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“A democracy is
all well and good, if it is done properly. More often than not
though it ends up being a bunch of old men squabbling along with
all the common folk complaining that the party in power is not
doing what they said they would do. Politics is all about who can
lie the most convincingly, as far as I am concerned. The High
Commission has the right idea, I tell you, I’ve had enough of the
rulers of each realm arguing and starting stupid wars. Give the
High Commission complete rule over the six kingdoms and have done.
They pretty much have it anyway.”

-Unknown

 


 


“Family is what
holds us together, it is what supports us when all else falls.
Without family we are nothing. Family believe us when all else
think you are mad, family gives us strength and courage when we are
weak. Family encourages us to strive for the best when everyone
else gives us scorn.

There are
different forms of family, the one you create with others that are
far closer than friends, those beside you when you go into battle,
who you rely on to watch your flank. There is the family formed
through the faith of The Five. But the most important of all is
family formed by blood. This is the family you will do anything
for, you will steal for your family, you will wage wars for your
family and you will kill for your family with no seconds
thought.”

-Blood of My Ancestors by Lord Antworn Wataven,

First Lord of Port
Na’brath

 



Chapter
One

 


Cold steel and bright monitors filled the dark room each
with flashing lights and dials, each designed for a specific
purpose and at each of them
someone sat, staring at the dials and lights. In a room full of
sounds of machinery and technology it was hard to believe the level
of silence there. Not a word could be heard from the silhouettes
watching the screens so intently, their focus was fixed and they
had learnt not to let it slip from their tasks.

Discipline had been drilled into them since the first time
they set foot into the world, the weak fell and the strong
continued on. Only the best survived in this world, and here they
were, in a small room staring at monitors, such menial tasks set
for Warriors of great skill. After years of brutal training they
had reached great heights of physical and mental ability, and yet here they were sitting in
front of a data screen, their faces stamped with relative
boredom.

An urgent
flashing light and incessant beep tore her from her daydreaming.
Immediately she knew something bad had happened, she could feel it
in the pit of her stomach, and in the slight twinge of her
muscles.

“Commander,” She called hurriedly, “Number Two is showing a
‘System
Fail’.”

The Commander was never
far away, and he came quickly, a concerned look upon his
face.

“Is it the
same as what happened to Number One?” He asked, but the tone of his
voice showed he thought otherwise.

“No. I have done a complete internal scan, and there no life
signs. The scan also shows massive trauma to the chest and
back.”

The
Commander studied her data screen, his brow furrowed, “Was the
mission successful, had it completed its mission
objective?”

“The report is
coming in now, sir,” She replied, and hurried to take the paper
that was being produced by the machine beside her.

“The mission was completed,” She reported after a quick scan
of the paper.

There came the sound of several sighs of relief around the
room, by now most were listening intently to what was
passing between the Commander and
their associate.

“But there was a complication,” She continued and took a
deep breath. “It seems that Number Two sent an addition to the
mission log just as he died, there is not much we can make of
it.”

“What does it
say?” The Commander prompted curiously.

“It just says: ‘Nen’on. . .’” She
said with a shrug and handed the Commander the report.

“Is that all?” The
Commander inquired as he took the paper to see for
himself.

Many seconds past as the
Commander considered what to make of it, and what the next course
of action should be. By now everyone in the room was listening and
waiting anxiously for an answer to this riddle.

The
Commander looked to her, concern riddling his features. “Jar’nesh,
are you able to revive the PBE’s?”

“No,” She replied after a few seconds of searching the data,
“Without the host they quickly perished.”

“I thought as much,” The Commander nodded grimly, “Make a
full report and send it directly to the High King,
understood?”

“Yes, sir,”
Jar’nesh replied with a nod.

“Back to work
everyone,” The Commander said to the curious onlookers around the
room.

“Of all the times this
one was bound to be the most complicated,” Jar’nesh heard the
Commander mumble to himself as he walked away from her
station.

She turned her
attention to the report that was to be made to the High King,
confusion racking her mind. Something very odd was happening,
firstly the brief off-line incident with Number One and now Number
Two being completely destroyed. As Jar’nesh thought on it she found
herself agreeing with the Commander’s mumbled remark. Of the many
times they had done this, something felt very wrong about this
one.

*************************************************************

Year 3630, the Fifth
Age, the thirty-third day of Summer

 


Slowly his golden eyes peeled open as he came from his
stupor, the whole of his head ached and he could feel his left
check was caked in dried blood. Groggily Lieut shook his head trying to clear the cobwebs in
his mind.

“Finally awake, ay,” said a fat Sesserrechien soldier who
was sitting at an old wooden table several feet in front of
him.

It was then Lieut
realised that his wrists were chained to the stone behind him and
that he only wore his blue linen pants, all else had been stripped
from him, including his precious sword.

The burly
guard pushed back his chair waddled towards him wiping beer from
his grimy chin as his did.

“Surprised to be ‘ere?” the guard asked, coming right up to his face, “Ya
shouldn’t be, seeing ye killed the Grand Magi.”

The guard glared at him
before punching him in the gut with a mailed fist.

Lieut tensed
his stomach muscles and shrugged away the blow, which of course
made the guard punch him again. Lieut looked impassively at the
guard, which made the burly man even angrier. The guard’s next
punch collected him on the side of the head, and once again Lieut
fell into unconsciousness.

When Lieut
had regained his wits, he kept his eyes closed so to appear still
unconscious.

“His head should be on
a spike already,” he heard a new guard remark.

“No, the Regional
Commander wants to see ‘im,” the burly guard replied.

“Looks like ye gave him a bit of a beating there, Bo,” the other guard
laughed.

“He deserves more,” Bo replied, “When he wakes up again ye
have go Mik.”

A few moments of silence
drifted by, and Lieut kept his eyes closed.

“Still can’t believe this guy killed Grand Magi Cardonian,”
Mik remarked.

Bo made a noise in
agreement, “Good thing the Grand Magi killed the other
one.”

“High Lord Cardonian is furious,” Mik said, “You know he’s
accusing house Varrintine, ‘cause just the other day there was word
that their middle son Vythe had returned. Lord Cardonian thinks
there is a connection.”

Bo snorted, “Didn’t
that Vythe guy kill his fiancé, and get sent to Gaia
Prison.”

“I heard he died there”.

“So, what’s the go?” Bo asked, “Did he get released or
something?”

“Who
cares?”

“Lord Cardonian does,” Bo laughed, “But he’s cracked in the
head.”

The two guards had a good
laugh at that.

“Did ya hear that
Vythe brought a girl back to the city with him,” said Mik, “A
bloody elf at that.”

“Damn elves,” Bo spat.

“I’ll tell ya what though, I like to have an elf’s legs
wrapped around me,” laughed Mik, “Damn, they are all so
fine.”

“That’s ‘cause they use witchcraft on ye, ya fool,” Bo
replied, “Makes the illusion they are all plough-able. Like as not,
they are all hideously ugly with weird deformities.”

“You listen too much to the sermons of Father Ploss over at
the chapel of The Five,” Mik snorted, “All elf woman are beautiful
and I’d plough them all.”

“You’d plough anything wouldn’t you,” Bo laughed back, “Elf,
Yineth, Sātor, Mōrgul, no doubt even a dwarf wench with a beard
down to her belly.”

“By The Five I’d do a Yineth,” agreed Mik.

“You what?” Bo balked, “They don’t even have woman
parts.”

“They do so to,” countered Mik, “How else did the King of
Krnōrel have a daughter with a Yineth?”

“Witchcraft and illusion, that is,” Bo said
stubbornly.

“Mate, you are full of it,” Mik laughed.

“You too,” Bo snickered back.

“C’mon, let’s
have a game or something,” Mik suggested, “Got any
dice?”

There was the sound of
many die rattling on the wooden table followed by curses and happy
laughs as Mik lost the first game.

Lieut heard the footsteps
of someone else entering, there were a couple of greetings and he
heard the sound of plates being put down on wood. The footsteps
left and he could hear the guards eating noisily, and burping
occasionally.

It was clear
that he had been imprisoned and somehow Vythe had met up with his
family. But truthfully Lieut did not care where he was, or what was
going on in the world. He did not care about anything. The only
thing that seemed important was the fact that his brother, his own
blood, had turned on him and tried to kill him.

It was so much for him to
take in, after trekking all this way from the Gaia Mountains in
hope that his brother could help cure the illness that had crept
into his mind, only to find his brother rejecting him and regarding
him as a traitor.

“Roll again
damn ya,” Bo cursed, grabbing Lieut’s attention, “The dice didn’t
roll.”

“You saying
I’m a cheat?” Mik snapped back, “Stop crying like a woman and pay
up.”

“Double or
nothing, next game,” Bo suggested.

“Fine, I’ll
take more gold off ya.”

Lieut
thought about escaping this new prison, but was there any point? If
he did escape, what would he do? He would still have the Fog in his
mind and confusing his thoughts. There was no point tracking down
his other brother in Crydon, for likely the same thing would
happen. His mission seemed utterly pointless now, so there was no
point completing that. Perhaps it would be best to just let these
people kill him for assassinating the Grand Magi.

The chatter between the
guards seemed to have halted and some more footsteps could be heard
coming down some stone steps.

“What do ye want
then?” Bo asked harshly.

“I wish to see the assassin who killed the Grand Magi,”
replied a voice Lieut recognised.

“Well ya can’t,”
snapped Mik.

“Come now, I just want a bit of entertainment,” the familiar
voice replied, “Can we not work something out?”

Lieut heard the clink
of coins in a pouch.

“Perhaps we can come to an understanding,” Mik
remarked.

“What are ya on
about,” Bo snapped, “They says there is to be no visiting the
murderer.”

“I will speak
to my father about this if I have to,” said the voice he
knew.

“Well come now Master Varrintine,” Bo quickly replied, “Ya
don’t need to do that, ye can see the scum if ya really
want.”

“Thank you kind sir,” Master Varrintine replied, and Lieut
heard the coins being passed between hands.

“Wake up scum,” he heard Mik yell, and a bucket of cold
water splashed into his face.

Lieut shook
the water from his face and opened his eyes to see Vythe, Fairris
and even Bārdin standing before him.

“Ye have two minutes,”
Mik said holding up three fingers.

Vythe was once again
wearing his family vest as well as some bruising around his eye and
cheek where Lieut had elbowed him.

“Are you hurt, Lieut?” Fairris asked quietly.

Lieut shook
his head, despite one of his eyes being swollen and the many welts
on his torso. “Why are you here?”

“To free ya, of
course,” Bārdin replied in hushed tones.

“We cannot do that,” Vythe cut in, “Besides we would not get
far if we tried.”

“So, why are you here?” Lieut asked seriously as he studied
Vythe’s eyes.

“Did you know your brother was going there to kill the Grand
Magi?” Vythe asked seriously, taking a step closer to
him.

Lieut
nodded.

“Why did he?” Vythe pressed.

“Because that was what he was instructed to do,” Lieut
replied, his gaze falling to the grimy stone ground.

“Who ordered him?” Vythe was quick to ask.

“Our King,”
shrugged Lieut, still looking at the floor.

“Why?” Fairris
asked.

Lieut looked at Fairris, “How am I to know? He did what he was instructed to do,
we do not ask questions.”

“And what have you been commanded to do?” asked Vythe, his
eyes narrowing.

“It does not
matter,” Lieut replied with a sigh. “None of it matters
anymore.”

“It might concern the next person on your list to die,”
Vythe replied seriously.

Lieut shrugged again and
looked back to the ground.

“Lieut, who else is to die?” Vythe implored him.

Lieut let out a sigh,
“Some Princess in Crydon.”

A quizzical
look came to Vythe features, and Lieut could see Vythe’s mind
working furiously to connect the dots.

“Why did we come here if we aren’t getting him out?” Bārdin
cut in irritably.

“Regrettably there is no way to free him,” Vythe said sadly,
coming from his thoughts.

“Why not?”
argued Bārdin.

“Because Lord Cardonian is livid, and it has been implied
that it was the King of Krnōrel that ordered the assassination of
the Grand Magi,” Vythe replied in a hushed tone.

“Two minutes is up,”
the guard Mik called from across the cell.

Vythe waved the guard
away and turned back to Lieut.

“We will try to find a way to have you released,” Vythe
whispered to him.

Lieut looked at them in
confusion, but he did not get the chance to ask why, for the guards
ushered the trio quickly out of the dungeon.

Confusingly new life
seemed to build within him as he watched them leave the dungeon
looking back over their shoulders as they did. Perhaps not
everything was pointless, perhaps there was a reason to escape this
prison.

Lieut looked up from
the stone floor with a spark in his golden just in time to see a
mailed fist sail into his ribs, followed by another to his
head.

Lieut was
woken again many hours later by the splash of cold water in his
face, causing him to choke and cough. The water stung his swollen
eye and split lip but its cool touch felt good against his battered
body. Torture and pain had never been a problem for him, he could
take any sort of beating and his body would be stronger for it. But
recently his body had not been repairing itself as quickly as it
had used to.

“Wake up scum,” Bo sneered and dropped the bucket in the
corner, “Gotta look nice for ya court appearance today.”

“Why are they even giving him a trial, Bo?” asked Mik who
was sitting at the table opposite.

“Cause they want to appear all justified when they chop his
head off,” replied Bo, “Waste of time if ya ask me. They should
just execute him and have done.”

Mik voiced his
agreement and Bo returned to the table and the game of dice poker
they were playing.

Lieut could
see that he was in a predicament here, and if he was going to
escape it had to be now. There was no time to try and work out the
routine of the guards, he would have to improvise.

“Hey pig, where is my breakfast?” Lieut called out to the
two guards.

Bo and Mik glared at
him, before looking to each other in surprise.

“Well now Mik, the bastard does talk,” Bo said with an evil
grin.

“Perhaps we should teach ‘im to say please,” Mik replied,
and Bo pushed himself up from the seat and waddled over to
him.

Bo wiped a hand over
his greasy chin, staring at Lieut angrily and setting himself to
begin punching him.

Lieut struck
first, he snapped his feet into Bo’s face, locking one foot behind
the guard’s head while he slammed the heel of his other foot into
Bo’s face. He felt Bo’s nose break and the wetness of the man’s
blood on his foot, but he did not stop. Continuously his heel
blasted into the guard’s face shattering teeth and crushing bone.
Before Mik had time to realise what was happening Lieut had already
turned Bo’s face into a bloody mess.

Mik charged with a
yell of anger, Lieut quickly finished off the first guard with a
heel into the man’s throat, crushing his larynx.

Mik charged past his
dead comrade and swung a baton into Lieut’s ribs. Quicker than
lightning Lieut pushed off Bo and hooked his knee over Mik’s arm,
stopping the baton from hitting him. The steel shackles cut into
Lieut’s wrists as his free foot slammed into Mik’s knee, breaking
the bone. As the guards dropped to the ground Lieut wrapped his leg
around Mik’s neck and dragged him close to the wall, snapping the
man’s neck in the process.

Using his
feet Lieut turned both of the bodies over looking for the keys to
his shackles. He soon found them hanging from Bo’s belt and
stretching out as far as he could Lieut was able to hook the iron
ring of keys over his toe and bring them closer to him.

Now came the hard
part of his escape, Lieut steadied his breath and with a flick of
his foot he tossed the keys to his shackled hand. The first time
the ring of keys bounced off the stone and nearly fell out of reach
of his foot. Lieut quickly tried again, this time not missing as
badly, the third time they hit his hand, but because of the way his
wrists were bound he could not grab hold of them. With a growl of
frustration Lieut tried again, this time he caught the ring of keys
and began trying each of the keys in the lock of the shackle. There
were not many keys so he found the right one quickly and freed his
hand, and then the other hand.

Now free Lieut
suddenly collapsed to the ground, feeling uncharacteristically
exhausted, blood ran freely down from the deep cuts in his wrists,
but he pushed away the pain and looked to move on.

Before he
headed for the exit of the cell, he grabbed the baton that Mik had
dropped and he greedily gulped down some water from a flask on Bo’s
belt. He could see that his sword and other possessions were not in
here so he left only wearing his blue pants and nothing
else.

Quickly
Lieut moved to the only stairs that, hopefully, led from this
dungeon. Silently he darted up the dimly lit stairs as they
spiralled upwards. Several minutes later he moved into a small room
where a desk and chair sat, it was unoccupied. Directly across from
him was a closed wooden door, but as he moved towards it three men
pushed through the entrance and looked at him in
surprise.

Of the three men, the one
wearing robes, who was likely a Magi was first to react and sent a
wave of energy towards him. Lieut dived to the side and behind the
desk as another wave of energy blew everything off the top of the
table. No more blasts of energy came after that, and neither did
the two guards that had accompanied the Magi.

“There is no
point trying to fight,” Lieut heard the Magi say, “You cannot
escape, so why do you not just put down the baton and come
quietly.”

“I will die
first,” Lieut replied simply.

“No doubt you
will,” the Magi replied, “But hopefully not before we execute you
ourselves.”

“Then you will
have to come and get me yourself,” Lieut said
stubbornly.

He heard the Magi sigh
and then the heavy footsteps of one of the guards. Lieut clenched
his jaw in determination as he waited for the guard to come closer
to the desk.

As soon as
the next step sounded he rushed from behind the desk too quick for
the guard to realise and crush the man’s knee cap with the baton.
The guard screamed and Lieut used the man as a shield as the Magi
threw a ball energy at them. The energies hit the guard and Lieut
dived into a roll towards the next guard, who was closer than the
Magi. The next guard managed to block his first attack, but Lieut’s
next strike broke the man’s jaw and sent his teeth to the other
side of the room.

As soon as Lieut
moved from the second guard the Magi’s next conjuration hit him and
magickal bindings wrapped around his wrists and ankles and dropping
him to the ground. With a wave of his hand the Magi caused the
bindings around his ankles to break apart but remain connected by a
short magickal chains.

“Get up,” the
Magi sighed, “And walk in front of me if you will.”

Lieut clenched his jaw
and sighed, before slowly getting to his feet and walking out the
door in front of the Magi. He was well and truly caught with no
chance for escape now.

“I commend you on your effort though,” the Magi remarked,
“You have got further than others who have tried to
escape.”

Lieut did
not reply, and continued to walk past the rows of barred cells.
Most of the occupants of the cells were elves and watched him pass
with dead eyes, others sat in a corner crying or talking to
themselves, a few swore at him and spat at his feet.

But Lieut ignored them
all.

“Left here,”
the Magi instructed as they came to a junction. “Take the stairs at
the end of the corridor.”

More cells
lined both sides, nearly all of them occupied, and not all were
men. But still he ignored them, even when an elven woman was pulled
screaming from her cell by two guards who were laughing.

“Just between
you and me,” Lieut felt the hot breath of the Magi on the back of
his neck, “I am glad that you did kill the Grand Magi, for now, I
am a favourite to take his position.”

Lieut did
not reply and he silently begun the ascent up the square staircase.
He passed by a few exits but was directed from the stairwell once
they came to the top, which was likely at ground level. The Magi
directed him along several more corridors and through more rooms.
Each time he passed through a doorway the stone work seemed to
become better and everything seemed to become cleaner. To his
surprise he was soon walking over marble tiles and thick rugs, down
long hallways that were lined with hanging tapestries and
paintings. He even passed by a few statues before he came to a
large double door that led into a wide room where six men sat at a
long table.

Lieut could tell from
their dress that these were not ordinary men or guards of the city,
their rich clothes and neat haircuts showed them to be men of
status, and likely the ones who were going to conduct his
trial.

 


 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


Lieut
stopped in front of the long table and silently studied each of the
Lords of Port Na’brath. The man at the centre did not seem a Lord,
and in fact he was wearing a light blue military uniform with a
golden eagle across his chest. Apart from that man the rest were
typical Lords, with expensive clothes and soft skin. But one of the
Lords did catch Lieut’s eye as being curious, for the man looked
very similar to Vythe, the same dark eyes and facial structure. In
all likelihood this Lord was in fact Vythe’s father, Lord
Varrintine.

“Why are we
here, Regional Commander?” the Lord to the left of the military man
demanded, “This man killed my son, I want his head.”

“Lord Cardonian,” replied the Regional Commander sternly,
“It is the due process of the Law and cannot be circumvented to
sate your vengeance.”

“By all the
evidence he is guilty,” said the fat Lord to the far left, “I am in
agreement with High Lord Cardonian, have him executed
already.”

“Thank you
Lord Zanzier,” Lord Cardonian nodded.

“The evidence
is indeed against him,” the Regional Commander agreed, “But this
trial will commence none the less.”

“Let us begin then,” said a younger looking Lord to the far
right, “I have my own business to be returning to.”

“Lord Terth is
correct,” said the Lord sitting between Lord Cardonian and Lord
Zanzier, “Let us be done with it, and chop his head
off.”

“We cannot
begin yet, Lord Barrestine,” said Lord Varrintine, “The accused has
no council. The Law requires that he has one.”

“What does it
matter?” snapped Lord Cardonian, “None were foolish enough to take
his case anyway.”

“But due process requires he has one, Cardonian,” Lord Terth
added with a nod of his head.

“Will no one be his defence?” asked the exasperated Regional
Commander and he looked to the Lords on each side of
him.

“Very well,”
Lord Varrintine sighed, “Though it may be an unpopular role, I
shall be his council.”

Lord Cardonian openly
sneered as Lord Varrintine rose from his chair to stand beside
Lieut, shooting him a knowing look as he did.

“We shall begin then,”
the Regional Commander announced, “The accused will state his name
for the record.”

Lieut did not
reply.

“Do you have a
name?” asked the Regional Commander, “Can you even
speak?”

“I can speak,” Lieut
replied simply.

“So do you
have a name?”

“Yes.”

“Well what is
it man?” Lord Barrestine demanded.

Lieut looked to the Lord,
but did not reply.

“We need a
name for the record,” sighed the Regional Commander.

Lieut did not
reply.

Lord
Cardonian let out a loud irate sigh, “What does it matter what his
name may be? Give the assassin any name and let us
continue.”

“Very well,” the Regional Commander nodded, “Because you
were arrested with and ancient oversized Lieutenant’s sword, you
will be called The
Lieutenant on the
record.”

Lieut
smirked and shook his head in bemusement.

“Lieutenant,
you have been charged with murdering the Grand Magi Fenard
Cardonian,” the Regional Commander said officially, “How do you
plead?”

Lieut did not
reply.

The Regional Commander
sighed heavily, “If you continue to make this hard and do not
reply, you will be placed on the record as pleading guilty and we
can move straight to the execution.”

“My client pleads not guilty,” Lord Varrintine cut in,
causing Lord Cardonian to sneer angrily.

“You could not make it easy for us could you Lord
Varrintine?” Lord Cardonian said bitterly.

“I have seen the evidence against The Lieutenant, as have we
all,” replied Lord Varrintine, “I believe there is a strong case to
prove this man’s innocence.”

Lord Cardonian slammed
his fist into the stone table, “Damn it Vincent, he killed my
son.”

“Did he?” Lord Varrintine countered, “Let us look at the
evidence shall we? The defence would like to call the first
witness: Commander Harneth of the city’s guard.”

One of the
large doors to the side opened and in walked a portly man with red
cheeks. Commander Harneth took to a seat behind a small table that
had been set to the side of the Lord’s table.

“Thank you for coming, Commander,” Lord Varrintine greeted
the large man.

“Of course m’Lord,” the Commander replied courteously, “I
want to see this assassin beheaded as much as the next
man.”

Lord
Varrintine sighed before speaking again, “Were you on duty when the
slaughter in the city happened?”

“Yes m’Lord, all the guards were after the first alarm
sounded,” Commander Harneth nodded.

“You were the
lead investigator?”

“Yes
m’Lord.”

“Would you tell the Court what happened?”

The Commander nodded, “I was sleeping quite soundly in me
bed, with me wife alongside me like. But suddenly I heard the bells
sounding, so I jumped to me feet I did. Me missus was also woken
and terribly frightful like, pleading for me not to head off. I
says: it’s me duty
love. But that did little to
calm he nerves, cause she is terrible delicate like.”

“Commander,” Lord Varrintine cut in, “Please, you have the
court’s leave to skip straight to the time you came across the
bodies.”

“Of course, sorry m’Lord,” Commander Harneth stammered and
wiped the sweat from his forehead.

“It was terribly gruesome,” the Commander continued after a
pause, “In all me years as Commander, I had never seen anything
like it. Blood was all over the place, along with limbs and
entrails. By The Five the smell was horrid; two of me Captains came
over faint and chucked up on the pavement it were that
nasty.”

“Fortunate one was still alive,” the Commander continued,
“But he did not live long.”

“Did he
describe the assailant?” Lord Varrintine cut in.

“Most certainly did,” nodded Commander Harneth, “Afore he
died he said they was attack by a huge man with short silver hair
and red eyes, wielding a huge axe.”

Lord Varrintine nodded,
“Does that match the description of the defendant in this court
today?”

Commander Harneth
looked surprised, and glance at Lieut, “Well, no it
don’t.”

“Thank you Commander Harneth,” Lord Varrintine nodded to the
portly man.

“Commander Harneth,” Lord Barristine said loudly, “Could it
be possible that there were in fact two assailants who killed those
guards, and because of the sheer size of the red eyed one your
guardsman did not notice this smaller man before us?”

“Well yes, it is possible,” the Commander nodded.

“Thank you Commander,” said Lord Barristine with a smile,
and he nodded subtly to Lord Cardonian beside him.

“But
Commander,” Lord Varrintine spoke up, “How can you say, when you
were not there?”

“Well,”
Harneth stammered, “The wounded guard. . .”

“By your words
he did not say anything about a second assailant,” Lord Varrintine
continued.

“That does not
mean there wasn’t one,” Lord Cardonian snapped.

“Perhaps not,”
Lord Varrintine nodded, “But there is no proof that there
was.”

“Commander
Harneth just said,” Lord Barristine started to say.

Lord Terth interrupted,
“The Commander can only speak on hearsay.”

“Considering
there is no proof whether there was or was not a second assailant I
recommend we continue to different evidence,” the Regional
Commander said clearly before an argument could erupt, “Continue
Lord Varrintine.”

Lord Varrintine nodded, “Commander Harneth, do you recall the wounds on the
victims?”

“Yes,” nodded the Commander.

“What kind of
weapon would you say made them?”

“Well, I know a bit about weapons,” the Commander said
confidently, “And it would have had to be a very heavy weapon, and
very sharp. And cause of the shape of the cuts it’s was likely a
type of axe.”

“Thank you,” smiled Lord Varrintine, “I would like to turn
the court’s attention to the weapons recovered. The defendant sword
and the axe belonging to the red eyed man who died.”

“What does
that prove?” snapped Lord Cardonian, “They could have got to my son
from different paths.”

“Lord Cardonian,” the Regional Commander said loudly, “You
may be the Ruling Lord of Sesserrech but I will still hold you in
contempt if you do not control your emotions.”

“Thank you for
pointing that out Lord Cardonian,” Lord Varrintine was quick to
say, “It reinforces the fact that there was no second assailant on
the guards.”

Lord
Cardonian’s face turned red and he looked as if he wanted to say
something, but he took a deep breath and sneered instead, crossing
his arms across his chest.

“Commander Harneth,” Lord Varrintine continued with a smile,
“Would you say that the same weapon made the cuts on the troll
beneath the Magi Guild?”

“Yes, indeed,” nodded the Commander.

“And the wound
in the Grand Magi’s chest?”

“The same
weapon.”

The
Commander’s eyes widened as he sucked in a breath, his eyes darting
over to Lord Cardonian, who had a vile look on his face.

“Thank you Commander,” Lord Varrintine said, “No more
questions.”

“Thank you Commander Harneth, you may leave,” said the
Regional Commander, not looking up from the note he was
taking.

Awkwardly
the Commander got up and departed the hall, his eyes darting to
Lord Cardonian as he wiped the sweat from his brow and left the
room.

“I must say, that the Commander’s words only proved that the
red eyed man was the one to land the final blow on the Grand Magi,”
said Lord Zanzier, in an authoritative tone. “Fenard Cardonian was
no novice in battle, why he was Grand Magi, which is why two
assassins were sent to kill him, and why one died in the
process.”

“You speak out
of turn Lord Zanzier,” said Lord Terth.

“I will allow
it,” the Regional Commander cut in, and he went back to writing his
notes.

“Do you have
more witnesses to call Lord Varrintine?” asked the Regional
Commander.

“There were no
others,” Lord Varrintine replied with shrug.

“What about your son Vythe who suddenly showed up out of the
blue?” Lord Cardonian snapped.

“Are you
making an accusation?” Lord Varrintine replied, looking darkly at
Lord Cardonian.

“What about his murder of the Lady Hathnaria, are we just
going to ignore that his sentence has not been completed?” Lord
Cardonian asked, “It was a life sentence if I remember
correctly.”

“I proved my son’s innocence shortly after he was sent to
the Gaia Mountains Penitentiary without my vote or consent on this
council,” Lord Varrintine snapped back, “Have you
forgotten?”

“Enough gentlemen,”
the Regional Commander cut in angrily, “We have more pressing
issues to deal with at present.”

“You are
right, Commander Delfin,” agreed Lord Terth, “Now that the evidence
has been presented let us make a decision.”

“Yes,” nodded
Regional Commander Delfin, “We shall adjourn to decide.”

“I hardly
think we need to adjourn,” laughed Lord Zanzier, “He is guilty, and
I vote as such.”

“As do I,”
said Lord Cardonian loudly.

“He is guilty,” agreed Lord Barastine.

“I disagree,” said Lord Terth, “The evidence has convinced
me to believe he is innocent of the murder. Perhaps not the
assassination or the conspiracy to assassinate the Grand Magi, but
this hearing is in regard to murder and I am convinced he was not
the one to murder the Grand Magi.”

“I would not have put forward such a case as I did if I did
not think he was innocent,” said Lord Varrintine.

“Three to two in favour of guilty,” Lord Cardonian smiled
cruelly, “To the chopping block with him.”

“The accused known as The Lieutenant you have been found guilty by the ruling
Lords of Sesserrech and Port Na’brath. You have no right to appeal
and you will be executed by way of public beheading tomorrow
morning,” Commander Delfin announced and banged a small gavel on
the desk, “Magi Traund take this man to the holding cell to await
the execution. This court is concluded.”

Lieut sighed
to himself, expecting such an outcome, and he did not resist as the
Magi pushed him towards the door to the side of the room. As Lieut
walked towards the exit he caught the eyes of Lord Varrintine who
looked on him apologetically.

Before he
reached the door Lord Cardonian intercepted him, a sneer on his
face.

“I hope the
axe is blunt,” Lord Cardonian sneered, coming right up to Lieut’s
face, the man’s nose barely inches from his. “I hope it takes
several swing until your head comes off.”

Lieut looked at the Lord menacingly before head-butting him
in the nose, crushing bone and sending blood flying all over the man’s expensive clothes.
Lord Cardonian screamed and fell to the ground trying to stem the
flow of blood.

Smiling subtly to
himself Lieut felt a heavy shove in his back that moved him through
the doorway into a long hallway.

“That was
amusing,” laughed Magi Traund behind him as they moved along the
hall. “If you were not going to the chopping block before you
certainly would be now. Lord Cardonian is not an enemy you make
twice.”

Lieut did
not reply and he continued to walk quietly along the corridor. They
came eventually to a smaller iron bound door that led into a
smaller room with another iron door opposite and a few cell cages
occupying the area. Magi Traund pushed him into one of the three
cells in the room and locked the door.

The magicks
binding Lieut’s wrist and ankles disappeared and he took a seat on
the small bench in the cell. The other two cells were also
occupied, one by a woman and the other by a man who had a black bag
over his head and his hands bound behind his back. The woman sat on
the bench staring into nothing and picking at her nails which were
bleeding, but she did not seem to notice.

Lieut sighed
and rubbed his hand across his face, his fingers running softly
over the bruising around his eye and the swell of his
lip.

Unlike the
woman in the cell beside him he was not concerned with being
executed, it was the risk he had always taken when completing each
mission that came his way. Though, never before had he actually
been caught, and he had always completed the objective of his
mission.

Why had this time been so
different?

It had not
been the crash that had caused it, that had just been a minor
setback. The real reason Lieut believed he was in this position at
the moment was because of the Fog that was somehow inside his head
and warping his thoughts.

But that was
the way of things, and he was resolved to dying. After all a
beheading would cure his illness and he would no longer have to
worry that the Fog was in his head. Perhaps death would be for the
best. No doubt Vythe had tried
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