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The Thief of Silence Book Three

Raven Coyne

S

he rages as the men stab flaming torches at her face and the women scream their hate.  This was a lousy place to pick for a light snack.  She steps off the gallows they’ve tried to set her on and grabs the neck of the old woman who just keeps cackling insanely at her and snaps her neck in one quick practiced motion.  That stops the crowd for a second as they consider what they just saw.  

“Holy shit,” says a young boy of maybe fifteen summers.  

“Holy had nothing to do with it twit.”  She says then takes the opportunity to shed her disguise as a human female and stretches out to her real height, her shapely legs finally forming back into their customary hooves.  Shaking her long hair out she moans in pleasure for a second, and she lets the bat wings spread to their full length, and with a couple of mighty wingbeats, she leaps into the air.  Spinning around the Succubus faces her astonished audience and says in admonishing tones “there’s something really fucked up about having a handy gallows just sitting in the center of your village, you pervs,” and she turns and flies away.  

So far this trip to the mortal plane had been hell, no scratch that, hell was better.  And she should know.  As she flies away Maythius pops up in front of her a big grin on his face and a big something else dangling free in the air, she could tell what it was supposed to be, but in her opinion fell a little short.  Just like the rest of Mayhtius.  Nothing is worse than a minor demon with a crush on you.  Unless you visited the village she just came from. 

“Da boss wants youse should give a report on progress,” he says and she gives him sour look.  Bad enough to have to kowtow to that pathetic loser Thermon but to also have to answer questions from ‘super pain’ meaning Maythius was altogether too much.

“First off that is My Lady to you slave,” She starts, then stops and hangs her head down on her considerable chest, she just realizes what a mistake that is.  Maythius beams his pleasure.

“I’m your slave?  Your actual personal slave?”  Maythius does a victory loop in mid-air returns and dances while singing like a child “I’m gonna be your slave!  For that, I’ll tell Thermon that you’re making good progress instead of saying you almost got lynched by a rampaging mob.”  And after kissing her left hoof and a small wave the little minor demon pops out of existence leaving the Succubus to wonder what she had done to deserve all this.  Come to think about it, quite a lot, she has to admit.
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The babies just stand there looking at us as if they don’t know what to do next.  Then one of them starts to chomp on mama.  Note to self don’t come back as a Night Spider.  I wipe my dirk’s blade off and hand it back to Ranulf, “for the kids.  When you get some.”  He smiles shakes his head and tucks the blade into my back sheath.

“You better take this, you seem to run out of blades.”

Sytre gets off his horse only to find the rest of us dragging our sorry asses as far away from the tomb as we can drag.  All three horses are standing in a field grazing and they look up as if to say “back already?”  Shadow actually walks and nuzzles me which is nice.  I pull Bluewind off the pommel and strap it to my waist.  Last time I leave it off.  Digging around I find a quiver that is filled and strap that on as well.  “Let’s get out of here before something else terrible happens,” I say to Wulf and Ranulf who nod in agreement.

Our big blond shadow follows us and dismounts.  “I would like to discuss terms with you for your gainful employment.”

My plan is to sabotage from within but I can’t make it look too obvious so I shrug my shoulders and say “as you can see I’m kinda busy.”  Wulf frowns at me trying to figure out what on earth we have to do but at least he keeps his mouth shut.  Sytre looks frustrated to me and just enough to make it time for me to start putting the lure in the water as it were.  “What do you have in mind?”

Sytre looks relieved at that and says “name your price, whatever it is I’m sure my master will meet it.”

“How about a big sack of ice cold diamonds?”  Wulf says a sly grin flashing through.  Little keeps my partner from his sense of humor for long, even giant bugs trying to eat him.  

Sytre ignores Wulf and concentrates on me.  I look over at Wulf and then back at Sytre and say “yeah, one very big sack of real diamonds and they have to be ice cold.”  What the hell?  I’ll never see it.  Come to think about it neither will Sytre.  

“Where is the pillar?”  Sytre asks and I just smile at him.  

“Nice try,” Wulf says and shakes his head.  

“Fine since trust will be the hallmark of our relationship, at least give me a place my men can meet us.”

Wulf looks up at me as he gets ready to mount with a worried look on his face.  I’m not keen on the idea of more of Sytre’s bully boys all loyal to this thug trailing with me but if I don’t destroy the whole band someone will just take Sytre’s place.   Thinking quickly I toss out “the Hot Gate.”  And Sytre nods and pulls out a bit of burned paper and throws it on the ground.  The paper shifts and grows into a small set of dragon wings forming across a scaly back.  The legs grow until it stands a hand or so off the ground the head being last to form.  Messengers are very intelligent and magically sensitive.  He looks around confused for a moment fastens his eyes on me and jumps up to land on my arm.  Looking me over it nuzzles in and with half slitted eyes coos.  Sytre just watches this and shakes his head in disgust.  I start to talk to it as it purrs.  It finally nods its understanding and leaps into the air and wings away from us.  Sytre watches all this carefully then says slowly “I see Thermon isn’t the only one.”

“Check out the ears idiot,” Wulf says in my defense and I just have to break out into a smile.  But looking at Sytre’s eyes it’s easy to see he’s already trying to figure out how to kill two magic users for the price of one.
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The nine days had been a nightmare ride to the Hot Gate, by the time the men had broken the last screen of trees to see Sytre and Ranulf waiting for them they were reduced in number from twelve to nine.  Sytre sucks in his breath as he sits at my side shocked by their appearance.  The men all look like they need a good night’s sleep, not that they had forced marched to get here.  Each night of encampment came at a price, one dead warrior a night we are told.  The men straggle in and slowly drop from their horses half drunk with lack of sleep.  I watch them closely.  The stink of demonic magic is all over them.  Someone other than me has been at work reducing their numbers.  I walk away motioning Wulf to follow, Ranulf sees the motion and follows as well.  I’m not sure but at least for now, Ranulf seems to have changed loyalties.  

“What the hell happened to them?” Wulf asks and I snort.

“Hell,” I say.  Then I shrug “well, anyway a denizen of the lower regions has been feeding on these boys.  If we stick around we’re next.”

Ranulf says nothing but watches me and shuffles his feet, he obviously needs to speak and I nod “I...I don’t know what my position with you is Fox but I’ll follow what you decide.”

I raise an eyebrow “and your king?”

“King?  Sytre is just a bandit with delusions of grandeur.  I’ll stake my life with you two if allowed.”

“You’re always welcome Ranulf, just be clear in your loyalties,” I say softly.

“See that,” Ranulf says pointing at the men.  “I’m clear.”

I nod and smile and Wulf gives Ranulf a pat on the back, saying “and to think, I was wondering when I was going to have to kill you.”  Ranulf and Wulf share the laugh.

“All right you two, listen.  We’re not waiting around for a demon to eat us in our sleep.  Tonight we leave this place and head to the Hot Gate itself.  That’s where will find our demon.”  As we turn back to the men I realize Sytre has them in battle order, more or less, and pointed right at me.  

“I take it, we’re not friends anymore?”  I ask and Sytre draws steel.  My first instinct is to finish off Ranulf for starters.  I shake my head embarrassed at my lack of faith.  For there stands Ranulf next to Wulf sword in hand staring at his former boss unmoving.

“I had a thought you’d gone native Ranulf.  Little elf bitch win you over did she?  Is she better than your wife?”  Sytre says a nasty smile on his lips.

“Yep, won me right over the minute she did something you never would save my life.”  Sytre steps out from his men and Ranulf starts to move Wulf by his side but Ranulf
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The First King of the Dwarves sleeps peacefully enough in his tomb, that’s
more than can be said for Fox and Wulf. At the bottom of a very long drop
they face the wraith of the King and Night Spiders. Oh, yeah by the way they
have to get out of this and save the world. No Pressure.
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