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Author’s Note
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The series, The Masters Of The White Ring, takes place during the dark times contained in the Black Ring cycles. Each book tells the pre-White Ring story of the sorceresses who become the masters of the ring. These 24 conquer the Black Ring and carry the Renge into a new, but brief, golden age of sorts that heralds the coming of the outland conquerors and the eventual wars raged by the gods that lead to the emergence of the nobilis, the new rulers of the Renge who are in decline as we enter the series Tales From The Renge: The Prophecy.

As these books do not span a full lifetime, they are not really a part of the main story but rather a supplementary series that could be read separately. I had pondered the expansion of these books into series of their own, I decided to create a prequel series to the formation of the White Ring with them and add another 14 books to the series. The characters in these books are mentioned in the last five books of Rise Of The Black Ring and throughout all the books in Fighting The Darkness  and Fall Of The Necromancers as well as the first few books of The Shattered Lands. 

The introduction of the masters of the White Ring heralds the end of the Black Ring. Though the war spans decades, these books span a mere handful of years. Those years are also covered in more depth within the books Rise Of The Black Ring.

You will see many of the characters I introduced in the Chronicles series. I will also introduce many other characters who have not been seen. You will also meet the necromancer I introduced in The Prophecy as the unholy tutor to Golmagug the demimage leader of the Inquisition. I will also be introducing the demon king and his ghoulish followers. 

So sit back and enjoy this introduction to the sorceress Bes Meddyn. May her beauty not bewitch you too much that you fall under her spell as I have. Such beauty. Such grace. All that only a virgin sorceress could possess.

~ Jaysen True Blood, 2020 ~

Part One: 



As The Kingdom Rots
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Prologue
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King Thranrym was weak. He was not the ruler his father had been. But then, his father had not been to ruler his grandfather had been.

The succession of kings had gradually decayed over the past millennia, slowly weakening the power of the nobility. The Codus, the great law of the empire, had ceased to mean much to the populace as it was now abused by the nobility who used imaginary infractions as excuses to murder their subjects. Despite this, the king rarely sent forth his imperial legions to enforce order. 

In one generation, the nobility ceased to be what it had been under Qarkis VI. Now, they were little more than tyrants who were intent on destroying all that had once been. And the Imperial Senate seemed just as corrupt, taking bribes to turn a blind eye to all that threatened the empire. 

But the senate had been formed after Qarkis VI, under Madryn I. The mad king. Seventy years of pure hell had been the mark of Madryn, Seventy years of chaos and destruction. But then, the royals had begun to inbreed. 

Madryn’s parents, King Thrynx and Queen Marduqa, had been brother and sister. And though the marriage had been frowned upon by their subjects, and the prophets, they insisted. To their own detriment. 

Thrynx had usurped his own father’s throne only three years before in a bloody patricide that shook the kingdom. After all, his father had been much loved. And though not as good a king as the now legendary  Qarkis I or his successors, King Lionyr had been a decent ruler who was at least wise enough to show compassion to his subjects.

Thrynx had not been so compassionate. His reign had begun with blood. It had ended in blood at the hands of his own son, Madryn. 

Madryn had, in turn, thrown himself from the highest tower of his keep in a fit of madness and his imbecile son, Throvren, had been crowned king. Sterile and insane, Throvren died without an heir...and young. 

Instead, Lord Tremm rose to kingship. The uncle of Throvren, Tremm was in line for the throne and proved to be a better ruler than his mad brother...though short lived. Still, Tremm’s son took his father’s place and proved to be no king.

And so, the line of kings, for a millennium, trickled down until the arrival of Thranrym. A full seven generations after Tremm. But Thranrym was no better than his predecessors. Though he was weak, he saw himself strong. Though corrupt, he thought himself pure. 

Add to that the corruption of the nobility and the Senate and one could see that the kingdom was in dire need of someone to correct its path. Someone to restore law and order. And to serve as a moral compass for the nobility.

A child would be born to guide the kingdom back to right. From her would spring hope eternal and the will of the gods. So read the prophecy. And so the people waited.

Into this world a child of magick was born. Bes Meddyn, daughter of Lors Meddyn. A child predicted by the prophets.

Her coal black hair  and green eyes set her apart from the other children as did her demeanor. Her insatiable lust for knowledge and exceptional abilities with magick made her unique. At once, all knew that she was bound to the lands. 

After all, she bore the mark of  the Earth Mother. That meant that she was favored by the gods. And the gods were not to be trifled with.

***
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THRANRYM FROWNED AT the mirror. He was going blind. How dare the gods allow him to go blind! He was their representative. His sight was important.

“Qarkinis!” He screeched.

“Yes, your worship?” His servant responded.

“How dare the gods allow my sight to dim!” He shrieked.

“Yes, Sire,” the elderly man muttered, knowing the king couldn’t hear anything below a whisper.

“I am their chosen king!” He insisted. “I should be able to hear the dogs growl and see what is going on throughout my kingdom!”

“As you will, Sire,” the servant nodded, rolling his eyes, “the gods still favor you. Time, on the other hand, does not.”

“But the gods control time!” He objected. “It should mind them!”

“Yes milord,” The servant sighed.

The corpulent king struggled to get his jerkin on over his billowy shirt. His servant tried in vain to help him but gave up after it ripped open at the seams.

“I could have sworn that jerkin fit yesterday,” he frowned.

“You wore another yesterday, Sire,” the servant reminded.

“Ah, yes,” his frown deepened, “I did, didn’t I?”

“You haven’t worn that one for ages, Sire,” the servant continued, “not since your youth.”

“Yes, yes,” he nodded, “perhaps that is why it no longer fits. So why is it still in my dressing cabinet?”

“You kept it to remind you of your youth, Sire,” the servant responded sincerely, “not to wear.”

“Yes, well,” he snorted in contempt, “give it away to some pauper. I have no need for memories that don’t fit.”

***
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DARANNA THE SEAMSTRESS sat fussing over the ripped jerkin. The threads had given way, not the holes. That was a good thing. It meant that the jerkin could be mended without punching new holes. 

But that was not going to be the problem. The crux of it all was who to give the mended garment to so that the king could not accuse them of thievery. To this, there was no easy solution.

She had seen it too many times. The king had given much of his old wardrobe away once they were too small only to accuse an innocent recipient of stealing the royal clothing.  It mattered not that the clothes no longer fit. Ot that he had consented to giving them away. He simply desired the clothes back and would do anything to do so.

She sighed. It would have to leave the city. That was all there was to it. It would have to be secreted out, with all the rest now hiding down here in her shop, to some distant city or village. There, it would go unnoticed. After all, the king never left his palace.
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Bes was a beautiful young lady! And powerful. By the gods, she was powerful!

She was strong in the magicks. Being connected to the land she was proficient in earth magicks. Being chosen of the gods, she was proficient in divine magicks. 

And there was none better with a sword or a bow. And strong, too! Even the duke’s son could not best her. 

Her hand to hand combat was perfect and her second-sight allowed her to see what was going to happen before it could. No man could best her. No man dared.

It was well known throughout Estryn that she was favored of the gods. Thus, she was to be left untouched lest the gods strike her attacker dead. After all, only a fool dared challenge the gods.

And to further discourage possible attackers, she chose to dress as a man. It was her way. It felt natural.

At the moment, she was at her favorite shop in the village. The clothier’s. There had been a new bundle of clothing sent from the capitol. 

Instead of making them available to his customers, he had called Bes. Rumor had it, these had been from the royal wardrobe. If that was the case, then they were well made and repaired with care. But not suitable for his other customers, who demanded new garments. 

Bes could care less where the garments came from or whether they had been used. She only cared about quality and functionality. Durability.

“Oxmodyl,” she called to him, “was there any robes or cloaks with these?”

“Lemme check, dear,” the clothier responded in his effeminate singsong voice. 

“Take your time,” she smiled, “I want to try these pieces on before I look at the rest.”

“Yes, dear,” came the answer.

She couldn’t help being amused at the diminutive clothing merchant. He was a source of amusement to her. His lover, Mornax, stood behind the counter watching the scene.

Mornax. The son of the miller. But they were a good match. 

She surveyed the items that fell out of the wrappings. Three pairs of hunting pants. Three jerkins. Six shirts. 

She inspected the shorts. They bore the royal emblem. Yes, these had belonged to the king.

“Mornax?” She called. “Can you remove the royal marks from shirts?”

“Anything for you, sweetie,” Mornax’s baritone voice boomed from where he stood.

“Good,” she smiled at him, “don’t want to get arrested for wearing what clearly once belonged to the king.”

“Oh, sweetie,” he giggled, “we can always give your shirts a mark designed specifically for you. Anything to remove the royal one.”

“Please do,” she affirmed.

She made her way to the small changing area cordoned off from the rest of the shop with her new clothes. She had to make sure the pieces all fit. Especially over the armor she wore under her shirt. After all, one could never be too careful.

She pulled off her shirt and looked at it. No wonder Oxmodyl had called on her. The shirt was getting dangerously close to being threadbare. 

She pulled the first over her head. It slid on easily. Removing it, she tried on the second, then the third. All but one of the six fit her. 

She, then, began trying on the jerkins. All three fit. So far, so good.

She slipped out of her hunting pants and boots. Now to try on the pants. She tried each pair. All fit.

She redressed and slipped back out into the main shop. Oxmodyl met her with the cloaks, robes, and capes. She smiled.

“How’d the fitting go?” He nearly whispered.

“All but one shirt fit,” she returned, “it was too small.”

“And the rest?” He fretted.

“All fit perfectly,” she assured the little man.

“Good, good,” he sang happily, handing her the items in his arms, “here are the cloaks, robes, and capes.” he took the shirts, pants and jerkins from her hands “we’ll remove the royal brand and place yours in the shirts...then begin to package your purchases for you.”

“Thank you, Ozzi,” she smiled, “and how much do I owe you?”

“Well,” he hummed, “depending on what you pick from that mess I just gave you...just the cost of changing the brands.”

She laid the load down on an empty table and began to inspect them piece by piece. She was partial to white and crimson. The only problem was that the royal wardrobe had almost no white, save shirts, in it. Everything was black or crimson...or royal blue.

Well, almost everything. Two of the capes had white interiors. So did one royal blue cloak. She could simply turn them inside out. Perfect.

She set aside those that she didn’t want and carried the rest to the counter. She set them down and looked the clothier in the eye.

“How much, Ozz?” she insisted. “And don’t tell me ‘just the cost of rebranding.’ You deserve more. You go out of your way to get these parcels for me.”

“Oh, alright,” the little man ceded, “get us some venison and a few geese when you hunt. No money.”

“Fair enough,” she smiled at him, “I love you, old man. And that strapping lad you call a lover.”

The clothier blushed. She patted his cheek. After, he shuffled off with her new clothing to erase the royal brand and place hers in its stead. Moments later, he returned with a vellum wrapped parcel.

“Take care, dear,” he smiled nervously.

“You too, Oxmodyl,” she responded, accepting the package, “will you be in your shop later?”

“Why on Earth for?” He inquired.

“So I can deliver a part of your payment,” she replied.

“Well, yes,” he nodded, confused, “but I didn’t expect...”

“Tosh!” She silenced him. “I know you don’t expect immediate payment, but I can deliver the venison this evening. I had intended to go hunting anyway. Need some fresh bacon.”

He stifled a giggle. He knew that she sold whatever meat she hunted. Or used it as payment for services rendered.  If she mentioned bacon, it was because a shopkeep had asked for it as payment. 

He watched her depart. He could always count on her to take royal cast offs. It was why he accepted them in the first place. He did it for her. He would barter the rest to her little by little. Over time.
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New garments had been made to replace those that Qarkinis had secreted out of the palace. New shirts. New jerkins. New hunting pants.

And all had been made to look like those that had disappeared. The green jerkin the king had attempted to put on had been sent far away. Along with the rest of the clothing he thought he had to hoard.

Daranna had sent her mute servant boy to Oxmodyl with the parcels. Three in all. One with hunting pants, shirts and jerkins. One with cloaks, capes, and robes. And a third with courtly clothing. Pantaloons, tunics, trousers, leggings, belts, and girdles...as well as garters. 

She knew that he would know what to do with them. Who to give them to. After all, he was her brother. 

But she had also duplicated each item. Six shirts. Three pairs of hunting pants. Three jerkins. The handful of cloaks, capes, and robes. The nine pairs of pantaloons. The seven pairs of trousers. The six tunics. The assorted leggings, girdles, boots, and belts.

The king was a growing man. He was constantly growing outward. But, then, he was a glutton. 

Not that it was his only failing. No, he had many and gluttony was the least of them. Rather it was the only one that kept him in need of clothes.

It would be far better if they just allowed him to run around naked. By the gods, he’d never know. He was going blind!

Still, they had to have mercy on those at court. And any who decided to air their grievances. The gods have mercy!

Still, all was not done without a slight risk. The smuggling, alone, would garner the poor mute servant boy the death penalty. Not to mention her and Oxmodyl. 

But Oxmodyl took a bigger risk. He was selling stolen castoffs. He could be tortured until he either died or gave up who sent them to him. 

And then, there was the problem of the person he sold them to. They would be burned at the stake for thievery. Such risks!

She only hoped that they took every precaution. Else, they would all die a horrible death. And then what?

***
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“HOW FARES THE DAY, Bes?” A voice called over the din.

“It fares well, Varna,” she responded, “will be back to barter with you when I finish hunting. Need a few vegetables for sup.”

“I see you have some new clothes,” the farmer remarked, “Ozzi had some new items, I take it?”

“Yes,” she nodded, “and some much needed items.”

“Good,” he nodded, “he takes such good care of you.”

“That he does,” she agreed.

“Well, see you later, then?” He called out to her.

“Count on it,” she replied.

She hated not being able to stop in at Varna’s stall in the market. He always had the best choices when it came to vegetables. Still, she would have something to pay with when she returned from hunting. And he knew that. 

Still, she had a wild boar and a deer to hunt. The geese could wait until later. She could barter half of the boar to Varna in return for processing it as well as a fourth of the deer. Or a whole one, if she was lucky enough to get two.

But first, she had to get her new clothes to her apartment above her father’s inn. Besides. She had to get her bow and quiver of arrows. Couldn’t hunt without those.

She entered the inn and made her way up the stairs. She threw the parcel onto her bed as she entered the room. Removing her street cloak, she removed her shirt. She smiled sadly.

The shirt had served her well. She would have to burn it later. Along with all the others that were too worn to use anymore. 

She grabbed a jerkin from her small wardrobe and slipped it on. She laced the open front so that it didn’t show much then sat down on her bedding. It felt good to sit.

She slipped off her street shoes and looked at them.  She would have to arrange for a new pair. But not now. She didn’t have the hides to trade the tanner for any leather. Nor did she have anything to trade the shoemaker. 

She grabbed her hunting boots and slipped them on.  She rose and took her hunting belt down from its hook. She paused. Was she forgetting something?

She shook her head. Ah, yes. Her tool kit. She never went anywhere without it. At least not when she was hunting.

She searched for it. Finding it, she slipped it on her belt and put the belt about her waist. Buckling it, she made sure it was tight then slipped into her hunting cloak.

She was ready. Slipping back down the stairs, she exited the inn without being seen. She was outside the village before anyone noticed she was missing.

***
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SHE LOVED THE FOREST. Always abuzz with activity. She stopped momentarily to build a small makeshift cart complete with compartments to keep her treasures separated. 

Once finished, she began tracking deer and wild boar. She was able to get two boars before getting her first deer. And the second was just as easy to track and take down. And three grouses. Then, she spotted it. A hive filled with wild honey. She smiled.

This was perfect. Varna would process all the animals for the honey. She began making preparations to get the honey. 

By late afternoon, she was returning to Varna’s stall with her catch for the day. The farmer stared at her in awe.

“A-a very successful hunt, I see,” he stammered.

“I have a deal for you, Varna,” she began, “you can either have a whole boar or deer and the honey...or you can have half a pig, a quarter of a deer, and the honey. Either way, you’re getting some of the meat for your services as skinner.”

“I-I don’t know what to say,” he stuttered, flabbergasted.

“Let me get this out of sight and behind your stall first,” she smiled, “then you can make up your mind.” She pulled the cart back behind the little building that housed Varna’s stalls. “The gods were very good to me today.”

“So I see!” He exclaimed. “Child, I only ask a quarter of each plus the honey...and the innards. Can make sausages and other delectables from those.” 

“They’re yours,” she agreed, “to do as you please. Just send for the tanner and the butcher.”

“Tomar,” Varna motioned for a boy who came to see what he wanted, “go fetch the butcher and the tanner. And also fetch Bes’s father so he can take the grouses to the inn.”

“Yes, sir,” came the boy’s answer.

They watched the boy run off. Varna looked at Bes.

“I will defeather and gut the grouses,” he stated, “so your father can take them to the inn right off.” He winked at her. “I will also send the veggies with him that you requested.”

“You’re wonderful, Varna,” she smiled, “and a great friend.”

“And you, Bes, are a blessing to this village,” he responded, “you help keep us all fed and with shoes.”

She watched the old farmer pluck the feathers from the grouses, then gut them so that they were ready for use. Her father appeared briefly and took away the grouses and all the vegetables she had asked Varna to keep in reserve. Dinner would be very welcome this night.

The butcher came, with the tanner. The tanner took the boar and deer skins away and the butcher helped process the meat. Bes only reserved half a deer for her father, though the butcher took only a quarter of both boar and venison. The rest would be split between the inn and Ozzi. 

She instructed the boy, Tomar, to deliver the leftover half of one deer to Oxmodyl’s clothier shop.  The boy nodded and delivered both meat and message to the little merchant. Yes, that would keep her clothier in meat for a week. She smiled.

The rest, she pulled behind her to the inn. The parceled deer, she would deliver to her father along with the whole boar. The ham and bacon would be slow smoked and given as payment...along with the remaining chops and ribs.
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Thranrym I was king of the Renge, a kingdom that was a shadow of its former glory. He should have been king of all Nuardia, but the elves, gnomes, and goblins had retaken the mountains and coastal kingdoms long ago. At least that was the rumor.

At 400 pounds, he was an example of rampant gluttony. His 5’4 frame could barely carry his heft and yet, he often believed his poor horse could do so with ease. In his feeble mind, he was a strong man. In reality, he was neither a good king nor a strong man. 

He had been born impotent and, thus, had no heirs. The noble House Of Qarkis was at an end. As was the shattered nobility of the Assassinidii. 

But they had done it to themselves. They had allowed incest to run unchecked through their ranks, destroying themselves from within. A truly sad event for a once great people.

The king now sat upon his bed, his faithful servant helping him dress. The new clothes provided by the seamstress fit perfectly. For now.

“Oh,” the king uttered, “I see that the seamstress was able to patch and make room in my favorite jerkin. Good, good.”

Qarkinis rolled his eyes and continued to help the corpulent king dress. Not that he wanted to. The king’s visitor was an unholy necromancer from the Black Ring. Liars and traitors, the lot of them. 

But the Black Ring was the true power in the Renge and they exacted a price every time the king didn’t give them an audience. Just as they had done with the last few kings. And as they would if their power went unchecked.

“Who seeks an audience today?” The king asked, confusedly.

“Master of the Blask Ring, Sire,” the servant responded, “the Minister says that it is urgent business.”

“Can they command time, Qarkinis?” He demanded, “can they restore my virility? My honor?”

“Who knows, Sire,” the servant sighed.

“I will give anything to stall time and gain an heir,” he screeched, “anything to be another Qarkis The Great.”

The servant shrugged. The king was mad, of course, but who could tell him? Qarkis I was never known as Qarkis the Great, since there were greater rulers after him. Qarkis had simply founded the ruling family and the nobility that now found itself nearly extinct.

But to make deals with the Black Ring! It was heresy! The very Ring itself was an embodiment of evil!

And the king was willing to make deals, sign treaties, and even resign the kingdom to a fate worse than death all to regain something he never had. He was willing to sell the Renge out to the Ring. Qarkinis frowned.

That would never do. Sooner or later, someone would end up killing the king. Whether it would be a citizen or the Black Ring remained to be seen.

And to think that the kings had long made bargains with those devils. Since their appearance, the necromancers had been given concession after concession. They had been treated as a new religion, a fad. 

Instead, they had slowly grown in numbers. In strength. It was almost as if they had swayed a portion of the people that they were an agent of good! Almost.

After all, the Assassinidii were a suspicious people. When a princeling had attempted to start a monotheistic cult. They had rejected him as a royal and had demanded his banishment. 

But the Black Ring had a malignance that refused to allow people to demand its banishment. It seemed to make itself unobtrusive. Thus, it could continue to kidnap the less wary and demand tithes of a most vile sort.

They claimed to be worshipers of the gods of the dead. And the gods of war. But the truth was that they worshiped the demon-king. Their sacrifices were meant as feasts of souls for him. 

Qarkinis sighed. The king might as well be dressed in black he was willing to convert to their unholy sect just to regain his sight and to have an heir. The last was beyond the power of any, save a god, to give. No demon could give that.

***
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THE KING, NOW GOING blind, stood gazing blankly at a crowd he could not see, the master of necromancers next to him. Shadows. That was all he saw. Shadows and colors. Nothing more.

His blindness made him all the more cruel. All the more hateful. All the more worthless as a ruler.

His utter ignorance of the state of his kingdom was only matched by his selfishness and greed. He taxed the people hideously. He governed with an unreasoning strictness. 

People dare not snicker as he rode through the city on parade. They dare not whisper. They dare not stop his horse or his carriage.

“My loyal subjects,” his screechy voice broke the silence, “I declare a day of joy. Let no work be done on this day anywhere in the kingdom for the gods are going to heal my sight.” A murmur went through the crowd. “Do you all want to be impaled and burned at the stake?” He vindictively demanded. “No? Then be of good cheer!”

“Worry not, dear king,” the master began darkly, “all shall see and marvel for you shall see again and have an heir!”

The king smiled. The Black Ring had allied itself to him, or so he believed. The Black Ring allied themselves to no one. Their cruelty was far worse than the king’s. 

Still, he believed that he could use them for his benefit. He could make a bargain with them in return for a return of his sight. And if they could deliver his virility, so much the better.

Yes. He would bequeath unto them a tithe of the kingdom’s maidens in return for both. It seemed fair and proper. 

He would even convert to their unholy religion if they delivered. After all, he was desperate and the gods had not answered his prayers. All they had done was send the prophets to foretell his end. And he had put the messengers of the prophets to death. Burned them at the stake and revelled in their tortured screams.

As king, he was supposed to be favored by the gods, not their target. He was supposed to have vision like a gryphon, strength like a minotaur, and the agility and deadliness of a manticore. Instead, he was a fat, lazy, weak old man who was going blind and had no heir. 

And he sounded worse than an old hag, his screechy voice grating on even his own nerves. Why had the gods cursed him so? Why was he not beloved of all kings? And why did his people hate him so?
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Straqys stood at the edge of Arandyl. So this was the village where he would find the promised one, he mused. Not much of a village. Still, it was larger than most.

He had been sent to tutor her in the magicks of the gods. For the first time in over a thousand years, an Assassanidii would be taught these ancient magicks. These hallowed magicks.

By the gods, he was getting old! Had it really been a thousand years? Oh how the kings had strayed!

He shook away his thoughts. He was here to fulfill a prophecy. He was here to pass on his knowledge so that he could pass from this existence. A millennium was more than enough for a man to live. Immortality was overrated.

He smirked. He was to find the black haired, green eyed girl. The huntress. 

She would be dressed in men’s clothing. Then, again. Why wouldn’t she be? Couldn’t very well go hunting in a dress now, could she?

He caught himself snickering. After all, his last thought had been humorous. He had watched as the vision of a girl trying to hunt in a dress played in his head at his last question. Utterly ridiculous. And hilarious. 

Then, again, his idea of a dress was not one of a serf girl or villager. It had been a courtly dress. Long. Flowing. Impossible for anyone to do much of anything in except look statuesque. 

He had no idea whether he would be welcomed. Or whether any would really notice. Still, he had to find her and teach her what he knew.

She was to create a council of powerful sorcerers to defeat the Black Ring and their demon hordes. In essence, she was to become a goddess. A deity among men.

But, then, her followers would also attain the rank of gods and goddesses. A pantheon worshiped solely by mages, wizards, and sorcerers. Her council would attract and accept any from their worshipers, an all inclusive council. The White Ring, the council of justice and right.

He chuckled and headed into Arandyl. He took no notice of the looks he received from those on the outskirts. After all, he was a stranger here. Strangers were always viewed with suspicion. 

“Are you here on business, stranger?” A voice inquired from behind.

“I seek the house of Lors Meddyn,” he responded, stopping for whomever was approaching from behind, “can you direct me there presently?”

“Depends on whether you be friend or foe,” came the reply.

“I desire no harm to any,” he smiled, “I seek only to carry out my task and have rest.”

“Are you sent by the gods?” The voice pressed.

“Yes,” he averred.

“Then,” the voice affirmed, “you will want to seek The Phallic Talisman. That be his inn. It’s on the other side of town.”

“Many thanks, stranger,” he replied.

“Twas a pleasure,” came the response.

He had not needed the gift of insight to know that his


































[image: image]









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





