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By Raven Coyne

Book One: Chandra Assassin

O

nly the moon knows I am here.  And she’s not saying anything.  My soft boots make only the softest crunch on the sand and rock which surrounds the ancient tower.  I keep to the shadows and glide up to the back side of the place and gauge the height of the tower.  Setting Kalandria’s glass box down I take out the clear oil from my pack and pour a small measure into the reservoir and then strike the wick with flint and steel.  The sparks light the lamp and the bright light glows out strong but is unseen, I keep the cap on the lamp so as not to betray my presence. Next, I place the small fan just above the flue and attach the wheel which surrounds the lamp.  I wait until enough heat is built up in the lamp to turn the fan.  I pick a well hidden spot and make sure the wheel spins freely then I open the cap and allow the light to cast itself on the far curtain wall of the fortress.  Carefully I walk away taking care to move slowly, keeping to the dark so as not to arouse attention.  That job is left to the moving lamp.  As I look back I see the parade of shadow soldiers begin to march across the face of the far wall.  I hear the guards of the tower blow their trumpets and start to shout and gather.  A squad will be sent out to attack the ghosts that flash and flicker on the outer curtain wall thanks to Kalandria.  That’s as well for me.  I rush to the troops' gate and await its opening.  Sure enough, a squad of twelve heavily armed men march out and dash toward the ghosts I have unleashed, in their haste they do not see the black-clad figure which awaits just without the gate, I slip past in the rush and the gatekeeper does not see me, as all the action that he knows of is clear across the courtyard.  I find the shadows and hug the thick wall and move toward the donjon where my target lies fearful in his bed.  You can tell the state of mind of a king by the practices of his guards.  In this case, The Greek’s fear has transmitted itself to his men who are jumpy and easily goaded into thoughtless action.  I had brought this state of heightened fear on.  A well placed rumor here, a slain family member over there.  These things make my job easier you see.

I find the doorway to the kitchens of the donjon and flit across the paving stones to the door.  This time my luck runs out.  A guard who had been in the kitchen stumbles out after having been slapped by the scullery maid.  His snigger and sneaking smile drop from his face as he confronts me.  Grasping for his sword I go low into a fighting crouch and pull my short sword hoping to gain a half second on my adversary.  The man however is no slouch and his sword is out as fast as mine.  He lunges at me with an awkward first strike trying to end the fight quickly.  I avoid his blade and reward him with a slash on his arm.  Grasping his big Celtic sword in both hands he makes a vicious downward slash at my face and again I dodge the blow.  I do not have the armor he does and so must use maneuverability instead of brute force.  He throws himself at me trying to bowl me over but I dance back away from him, he looks up to see me too far away to strike.  His breath has become ragged and sweat forms on his brow.  He could call out for help but will not unless he thinks I am a superior force.  He’ll never admit to that!  How could one woman pose any threat?  Reaching down he grabs some earth and throws it at my eyes.  Only my eyes are no longer there.  I slip behind him and pull one of my throwing daggers and ram it into his kidneys, just as I clamp my hand over his mouth to quiet his death.  He sinks to the ground the blood loss too fast for him to do more than pass out and bleed to death.  Just as I let him go to sink to the ground I feel a sharp blow on the crown of my head.  Just my luck the wench he’d been playing with likes him!  I force my mind to stay clear and turn to my new enemy.  The little girl is no more than twelve maybe fourteen at most.  This is no time to be choosy I take the bloody throwing knife and lob it at her.  The blade buries itself in her chest and she squeals crashing into the pots and pans she was stacking to clean up.  Down she goes into the roasting pit her body suddenly covered in flame.  I roll my eyes; so far this part of the commission has been a fiasco; I wonder about the Goddesses' sense of humor in these circumstances.  I slip past the flames and head to the top of the Donjon.  There is no more time to worry about who knows I’m here.  I race to the main floor to find it empty.  My first piece of good luck since getting inside this damned fort!  I race to the stone stairs and fly up them taking three stairs at a step to save time.  I reach the living quarters and see two guards waiting, weapons drawn and ready for any intrusion.  I stay at the last step before the landing and pull out the black clay jar I had tied to my belt.  I strike the top of the jar across the rough stones of the wall, the first time nothing happens.  Then the second time produces no better result!  “What is it with this commission?” I think then I see the bits of wax scraped on the wall and realize I have forgotten to clean the top ready for use.  I use my thumb nail and scratch off the remaining wax and again run the top of the bottle across the stone block and get the sparks and smoke I hoped for!  The contents begin to smoke nicely and I toss the jar down the hall following it closely.  In the billowing clouds of acrid smoke the guards cough and hack while swinging their swords in all directions trying to hit their unseen assailant.  Dropping to my knees I go below the smoke and their wild swings and ready two daggers and as soon as the two men are close enough together, I strike upward into their bellies just below the rib cage.  Their death is swift and silent.  I can hear The Greek in his chambers calling out to them demanding to know what is going on.  I calmly stand up and withdraw a hollow tube and a dart from by bandoleer.  I place the lethal bird in the tube.  I strip off my clothes and fluff out my hair and square my shoulders.  I raise up a little on my toes lick my lips and wait.  The Greek throws open the doors to his chambers to be confronted by a nude woman.  He blinks at the smoke, looks me up and down licks his lips then waves his hand and mutters “away slave.  I am in no mood for you tonight.”

“That is too bad my master.  I am most definitely in the mood for you.”  I answer in a sultry voice. 

The Greek takes another appraising look at me and says “yes, yes well perhaps some diversion would be welcome.”  He strips off his sleeping robe to reveal the mass of fat and flesh that he calls his body.  

I step in and smile “Then let me divert you, my master.”  

He smiles up at me and reaches out and touches my hair.  “Such an unusual color.  Red with hints of gold spun in.  My favorite.”  He says.  I let him get close and I can smell his course breath and the sweat of his body.  As he strokes my hair his manhood reacts to me.  

He takes my hand to lead me to his bed and I raise the tube just below my mouth and say “My master?”  Turning back to face me “eh?” he asks just as I blow the dart which buries itself into his neck.  His eyes grow large as he realizes what has been done.

“Witch!”  He gasps out.

“No, they call me sorceress my master,”  I say calmly as his mouth fills with foam and his body contorts and convulses under the influence of the poison.  He falls to the floor in seconds making only a soft thudding noise.
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She's a legend, maybe now was a time to step away
from the danger and rough life of a Rover. But when Her
Majesty returns to claim her lost throne Whisper
suddenly finds herself beset by demons, a barons
vengeful useless son and the loss of her Rovers. But
that's nothing compared to the young apprentice who
wants to learn from the legend Whisper, provided she
keeps him alive long enough!
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What's a poor Wizard to do? (Read very
poor to be on this suicide trip) First
earning a blood debt. Next get accused of
murder. And last and not least get attacked
by a dragon with a really bad temper.
Makepeace must make it back to the
woman he loves. Or maybe | just make it
——






