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Chapter 1

Rash Promises
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"And I'm saying it can't be done!" The current object of my attentions snapped. Not at me, thankfully. I was sitting at a table in a tavern with a pair of bickering women. The one sitting in my lap was the only one who really held my interest. I'd lost her name somewhere at the bottom of the first bottle of plum brandy, but that didn't bother me. What was important to me right at that moment was that she had the most amazing tits. I was a simple man, then. Nice tits, nice ass, pretty smile, red gold in my pocket and good wine. That was all it took to make me happy. And let me tell you, that night, I was really happy. I had plenty of the last two, thanks to a very profitable heist back in Tarsis. But things had gotten a little too warm for me back in my home town, so I decided to come to Arraki for a spell. For my health, you understand. Which was how I found myself in a tavern in the Thieves Quarter that night. With her.

Now that I look back on it, I honestly don't remember just where she came from. It was like she was just... there, cooing over the tales of my recent exploits and paying me just the right kind of attention. She was a short, buxom blonde with gorgeous blue eyes, and she'd giggled when I'd first pulled her into my lap and told her that she was conveniently pocket-sized. After the first night with her, I wondered if all the whores in Arraki were that pretty and that pliable. After the second night, I stopped wondering about anyone else—female or male—entirely.

"What can't be done, Darlin'?" I asked, tightening my arm around her waist and glancing over at the woman across from us at the table. That one was dark, and she had a hard, rangy look that told me that she was in my line of work. She was young, though. No older than seventeen, I guessed. Old enough to know how to survive on the streets, but too young to have made her name.

"Lace is going to try to break into Kai's Temple," my lovely companion told me. "And it cannot be done!"

Now, telling me that someplace can't be broken into was like telling a devotee of the God of Lust that a woman was virtuous. All that does is give us something that needs to be proven wrong. I picked up my glass and took another sip of plum brandy. "And Kai is...?"

"Kai the Formless," the lady in my lap answered. "The Arraki patron God of Thieves. The Temple is sealed to everyone. I've heard that there is supposed to be a cloistered priestess, but no one knows for sure, because no one ever goes in there."

"I've also heard that the mosaics on the interior walls are made with gemstones, and everything in there is dripping with gold," Lace added. "I need to make my name, and that's how I'm going to do it."

Dripping with gold, hm? I've always wanted to be dripping with gold. I leaned back in my chair. "You really want to throw your life away?" I asked nonchalantly. "Don't fuck with the gods, sweet. You'll live longer."

Lace sniffed at me. "And who are you to be handing out platitudes?" she demanded. "Some kind of priest?"

I laughed, "No, sweet. I doubt there's a god out there that would want me as his priest. I'm just someone who has been doing the old snatch-and-grab a lot longer than you. My name is Davi."

Lace's jaw dropped, "Davi? Davi of Tarsis? Davi the harem thief?" Her voice spiraled up on the last few words, and the tavern fell completely silent.

I smirked, reached up to twirl my mustache, realized at the last second that I'd shaved it off before I ran for my life... excuse me. Before I decided to take an extended vacation in Arraki. I settled for stroking my chin. "You've heard of me?"

I could see Lace now had a serious case of hero-worship building, and my lovely lady was smiling at me in a way that sent heat rushing to all the fun parts of my anatomy. Once again I thanked the Trickster that I'd paid extra for a private room. We'd certainly made good use of it.

"Of course we've heard of you!" Lace gushed. "Who hasn't heard of the Master Thief who stole the thousand emeralds from the Sultan of Tarsis' harem?"

I clucked, fishing under my shirt for an emerald the size of my thumb that I wore around my neck. "Thousand and one," I corrected her as I flashed the stone. Of course, this particular emerald hadn't been stolen. It was a gift from the Sultan's intended bride, a truly stunning eighteen-year-old virgin named Naras. Call it... payment for services rendered. I got entry into the harem and access to the emeralds, she got a way out of a marriage contract she had no desire to go through with. Everybody won. Well, except for the Sultan.

The rest of the night in the tavern was a blur. It seemed as if every thief, grifter, pickpocket, cutpurse, pimp and whore in the place just had to buy me a drink. In return, they all wanted me to breathe on their hands. For luck, they all said. So I went from being a little bit drunk to being very drunk, and I swear by the Trickster that I remember nothing about the rest of that night.

I woke up the next morning hung-over, wondering if it would be worth it to turn myself in to the Palace guards so they could chop my head off. No, I decided. If they did chop my head off, it would still hurt. It would just hurt way over there.

"Drink this."

I didn't recognize the voice, but I drank anyway. Maybe I'd be lucky and it would kill me. The room took a sharp turn to the left, wheeled around three times, settled gently on the ground and spit me out like a peach pit. "What is this?" I gasped.

"Trust me, you don't want to know." The bed creaked and settled, and I turned to see my lovely lady with the pretty tits sitting next to me. She was completely, gloriously naked, except for a pair of wide gold bracelets that she seemed to wear all the time. A brief check under the coverlet showed that I was as naked as she, and I wondered what I'd missed. How to find out...

"I am very disappointed in you, Davi," she said, folding her arms over her chest.

Well, I suppose that's one way.

"I'm sorry, Darlin'," I said, sitting up and letting the coverlet slip down. "I shouldn't have drunk those last two dozen whatever-they-were. What was I drinking, anyway?"

"You don't want to know that, either," she answered. She looked down at me and sniffed. "You really don't remember anything, do you?"

For a minute, I wondered if I'd started something with her that I hadn't been able to finish, then shook off that thought. "Not a thing. What did I do? Or not do?"

"You swore by the Trickster that you and you alone would be the one to dare Kai's Temple," was her answer.

"Oh, I didn't!" I gasped.

"You did. Your exact words were that you would be the one to relieve the god of gold that He was never going to use," she told me. I groaned and rubbed my hand over my face. That did sound like me when I let the bottle do my thinking for me.

"And... how many people heard me say that?" I asked.

She sniffed at me, and didn't answer, which told me more than words could have. If I didn't at least make an attempt on the Temple, I might as well leave town. I sighed dramatically and reached out to take her hand. "So, let me get this straight. I got drunk and stupid, swore to do the impossible, and then you brought me back up here so that I could snore at you. Is that right?" She nodded without looking at me. "Sorry, Darlin'. Is there any way I can make it up to you?" She sniffed again, then squeaked in surprise as I pulled her closer.

"What are you doing?"

"Attempting to make it up to you," I answered with a smile. I ran one finger down her cheek. "Sapphires, I think. To set off your eyes."

"Sapphires?" she repeated, those amazing eyes as wide as saucers.

"Once I've done this job, I'll see you draped in sapphires," I whispered, running my finger down her throat and over her collarbone. "Sapphires and silver and nothing else."

She smiled in return and leaned closer, "You're really going to try it? And you would do that for me?"

I drew her into my arms and lowered myself back onto the bed, holding her to my chest as I did. "Oh, yes, I'm going to try it. And, Darlin', you just wait to see what I'll do for you after this job."

She giggled, running her fingernails over my chest, "How about what you'll do for me now?"

That was just what I wanted to hear. I ran my hand up her throat and into the curls at the back of her head, pulling her face down and kissing her, making it hard and possessive, the way I'd learned she liked it. She moaned against my lips and squirmed against me, her hands trapped between our bodies. I loosened my hold on her long enough for her to get all the way onto the bed, then caught her in my arms again and rolled, pinning her underneath me. She giggled, her cheeks flushed, her lips red as rubies. Once she was settled, I pushed up, bracing myself on my arms so I could look down at her.

"What are you waiting for, oh Harem Thief?" she asked. "You're wasting time."

"Since when is it a waste to admire the woman I love?" I asked. She caught her breath and sat up, so fast that she almost caught me in the chin with her forehead.

"What?" she demanded. "What did you say?"

I smiled at her, reaching out and tracing the bow of her
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