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The Thief of Silence Book One

Raven Coyne

I

f this snow gets any worse I’ll have to switch tactics and give magic a go.  I don’t like using magic on jobs like this, stealth is required, and magic is like bringing a raiding party of drunk barbarians to a cotillion, out of place and noticeable.  The stones are cold and slick from the ice storm last night and everything is shuttered to try and keep the heat inside.  That means climbing to the top of this damn tower and dropping down from above.  Not a bad way to go, it’s just colder than I’d like.  I grip the hemp rope tighter and make my way up, one good thing about the weather is the guards that should be walking their posts are lacking, no one wants to be out in this.  I hang just below the battlements and peer over the edge and see a large unmoving shape huddled in the center.  I wait and watch if this guard makes one move my way he’s dead, on the other hand, if he just decides to go get warmed up he might live.  I bring out a stiletto and ascend the roof as the mass just stands there.  I step on a flagstone which depresses as I stand up.  There is a whir of gears and suddenly the mass turns as one unit and hisses at me, red eyes glowing, claws reaching out.  Rolling my eyes I walk past ignoring the manikin.  Rule one: when wanting to stay alive, pay for good help.  The first thing that gives this toy away is the fact that gargoyles are magical and I would have detected it long before this, second gargoyles don’t have glowing eyes.

I find the small trap door on the north side of the roof just as Waymouth said I would and I throw it open.  There is no one below, the room is dark and empty.  I drop down and shake off the layer of snow that’s gathered around my cloak.  There’s only one door but if Waymouth is correct no one will be watching this place.  This part of the castle hasn’t been used in years.  I still listen carefully and only after hearing not so much as a mouse do I crack the door open to see an empty and drafty hallway half buried in snow.  I step out and start to move down the hallway.  I notice the wood planks are cracked and broken making holes with very long drops that dominate the floor.  I get to the west door slowly, taking my time so as to be quiet and alive when I get there.  Once at the west door I take extra care, people do inhabit this bit of the wreck.  The snow has melted around this area meaning there’s heat beyond, a sure sign someone is living in the west wing.  A little magic is needed at this point so I slip off my gloves and put on the proper ring and whisper gently.  I swirl my cape in dramatic fashion around me, it’s not needed but what’s magic without a little drama?  The red silk flashes and flutters around me sending my black hair off my shoulders and my blue eyes flashing red in the moonlight.  Then like the rest of me it disappears.  I step through the door to an interesting scene.  There must be thirty or forty naked people all asleep all stinking of sex and ale packed in here.  

I step over a well-muscled dwarf and try not to touch the bare ass of the elf lass he’s holding.  I could’ve brought an army with me and these people would never have known it.  I scan the room and there sitting on his throne is the object of my desire, finding a clear patch on the floor to kneel on, I slip off my ring, can’t use it now, and take a deep breath.  I slip my bow off my shoulder and fumble around and pull out an arrow.  Taking careful aim I let fly and the shaft runs straight and true right into the Troll’s heart.  That’s about the time everything starts to wrong.  He straightens up with an admirable death scream; or at least it seems to me; only to look down see the arrow with a “how did that get there?” look.  He scratches his ass, burps, and finally yanks the offending stick out of his chest and tosses it away.  

Where is the bang?  Where is the flash and smoke?  More importantly, why is Taybornoch not dead?  I look down and realize I used the wrong arrow, I was supposed to use the red one.  I try for it only to have a throne tossed my way which lands in a heap behind me as Taybornoch yells “bitch!  Try and kill me?  The Great Taybornoch!”  He stands up and hefts his club.  Which consists of a metal barbed tree stump and starts to make his way down to me.  He’s not as considerate of his party guests as I was, he walks over, on, and through them waking up half the party in the process.  Most are too drunk to understand what is happening but a few start fumbling for weapons.  Screw stealth at this point I have to think very fast, I stand and start to whisper.  Two dark shadows detach from the walls and start to dance around me.  Concentrating on Taybornoch I send my shades to circle and annoy him.  They can’t harm him, he’s from this mortal plane, if he were dead they’d be able to do something, but I picked the wrong damn arrow.  Still, there is something disconcerting about having ghosts dance around and through you.  As if on cue Taybornoch starts to bat at the shadows and twist around like he is under attack by an angry swarm of bees.  I turn back toward the door I came in only to find the dwarf grinning from ear to ear at me a battle axe in his hand.  The head of the axe is enormous, “overcompensating?”  I ask pointing at his crotch, he looks down, men always will and I jump over him and out the door.  

Taybornoch is not so easily distracted, besides he’s hung like a Moose.  He just keeps yelling at me and driving his way through the crowd; shades notwithstanding; until he also reaches the door.  By now I have made it back to the small tower room mostly by fool’s luck.  I have two ways I can go, out the way I came or down the stairs.  I know what it’s like scaling the sides of this heap of rock so I choose the stairs and start to descend.  And given a chance and a fair wind I might have made it down before Taybornoch can reach me, unfortunately, the stairs are missing.  I can’t see how far the fall is from where I am, but I imagine it will kill me and I am fresh out of flying spells.  In truth, I’ve never learned that one.  Taybornoch stands above me on the landing and laughs then starts to swing his club around.  

“I could just kill you right off elf bitch.  But, you are rather special in the looks department.” He leers at me and swings his other club around by grinding his hips then continues with “how about you drop that little toy of yours and become my plaything?  I might let you live...”

“You’re too kind,” I answer back and with that, I drop my bow and start to strip off my cloak.  Taybornoch is so confused he just stands there watching.  He licks his lips wondering how far I’ll take this.  Giving a wicked grin I twirl my cloak and let it land on his head, to his delight.  With my opposite hand I draw the eleven dirk I keep in a sheath at the small of my back.  He’s still laughing when I jump the distance between us and plunge the dagger into his heart.  

I vault off his falling body when I feel a light breeze over my head.  The dwarf followed his master and now is standing in front of my doorway of escape.  I have to focus, there is something disarming about a four-foot-nothing naked man trying to kill you with an axe almost as big as he is.  It just makes you want to stop and laugh at how absurd the world is.  I do that however and I’m dead.  I wish I hadn’t gotten rid of my cloak and bow but at the moment I’m down to the dirk.  I’ve got other toys hidden about me but I’d have to
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