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Book 6

Khari


Chapter 20


Ranulf was shaking when he woke up. At
first he thought he was shivering because of the cold, but the fire
was burning cheerily and under multiple blankets he was
sweating.

Sitting up he saw that he was in
Beka’s house and had no idea how he got there.

“You’re awake,”
said the
healer from her chair next to the
fireplace. She was writing in a book while consulting several jars
on her work table. 

“How long was I out?”

“You slept through the
night.”

The previous day’s events rushed back
to him. Khari and her squires.

“The others! The squires…are they? I
killed the one but…?”

Beka put down her quill and book. She
frowned. “The first one you killed outright. The second…” Her
expression hardened. “You nearly cut his leg off at the knee. I
tried to save it.” She looked down at her hands and curled them up
into fists.

Ranulf swung his feet out from the
bed. He was wearing just his breeches. How did they get his armor
off without waking him? It had to have been the potion. He saw his
armor and equipment piled next to Beka’s chest and breathed a sigh
of relief. Taking quick stock of himself he realized he was
physically fine. Even the last vestiges of sleep were slipping
away.

“The second squire?” he prompted
her. 

“I tried to save the leg. That wasn’t
possible. I had to amputate. He died in the night. Too much blood
loss.”

Ranulf frowned. He had killed men
before. Too many men. He didn’t know how he felt about the deaths
of the squires. They were members of the Devoted Guardians but that
hardly made them respectable men.

“Thank you for trying,” he
said.

Beka said nothing, she just kept
staring at her hands. Surely she had seen men and women die under
her care before.

“Is Khari alive?” he asked, wanting to
know but afraid of the answer.

“She’s in chains in the meeting house.
She’s alive. I checked her. Her pregnancy seems fine.”

“Thank you for that favor. I suppose
the best course of action is to hold her in chains until I leave
the village. You can send her back to Telemere after
that.”

“We’re not doing that!” Beka was
vehement.

“Why not?” Ranulf was
confused.

“I’m not going to let the village be
blamed for the deaths of three Devoted Guardians. We’ll either have
to hold her here until the end of the winter. Then we’ll have to
execute her.”

“What?!”

“That’s if more Devoted Guardians
don’t show up looking for her. Or you.”

“You can’t kill her.”

“Don’t worry. We won’t do it until
after the baby is born.”

“You can’t kill her!”

Beka eyed him, meeting his gaze for
the first time. “Why not?”

“It…it would be wrong.”

“You mean you don’t want us killing
your former lover, the mother of your child.”

“I didn’t get her pregnant!” Ranulf
declared. 

“But she is your lover.”

“Former lover.”

“Is that what got you kicked out of
the Devoted Guardians?” asked Beka. 

He stared at her a moment
and then burst out laughing. “I was, and I want to stress that
point, I was a
Devoted Guardian. I left the order.”

“Before or after knocking
up Khari?”

Ranulf snorted. “That had little to do
with it.”

“I thought Devoted Guardians weren’t
allowed to have carnal relationships.”

“That’s not entirely true.”

“At least not with each other.” She
was glaring at him now.

“There are few female members of the
Order.”

“That I know. The men of the Order
tend to use whores…and each other.”

“Not me.”

“Which didn’t you use? The whores or
the men?”

Before he could answer, the door to
the cabin banged open and Amella hustled inside. “You need to come
right away!” she cried and then saw that Ranulf was awake. “Oh. You
too…um…Thome.”

“His name is Ranulf,” said
Beka.

“Is that what we’re calling him
now?”

“It’s his name,” Beka
said. 

“It’s my name,” Ranulf
confirmed. 

Amella just shook her head. “You need
to come now. Both of you.”

“For what?” asked Beka, grabbing a
small canvas bag that Ranulf had seen her carry before. “Who is
hurt?” It was obviously her healer’s kit. 

“Uh…no one.”

They looked at Amella and Ranulf
quickly threw on some clothes. A minute later they were out the
door.

Outside it was bitterly cold and a
heavy wind had settled in during the night. Conversation was
impossible; they just put their heads down against the wind and
hurried to the meeting house.

Inside Ranulf kept his face impassive,
but it pained him to see Khari in chains.

She had been stripped of her armor and
dagger. It was nowhere in sight. The village women had left her in
the soft cotton underclothes worn to protect against chafing from
metal armor and leather straps. Her wrists were chained in front of
her, but her ankles were chained together and that chain was
connected to a third that was bolted to the wall. She could walk a
grand total of two steps in either direction.

And still she was the most beautiful
woman Ranulf had ever seen.

He kept his eyes away from her bulging
stomach. Her pregnancy was further along than he remembered it.
That only made sense considering how long he had been gone. He gave
her credit for pursuing him into the mountains in her
state.

“You asked to see me?” said Beka after
they entered.

Khari barely glanced at the healer.
Her eyes were on Ranulf.

“I wanted to see you again,
Ran.”

“Don’t call me that!” he snapped at
her.

“Oh, and what name are you using now?”
she sneered at him. “You’ve had so many I can hardly keep
track.”

Beka looked at him, waiting to see
what he would say. 

“Don’t use my familiar name,” he
clarified. 

Stepping between the feuding lovers,
Beka said, “So do you need to see me or not?”

Only now did Khari take note of the
healer. “I can’t believe you allow a pregnant woman to be treated
in this way,” she said, shaking her wrists, rattling her chains for
emphasis.

“Are you in need of healing?” Beka
asked flatly, uninterested in a conversation.

“I want you to make sure my baby is
unharmed.”

“You weren’t touched when I killed
your squires,” Ranulf spat.

“Are you bleeding?” asked Beka,
clearly uninterested but doing her duty as the village’s designated
healer. 

“No, at least I don’t think so. But I
can’t get my pants down with these.” Once again Khari rattled her
chains.

“Don’t release her,” said Ranulf.
“She’s just looking for a way to escape.”

Ignoring him, Beka stepped forward.
“Lay down on the bench,” she ordered the knight.

When she did so, Beka carefully laid
her hands on the woman’s stomach, examining her. She made Khari
part her legs and saw no sign of blood, but went so far as to put
her hand down Khari’s waistband to physically inspect her
sex.

“You’re not bleeding. The baby seems
fine.”

Ranulf had watched the whole process
with disinterest. “Time to leave,” he told Beka as Khari sat
up.

“Please, don’t leave me alone in
here,” Khari begged.

Amella, who had waited patiently near
the door the entire time, stepped forward. “I’ll be here with you,”
she said pleasantly. “More guards will rotate through the
day.”

“I want to speak with Ranulf,” said
Beka, changing tactics. “Alone.”

“Of course you do,” he said,
exasperated.

“I’ll leave you two then,” said
Beka.

She quickly exited the meeting house,
leaving Ranulf glaring at the captured knight. He noted that even
Amella had retreated out of the building.

“I see you still have your charming
personality,” said Ranulf with acid on his lips. “You know that
your simple charms don’t work on me.”

“That’s why I liked fucking you. When
you came to my bed and came in me…it was because you wanted to.”
She licked her lips. “We’ve never done it when I was restrained.
I’ve always wanted to try it.” She rattled her chains once more.
“Now is the perfect time.”

“No.”

“You’re no fun.”

“Which is why I left Telemere as I
remember. The only reason I’m not going to kill you is because that
would mean the death of a presumably innocent child.” He looked at
her bulging stomach. 

“You’d murder me?” she asked
sweetly.

“Yes. Just like you’ve done to so many
others.”

Her expression soured. She didn’t like
the accusation. “If you’re going to leave, you should do it soon.
If I don’t return to Telemere soon, the Order will send more
knights to find me and to hunt you down.”

“I’m leaving. The only question is
what the village will do with you.” He took a risk. “How long
before you give birth?”

“A few months.”

“It’s dangerous to travel into the
mountains during the winter. The Order will wait until spring to
resume their hunt.”

“I like how you take risks.” She
rotated her hips as if aroused.

He was unimpressed. “By spring you
will have given birth. The women of Nonmondaine will raise your
baby. I’m leaving orders for you to be executed if you survive the
birth.”

“You wouldn’t do that to me,” she said
smoothly.

He was impassive. “I value my life
more than yours.”

“Is this an elaborate scheme to escape
from being a father?”

“The child isn’t mine.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do,” he insisted.

“If you’re going to have me killed—and
I seriously doubt these women would just do whatever you asked—the
least you could do is fuck me one last time before you
leave.”

“No,” he said. His words were firm and
his resolve was strong.

He knew exactly how powerful Khari
was…and he still underestimated her.

“Fuck me,” she ordered putting
unnatural energy into her voice. He saw her fingers tracing arcane
symbols in the air. Normally she could use the Call on others just
by speaking. He was immune to that. But
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