DREN PLANTATION
Shipping House: (Ushamph gro-Shamub, Mash gro-Burol)
Ushamph gro-Shamub: Ugh, need a fix.... get them Khajit to bring in the next load.
Mash gro-Burol: Idiot. All th'skooma'll be in sticky paws, crates’ll be empty when they get here. Can't take what ain't there.
Ushamph: Watch 'em proper then! And if a few bottles of skooma ain't there come counting, can’t blame us.

Ushamph gro-Shamub: Nice havin’ these new slaves around t’do the liftin’. I was right sick of bein’ a pack-guar. 
Mash gro-Burol: Boss put you here to do the liftin’, idiot. And put me here to make sure y’did it. *under breath* and t’make sure the deliveries add up after your theivin’…

Mash gro-Burol: Ugh, that Ushamph’s lazy. Just my luck to get stuck with’a fool like him. 

Dren Manor: (Orvas Dren, Galos Farethi, Navil & Ranes Ienith)
Orvas Dren: These councillors are becoming more and more difficult....perhaps a visit from my associates is in order....

Galos Farethi: When these friends of Dren’s turn up, you know things are about to get a whole lot more…interesting.

Orvas Dren: How are our...guests faring, Galos?
Galos Farethi: Well enough for now, serjo. I've got that she-cat Ahzini to see after them.
Orvas: Gooood. Ensure the slave does its job to a high standard. These are very esteemed individuals.
Galos: Indeed, serjo. I know that well.

Orvas Dren: Galos! Go and summon Mathesa here. It is of some importance.
Galos Farethi: Certainly, serjo. *mutters* I thought this was why we acquired those slaves...evidently, I was mistaken...

Verethi & Dralor's Hut:
Ivrosa Verethi: Did you hear? Helvi's been in to see Dren again...
Guldrise Dralor: *laughs* I sure did. Said she got another assignment...but she hasn't been doing anything extra. Well, not that we know that of anyway.
Ivrosa: Hmm, she's been to see him almost...regularly for the last fortnight. I'm sure it’s all about her...assignment. 
*both snigger maliciously*

Ivrosa Verethi: That Mathesa *name spat out like a piece of rotten lemon* better watch it. Filthy s'wit.
Ivrosa Verethi: *sighs* Nothing much to do ‘round here…at all. 

Guldrise Dralor: Hmm...where's that copy of ‘Sun’s Dusk’ got to?
Guldrise Dralor: Undeniably smart yes…but slightly too vicious for a thief... 

Guard House: (Gathal Llethri, Virene Mene)
Gathal Llethri: …add two measures of void salts…and one piece of scrib jerky…

Virene Mene: Huh, those new guards don’t look like much to me. All show and no real skill…
Virene Mene: Katana or claymore? Ah, the choices. Maybe I’ll ask Arver later…
Virene Mene: Ugh, those Orcs in the Shipping House are beginning to grate. You’re pretty good with alchemy right Llethri? Know a cure for stupid?
Gathal Llethri: *laughs* Unfortunately, no, I don’t know the conventional ‘cure brainlessness’ recipe…but I’m sure a good knock to the head won’t go amiss, if you wanted a temporary one.
*both laugh*

Doves Shack: (Suvryn Doves, Arabihi)
Suvryn Doves:  That little fetcher better come up with the goods soon…
Suvryn Doves: If only I had that money…could impress Ivrosa with some beautiful new armour…

Arabihi: Khajit cleans as best it can…but master still finds dirt…

Suvryn Doves: What are you still doing in here, you mangy she-cat?
Arabihi: Khajit is sorry master, it did not know to leave…
Suvryn: *sarcastically* Well if Khajit has finished her job, Khajit may damn well leave. 

Hlevala's Shack: (Hlevala Madalvel)
Hlevala Madavel: Ugh, those new slaves were almost more trouble than they were worth…especially she-lizard.
Hlevala Madavel: Hmm, perhaps I could request a pay rise…after all, he did say I did a great job…

Tower Shack: (Llaro Llethri)
Llaro Llethri: Need to be more careful…and vigilant. Perhaps I could…hmm, no.
Llaro Llethri: Must remember to speak to Hlevala. Now, where’s that quill gone…

Rethan's Shack: (Bolayn Rethan)
Bolayn Rethan: Huh, imagine. The humble slaughterfish scale eh? Who knew it was so important…
Bolayn Rethan: Perhaps Guldrise can help me with this research…and in the procuring of rare books especially.

Helvi's Shack: (Mathesa Helvi)
Mathesa Helvi: If I could just get my hands on some half decent war axes...or at least one good enough to crack Hrargal's thick skull with...
Mathesa Helvi: *laughs quietly to self* Poor little Verethi…green as a Bitter Coast swamp.
 
Exterior: (Gah Julan, Hides-His-Foot, Neetinei, Azhini, Varal Orethi, Arver Rethul, Menos Othreleth, Malcus Ules, Aebondeius Jucanis, Hrargal the Crow, Frinnius Posucius)
Gah Julan: This one is tired of unloading the evil cargo from the black ships in the night...but it has no choice.

Hides-His-Foot: This one wishes to leave...but it is hopeless.
Hides-His-Foot: That one is cruel to the new slaves, but what can this one do? Nothing.

Ahzini: Khajit does not like the guests...but Khajit has no choice but to serve.
Ahzini: Khajit pities its sister, but Khajit cannot help. Khajit does nothing for itself now. 

Neetinei: This one’s back aches from the unnatural stripes it now possesses...
Neetinei: Must be quicker…	

Frinnius Posucius: Beautiful creatures, these netches. It’s a pity they’re so…well, boring. 

Frinnius Posucius: Slave! Where is that hack-lo leaf I sent you to get? *quieter & somewhat menacingly* I told you it was to be done quickly.
Neetinei: This one is sorry, it searched as fast as possible, but did not find many…
Frinnius Posucius: Hmph, not nearly enough. You’d better wise up fast, sap-licker, lest you end up with more stripes than a Khajit.

Hrargal the Crow: Never thought I’d see the day when I was in a place too hot for a good mead. Ah, what’s a Nord to do? 
Hrargal the Crow: *chuckles* Ooh my, that Virene is certainly easy on the eye. Reminds me of that lovely lady Haelga…

Aebondeius Jucanis: Hmph, Hrargal’s got his eye on Virene… he better sleep with the other open. I won’t go down without a fight…
Aebondeius Jucanis: Wish I could afford armour like Menos’. I’m sure I’d look more intimidating… 

Vaval Orethi: These new slaves are a wily bunch…gotta keep a sharp lookout.

Arver Rethul: Drills, drills, drills…don’t know why I bother. Hrargal and Aebondeius aren’t going to get any better…

[bookmark: _GoBack]Menos Othreleth: Hmph. More slaves…more guards…just more trouble I think.

Mavus Ules: Hope the slaughterfish will make short work of any lizard who tries to swim for it…don’t fancy a swim in armour…

