
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Ghost Legion: Dagger’s
Fate

 


 


By

Geltab

 


 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


 


* * * * *

 


 


PUBLISHED BY:

Geltab on Smashwords

The Ghost Legion: Dagger’s
Fate

Copyright © 2011 by Geltab

 


 


All rights reserved. Without limiting
the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a
retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means
(electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise)
without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner
and the above publisher of this book.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the
product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. The
author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of
various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have
been used without permission. The publication/use of these
trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the
trademark owners.

 


Smashwords Edition License
Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person
you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase
it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should
return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.

 


The Ghost Legion: Dagger’s
Fate

 


 


They were mean and green, by the Gods,
if you believe in them these goblins are ugly. But then so are we.
Me, Cannon and Wormy set off, each with a bag of that rebel gold I
had earned with my little knife fight earlier. Cannon was a big,
clumsy looking oaf anyway. Bumbling through smaller objects
wherever he went and Wormy, well he looks half goblin. My specialty
is blending in stealthily before a kill, so we all fit right in to
the crowd.

Now, its true goblins are shady, double
dealing, murderous bastards. It’s also true they have the most
exotic of items for sale, weapons and armor included. If you happen
upon a goblin encampment any good brother of the outfit knows to go
shopping. If you know how to talk to them and deal with them
they’re not so bad. Like I said, I never learned their language,
but Wormy is fluent.

It is funny that while I don’t speak
their language I have many times had good dealings with them, they
try to strike me, I strike and knock them down, everybody seems
happy. I would always get what I wanted for the price I wanted, it
usually only took one attempt on my life. Goblins like to test
outsiders. Hopefully, all this is unnecessary as Wormy can verbally
assault them just as well as physically.

“Let’s get some goblin grog
in us first, get us in the mood” Wormy suggested. We nodded and he
led the way. Suddenly, I was pleased to have Wormy with us as a
guide, even with big Cannon there as backup. He was clever and
tricky, it was becoming clear, despite the front he put up; there
were many layers to wormy and his knowledge, beneath that veneer of
an angry drunk, though he was that as well. Many things to many
people as they say.

Wormy led us right to the goblin tent
serving grog like a bloodhound; the goblins always have such a tent
in their encampments. They usually set it up even before their
kitchen in their military camps. Goblins tend to get a little testy
without grog.

The barkeep looked us over and smiled a
toothless smile, except for the one gold fang, “nice” I thought to
myself. He leaned in,

“What’ll it be gents grog or
grog?”

“Grog, three, now!” Wormy
replied in their native tongue. The barkeep seemed a little
surprised, but he went about gathering the cups and pouring our
grog with no further comments. Wormy turned around and leaned back,
comfortable with his elbows on the bar. We all surveyed the camp
and took in the mood of the surrounding scene. No doubt they took
us for spies, but no one seemed to be paying any extra special
attention to us, there were plenty of other outfit members in the
camp at the time besides us. The goblins were doing as we were,
drowning their sorrows in pints of grog.

We took our cups of grog, paid the
barkeep in gold; he bit the coin with his gold fang before winking
at us as we left. I wonder what he would have done if it was fake.
We began walking around the camp, quite extensive.

“Time to find a merchant,
hopefully some non-goblin new guy, a hanger on,” Wormy said as he
finished his grog, “and another barkeep.”

Cannon had barely said a word since we
entered the goblin camp. He wasn’t especially talkative to begin
with, now was just less than usual.

“Problem?” I looked up and
asked him quietly, using the sound of our footsteps to mask the
question as we walked.

“Don’t like being this
outnumbered and lacking in arms if something goes wrong, that’s
all,” he grunted back down to me, not caring who heard. I
understood his trepidation; I nodded and said nothing more of it.
We stopped off at a second grog tent before entering the merchant
section of the camp, we would be there awhile.

Goblins keep a large merchant section
active within their traveling armies. The army will heavily tax and
live off the merchant goods and earnings. Even with these taxes
levied against them the merchants still make a tidy profit, and
they travel all over the world relatively unmolested unless they
come across something terrible like the ghost legion. The merchants
are of every race populating the known world, selling all manners
of goods and creatures. From goblins themselves, to dwarves, to
humans, they were all there selling their wares.

“They always have a magical
items merchant hidden for special customers, don’t they Wormy?” I
asked him leaning in, too close for his comfort. He eyed me and
nodded, I’m sure he was remembering our last visit to the magic
merchant at the last goblin army stop we came across. Wormy had
touched an orb because he couldn’t keep still while I talked, this
triggered an illusion that made it seem like “The Abandoner,” one
of the horrible old Gods of legend himself was coming for the
violator of the orb, this time being Wormy. It took the merchant
ten minutes to reset the orb; I still laugh my ass off every time I
think of Wormy’s frozen purple face, the ugly bastard! He was
really being an ass that day, he deserved it.

I laughed, “Be more careful this time
when we go inside will you Wormy?” Sometimes chiding him was fun.
Behind me Cannon chuckled and sounded like a huge
bullfrog.

“Oh shut up, it was your
fault Dagger, if you hadn’t spent so much time haggling with the
merchant, I wouldn’t have gotten bored and fidgety.” He finished
his third grog with one last swig looking at me with his twitching
eye; I was still nursing half of my first.

“Either way, let’s find this
merchant and see it the outfit needs anything,” I said as I
mockingly bowed and waved my hand, motioning him
forward.

We walked on, past food vendors, ale
vendors, smoke able herb vendors, past these stalls led into the
armory section. Though we did stop for Cannon to eat, I had a
venison steak as well, which was delicious. Wormy had to refill his
herb bag and have more grog.

In the armory section was all manner of
armor and weapons from across multiple countries and people. We
were good to go in terms of the everyday arms and armor defense
department, what we like about goblin camps is the exotics I talked
about; I knew Wormy would find the right place or the right man to
talk to.

Find him he did, we made a beeline to a
goblin merchant that was working with a dark dwarf. They gave each
other a quick glance as we approached. “Don’t like that,” I thought
to myself.

Wormy doesn’t like to waste time when
it comes to business, I know that much. It kills his buzz. So he
began chatting furiously in goblin with the merchant as if he was
trying to start a fight. For all I knew they were speaking
gibberish. I stood there with Cannon as the big man looked around,
fidgeting nervously. The goblin’s partner the dark dwarf also stood
there silently. After a minute that felt like an hour, Wormy
stopped yelling and the goblin motioned for us to follow him into a
black tent that was attached to the back of his merchant
booth.

“No, that don’t look
suspicious at all,” Cannon grumbled into my ear
sarcastically.

He was right, but I’ve been around
quite awhile now, much longer than Cannon. I understood and I had
many dealing with them before; everything about goblins is
suspicious, especially when it comes to magical items. They feel
magical items provide them a connection to their Gods. You just
have to be careful and discerning. We entered the black tent after
the merchant, Slice was right there waiting for us in the middle
smirking, lovely.

There he was the leader of this goblin
army that we had seen speaking to captain Iron earlier and
notorious goblin warlord Slice, he was flanked by two henchmen. One
I did not recognize, the other I know all too well, Shadow. That
wasn’t always his name, he used to go by the name Razor, I wasn’t
as kind as I am now when I was younger and didn’t like his name
having anything to do with blades and I told him so. Shit, it is
such a stupid thing to fight over, I wanted to kill him because his
name had a similar meaning to mine, weird how time and circumstance
change and shapes us. We got into it and I cut him so badly he has
kept himself hidden under a mask ever since and gone by the name of
Shadow. I know he was still waiting to get his revenge. I would
be.

That was a long time ago and he had
inserted himself between the outfit and success, he’s lucky to be
alive. Still, this merchant it would seem had betrayed us to Slice,
though besides my past with Shadow which Slice wouldn’t care about
unless the price was right, we had done nothing wrong. I wasn’t
particularly worried yet.

“Well hello Wormy, Cannon
and Dagger the man himself,” Slice spoke through his mangled face,
made worse by piercings and self mutilation, he was a hard thing to
look at.

“Hello Slice,” Wormy spoke
back in goblin.

“Speak in the common tongue
purple face, I want everyone to be able to understand, otherwise
it’s just being rude you see?” Slice pointed at Wormy as he
spoke.

“You got it Slice,” Wormy
replied in our common tongue.

“Now, it’s all fine and good
for you boys to come trade and spend your hard earned gold on the
best goblin goods money can buy. You do it often, you brothers of
the ghost legion.” He chuckled, “But it’s always you Dagger and you
Wormy who are found to be seeking the magic items, not even your
outfits sorcerers like the exotic stuff as much as you two. I guess
those who don’t have, seek. Huh boys?” Another chuckle, sometimes I
don’t like Slice.

“A little magic to help the
blade along never hurt.” Wormy said offering his flask to Slice,
who took and drained it before handing it back empty.

“Alright then, Shadow here
is going to take you to the special items we got in stock today.”
Slice held out his hand, Wormy filled it with gold, we know the
routine.

A passageway leading underground opened
with a staircase leading down. Shadow went in first and we
followed. The underground tunnel was huge, big enough for Cannon to
walk upright comfortably in. We walked ninety seven paces; I
counted, until we came to a large red door with a black demon head
affixed to the front. It opened as Shadow raised his palm to its
face; he stood to the side motioning for us to enter. Wormy,
Cannon, followed by me entered the room. Shadow grabbed my elbow as
I reached the doorway.

“Revenge is going to be
mine, I’m coming for you. Time is running out for you Dagger, next
time I see you, I’m gonna cut you…bad…real bad.” There was nothing
but hatred in his eyes. A burning flame of revenge, I recognized it
from myself, I know that flame well. I couldn’t blame
him.

“Looking forward to
it…Razor,” I jerked my arm away and walked into the room, as I did
so the door closed behind me.

“That poor guy just doesn’t
know when to quit.” Wormy said about Shadow.

“Some people don’t until
they’re dead,” I answered, slightly above a whisper.

“What’s this all about?”
Cannon asked us, he’s unaware of the incident, Wormy was
there.

“Long story Cannon, I’ll
explain later on back at the camp,” I answered.

We were in a room that was well lit for
being so far underground. The walls were covered in a garish green
cloth; there were several counters and display cases showing
various magical wares. Some items were glowing others were not,
Wormy had already begun his inspection. Looking around I noticed
the ceiling seemed to be a good twenty feet high, it was a nice
sized room. Then I saw the merchant working the magic items
shop.

“Now I understand,” I
muttered to myself.

Those ceilings better be high, it was a
mountain troll. Draped in a black robe, he was around twelve to
fifteen feet tall with a huge head full of warts. His skin was the
color of ash and the texture of hewn stone. The black robe he wore
made his massive body seem like one huge blob.

“How do they control his
mind?” Wormy asked into my ear.

“Magic beyond our
understanding, maybe Cast or Spell will know when we get back,” I
said.

“If we get back,” Cannon
said. We didn’t smile but we got the joke.

Mountain trolls normally are wild and
murderous with no speech, they enjoy anything made of meat,
anything! To see one serving calmly as a merchant may rank as the
most unusual thing I have ever seen in my life and I have seen some
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