
	Class
	Notes

	Brallion*
	Male
	Bosmer
	Smuggler
	

	Falena Hlaren
	Female
	Dunmer
	Bard
	

	Fara
	Female
	Bosmer
	Publican
	Trainer, Merchant

	Ridena Othren
	Female
	Dunmer
	Witchhunter
	Trainer

	Tedril Vandram
	Male
	Dunmer
	Commoner
	

	Tolvone Sarendas
	Female
	Dunmer
	Trader
	


*Brallion is found here at one point of the quest Brallion’s Ring. In Skywind, he could be a regular patron.

Single NPC banter
Falena Hlaren
· He’s not here. Well, time to do my job, then.
· Wonder if he’s coming tonight.
(Note: Falena is a bard, so she’ll have the possible generic bard idles (i.e. singing) as well.)
Fara
· Oh, I should add a dash of trama root, for the taste.
· Some scrib jelly? Might be too much. 
Ridena Othren
· Love the food in this place.
· Damned shrine. Taunting me.
Tedril Vandram
· All these ladies here and I’m drinking alone.
· Did she look at me? Must be something on my face.
Tolvone Sarendas
· Should have bought that. They don’t have helmets like that in Vivec.
· The Great Market is always worth a visit.
Brallion
· Food, drinks, music and women. Best spot in this mushroom stew.
· All that bargaining sure makes a mer thirsty.

Dialogue
Falena Hlaren and Fara
Fara: So, how’s the lover boy?
Falena: Who?
Fara: You know. That Nord, what’s-his-name. Big guy.
Falena: Oh, him. Well, I don’t know if it’ll work. He has that guild business, I’m a Dunmer, he’s a Nord, things like that.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Fara: Oh, Boethiah’s backside. Who cares about that? Just do what you want.

Falena Hlaren and Ridena Othren
Falena: Seen you around quite often, sera. What’s your story?
Ridena: Well, whenever I’m not having a drink here, I’m hunting down rogue Telvanni magi. Or the secret entrance into the Daedric shrine nearby. How’s that for a story?
Falena: Just perfect. Why don’t you tell me more over a jug of mazte?
(Note: The shrine Ridena mentions is Anudnabia, which is sealed and can only be entered through Omaren Ancestral Tomb nearby.)

Falena Hlaren and Tedril Vandram
Falena: Hello there, ser. Enjoying yourself?
Tedril: Er, sure am. Uh… so. You, uh, want some shein or something?
Falena: Oh, I think I should warn you that I’m already taken. But a drink is always fine!

Falena Hlaren and Tolvone Sarendas
Falena: Hello there, sera. You’re not from around here, are you?
Tolvone: Oh, no. I’m here for the market. Right now I’m looking for an alchemist.
Falena: Hmm, I’d see Pierlette’s for general alchemy goods and Anis Seloth if I need something fine and pricey. That’s if you can’t find it on the market, that is.
Tolvone: Why, thank you. I wish all the locals were so pleasant.

Fara and Ridena Othren
Ridena: Lovely grub. Can I have seconds?
Fara: Sure thing. I don’t want to brag, but I might be the best cook in all of Vvardenfell.
Ridena: You probably are. Not much appreciation for fine cuisine on this rock of ours. 
(Note: Fara’s cooking skills are a plot point in a Thieves Guild quest. Would be neat if you could buy craftable meals from her (and other publicans).)

Fara and Tedril Vandram
Fara: Greetings, Tedril. Your usual?
Tedril: Yeah, thanks. Blasted cliff racers. Can’t go for a walk on the steppe anymore without getting your hide mauled.
Fara: You just need to sneak past them. I could show you a few tricks someday.
Tedril: You’re a mighty strange innkeeper, sera. 

Fara and Tolvone Sarendas
Fara: Here you go.  One jug of sujamma. Anything else I can get you?
Tolvone: Uh, don’t you want to see my Hospitality Papers?
Fara: What? Um…oh! Those. Yeah, sure. You seem to have them. Nice. Enjoy your stay!

Ridena Othren and Tedril Vandram
Tedril: Heard you’re a witchhunter. So, err… hunt any witches lately?
Ridena: Rogue magi, yes. Daedra too, if I run across some. The Telvanni lands are just bristling with misused magic.
Tedril: You got that right. Doubt there’s anywhere crazier this side of the Ghostfence.

Ridena Othren and Tolvone Sarendas
Tolvone: Pardon me, sera, but are those darts actual silver?
Ridena: Yeah. Nothing cheaper gets those pesky undead.
Tolvone: Undead? Are there some nearby?
Ridena: Besides the one in the Gateway? There’s a tomb to the north and another on an island to the east. But I’m no grave-robbing fool.

Tedril Vandram and Tolvone Sarendas
Tolvone: Well met, ser. You look like you know your way around these parts. Perhaps you have seen something I’ve been trying to find?
Tedril: Eh? What’re you looking for?
Tolvone: A red-brown paste you find in Telvanni settlements sometimes.  If you have some lying around, I could buy it. Doubt it’s worth much, though.
Tedril: You mean bug musk? (laughs) Ma’am, if I could get my hands on some of that, we’d be having a very different conversation…
Tolvone: Ugh. Fine, I get it. Forget I asked.

Brallion and Falena Hleran
Brallion: Hello again, lass! You might be a bit grey, but damn it if I can’t make you blush!
Falena: That line never works for you, does it? Besides, I’ve got a suitor. Thought you might want to know.
Brallion: Some horny drunkard again, enthralled by your siren songs? Promised you a rose from Moonshadow, maybe?
Falena: No, he’s serious about it. About twice your height, too, so behave yourself.

Brallion and Fara
Brallion: Fara, darling! I can’t help but notice that you haven’t got any slaves here. I could give a hefty discount for a beauty like you.
Fara: No thanks, Brallion. I don’t like the thought of slaves sneaking around my place.
Brallion: But wouldn’t that be convenient? Gateway Inn’s one of my best customers, you know.
Fara: Well, why don’t you drink there if you like their slaves so much?

Brallion and Tolvone Sarendas 
Brallion: Greetings, madam. Bought a slave already? They make fine guards and beasts of burden for a traveling merchant.
Tolvone: Maybe so, but as long as I’m in Sadrith Mora, I can’t accommodate one. Maybe later.
(Note: This conversation could also take place in the market, if Tolvone’s AI schedule allows for it.)
