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The Ghost Legion: Concealed
until you’re dead

 


“There are horsemen coming
sir, wearing white, six of them,” the sentry reported in as we
gathered in the knight-captain’s tent perfecting our mental maps of
the castle and city layout should we need them.

“Peace envoys?” Captain Iron
wondered aloud to all of us with a chuckle.

“Maybe our luck is changing
after all,” Wormy replied from his corner.

“At least it’s not raining,”
I chimed in.

“Cast, can you sense
deception in them?” The knight-captain asked her.

“No sir, that is, unless
there is a greater sorcerer with them, I can sense no lie in them,
and they are what they appear to be.”

“Not a second too late,”
Captain Iron muttered as he stepped out of his tent.

We all followed suit, I love watching
the knight-captain Iron put on his show of deception, he is like
some evil merchant selling lies. The mental capacity of his
treachery made him a spider among men; these poor fellows had no
clue. The six horsemen, armor less, each dressed in white carrying
a white banner, and their mounts were robed in white as well
reached the camp.

“Time for the master to go
to work,” Wormy said as he sat down, leaned back and began to sip
his flask. I decided I felt like sitting down, drinking and
enjoying the show too. I plopped next to Wormy and held my hand
out, he passed the flask, and the show began.

“Greetings, we come on
behalf of his Royal Highness King Blanc of Vabosa offering peace.
Do you seek trade or lodging?” This was an extra friendly gesture
on their behalf. Usually where the outfit ended up our reputation
preceded us. We were either shunned or people attacked us first and
asked questions never. This “peace envoy” of course made us more
suspicious than our normal trusting selves.

Now, the knight-captain Iron being as
old as Iron and as wise as the Gods themselves in strategy knew
that peace envoy was being tracked and watched like a hawk every
step of the way from the castle. Therefore, after pleasantries were
exchanged and captain Iron convinced them we were no threat he
invited them to come enjoy a feast in his tent to celebrate, which
of course was setup in an area where all views of it were
obstructed. Two brothers were also sent on a roundabout patrol and
caught the trailing spy following the “peace envoy.” He was alone,
had no useful information and was executed.

We all milled about, eating, drinking,
and playing cards. The knight-captain was a master; he wined and
dined the peace envoy, giving them enough poison to kill a hundred
men. The party was over before it really ever got
started.

We dressed in their clothes and robed
our own mounts as we knew their temperament better.

“This was too easy; I was
wondering how we would get in unseen, then these idiots come
bumbling along.” Captain Iron said as we all finished dressing in
their white and mounting our white robed horses.

“Why is white the color of
peace? There’s nothing there! Red suits me better,” Wormy said
bitterly, trying to reach his flask through his robes.

“Deal with it Worm, no more
chatter! It’s mission time.” Knight-captain Iron turned deadly
serious. He would be leading this excursion, no delegating
authority to me or anyone else this time. We rode out of camp
looking just like the peace envoy sent to spy on us had appeared
upon entering. We rode along a stone road which led up to the city
walls, there was a lift outside the gate which was used for the
rich, nobility and peace envoys such as us to ferry you directly
into the castle without the rich having to deal with the peasants.
“How quaint,” I thought to myself. The lift was welcome news to us
all, only the knight-captain seemed to already know about it, we
were glad for it as no one knew what was lurking in that strange,
colorful magic soup engulfing the city. No one gave us a second
look or even a suspicious glance as we approached the lift; they
all seemed to be expecting us back.

“What news for the king
noble peace lords,” the ferryman running the lift to the castle
inquired as we loaded on, mounts and all. Knight-captain Iron
without missing a beat treated him as any knight would treat a
lowly, working peasant operating a lift, harshly.

“None of your business
peasant! Ask kingly business again and I’ll not only have your job
I’ll have your tongue cut out, now shut your mouth and do your
job!”

The ferryman did and quickly,
knight-captain Iron’s little speech put some pep in his step and
I’ll be damned if he made one more peep the entire trip up the wall
to the castle. Looking around I thought I saw black and purple
shapes moving through the city below. With every crank the ferryman
gave his wheel the city grew smaller. After a few minutes of
frantic cranking, we arrived where the lift ended, which was a
loading dock with a ramp leading directly up into the castle, this
appeared to be a sort of mud room. There were a stables and a
blacksmith in this area which we passed, ahead, beyond two immense
wooden and iron doors separating this work area laid the castle
proper.

“Time to go to work again,”
knight-captain Iron growled to us as we dismounted and began to
lead the horses to the stables where we secured them. Then we began
to do what we do best, besides killing. We walked; talked and acted
like we belonged there as we opened the immense doors, passing no
guards, which was strange, we entered the castle proper.

Cast froze as the doors closed behind
us, I know nothing of magic but I had an uneasy feeling in my gut.
After surviving so many encounters over the years, you learn to
trust that feeling. As I was pondering this, Cast came back to
reality.

“The king, he’s working with
the Abandoner, we’re trapped here,” She said.

I don’t know who she talks to, or where
the information comes from, not sure I want to know. But Cast has
never been wrong; I trust her opinion more than anyone in the
outfit save knight-captain Iron himself.

“I knew old inbred Blanc
would do almost anything to stay in power, but sacrifice the
citizens of your city, the women? The children? So the abandoner
can have power to free his wizards? That’s a low not even the ghost
legion would approve of.”

“Cold blades indeed,” I
added.

“Oh, this fucker’s gotta
die,” Wormy was pissed, seriously pissed. Despite his tough and
hideous exterior, the old worm had a heart of gold, better than
most of the brothers anyway.

I guess the notion of allowing all of
the men, women and children under your supposed protection to be
used as basically no more than food for an ancient evil sorcerer
riled him up a bit. I was kind of surprised he had such a visceral
reaction, still pleased.

The halls of the castle were completely
empty. I hadn’t spent much time in castles’ particularly, but I
always imagined them filled with armored guards and the ones I had
been in did always seem to overflow with those guards. We continued
on, strolling casually in our white robes, covered head to toe.
Only passing a couple guards and noblemen the closer we got to the
throne room. All of us acted as if we were on our way to convey a
very important message to the king. We are all experts at blending
in, not just me. It is amazing how a simple change of clothes can
change everything around you as far as people’s reactions to your
presence.

The extravagance of the castle was
shocking even for nobility standards, especially considering the
abject poverty everyone else occupying the city below lived in even
before the evil magic came and took their simple lives. I was
coming around to Wormy’s thoughts on the king and how he should be
treated after the excess I saw.

We walked until we came to the throne
room entrance, which was in fact guarded by sentries, a dozen to be
exact. They had no cause to suspect us as anything but the peace
envoy the king had sent and was expecting back around this time
with news of the encampment on the southern hill. We were
immediately escorted into the throne room, which was even larger
and more extravagant than the halls leading to it.

Inside were more guards, “so this is
where they all were stationed,” I thought. There were six more in
the throne room with the king, who was a fat, disgusting blob of a
man. Covered in warts and syphilitic boils, he had the look of
being inbred for several generations, large forehead, small ears,
just a generally odd, mongoloid look about him. He was eating by
himself when we entered, his guards surrounding him. He definitely
did not stop to look up or stop eating upon our arrival.
Knight-captain Iron seemed to know what to do and say as he did in
every situation I had ever seen him in, he spoke for us.

“My King, we bring you news
of the encampment, they pose no military threat. There shall be
peace.”

“Take off your face
concealments when you enter the throne room worms!” An offended
guard standing to the king’s right screamed, he was dressed in some
of the finest armor I have ever seen, and I have seen a lot from
many countries! Completely refined gold and bejeweled, yet I still
noticed its weak spot. The king seemed pleased with his guard’s
response to our disrespect and kept gnawing a turkey leg. Cast
spoke to us all mentally,

“We have no choice, when
knight-captain Iron removes his mask, everyone attack the guards,
starting with the loudmouth tough guy in the shiny
shit.”

Chances are we would die in this throne
room if magic is afoot, I thought “Let’s test those chances.” I
moved my hands to my two most available blades to make sure all was
in position.

The knight-captain Iron removed his
face concealment and the fat king began choking. We couldn’t help
but giggle a bit. The guards faces blanched as well, everyone in
the world knows of the Iron. He’s more of a myth; you hear of him
but think you’ll never see him in your lifetime.

I was in the fore; I dashed onto the
table and leapt over it using it as a springboard before anyone was
recovered from the shock of seeing knight-captain Iron’s
face.

Over the table, I released my
retractable wrist dagger, machinations, another one of my hobbies.
It’s a blade attached to my right wrist by a flexible metal
wristband, set on a trap spring. It’s completely concealed until
you are dead.

The blade snapped out just under my
wrist extending five inches past my closed fist. I came down on the
mouthy soldier in the fancy armor with the fatal flaw all armor
has. My wrist dagger plunged into the armor less spot just above
the collar bone, separating his jugular with the action. I landed
on him with a crash, my weight pinning him to the floor. I
retracted my wrist dagger; blood began so spew everywhere, like a
broken hose. The rest of the brothers attacked, the guards from
outside came rushing in, the fat king had fallen backwards in his
chair.

I would only learn the man I had killed
first was the general here, named Gan. Supposedly honorable, too
late for that now, I moved on to my next victim, there really was
no need for me to kill anyone else being with this group. As I
stood, I watched as Cannon, with a huge, evil grin on his face
removed his double sided, double edged axe, as big as a table from
his back. He called the axe “Biter.” I always thought that was a
bit of an understatement, I would have named it “Head gone” or
something like that, but I guess it doesn’t have the same ring to
it. He strode like a bull into the dozen guards rushing into the
throne room to defend their king. He took one mighty swing with
biter and cleaved four soldiers in half.

Wormy attacked from their rear, moving
down the line stabbing kidneys. You only knew where he was because
men were dropping like flies.

Cast had summoned some type of dragon
serpent thing, it was busy eating one guard as another was hacking
at it, trying to free his comrade.

I cut down two more guards, poor
bastards, they were horrible swordsmen. I couldn’t believe they
were the king’s personal guard.

Captain Iron kept his foot on King
Blanc’s chest, pinning him where he fell. Though I don’t think the
fat king would have been able to run far anyway. I never mentioned
it again and don’t think anyone else saw it, but knight-captain
Iron killed two guards that day. Why would that be remarkable or
different? Because I swear, and I will swear this until my dying
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