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      Yaz yawned and twisted his neck to work out a kink. A saddlebag didn’t make the best pillow, but it was the only one he had. Ten days on a barge with nothing to do and camping on the riverbank in lean-tos left everyone in a miserable mood. The passengers were all ready for a night in civilization.

      On the left side of the barge, a brawny man with a twenty-foot-long pole shoved them forward in time with his partner on the right. The Wallowing River lived up to its name. If the bargemen had relied on the current to carry them to Roval and the villages beyond, they’d be ancient before they arrived. As it was, tonight they’d reach their first town after leaving Fort Kane.

      To kill time, Yaz spent most of his days exploring his mental library, rereading books he’d memorized. Not exciting, but better than nothing. At least the nightly ordering of his memories didn’t take long. And without the chaos and violence they’d been dealing with, his sleep had been untroubled by nightmares. It was the sole benefit he’d found to traveling by barge. His companions, on the other hand, seemed to be having a ball.

      Silas played cards for hours with some of the other guys on board. They only bet with copper scales so there was no real risk and anyone that pulled a knife on Silas would regret it immediately. As a skilled lightning wizard, Silas could take care of himself. Yaz sat in on a couple games, but after fifteen minutes had everyone’s tells memorized and got bored.

      Brigid surprised him the most. She struck up a friendship with the older woman they’d spoken to on the Fort Kane docks. Her name was Dorthy and when she was a girl, she tended a flock of sheep just like Brigid. Yaz didn’t listen in on their conversations, but every night when they made camp, Brigid had a big smile. Whatever they discussed made her happy and nothing else mattered to Yaz.

      He got to his feet and walked to the front of the barge. A few of the other passengers glanced his way as he passed, but no one spoke. There was no hostility in the gazes that tracked him, just indifference. Considering all the unwelcome attention they’d received over the last couple months, indifference suited Yaz fine.

      Though slow, at least the river was smooth. There were few rocks and no rapids, just a gentle, steady current. No wonder so much merchandise went by river. Even in the spring he doubted there would be any danger.

      A hint of smoke rose in the distance and when they rounded the next bend Roval appeared on the bank and with it the stink of sewage. It seemed everyone used the river like an outhouse. From this distance the buildings were little more than specks and the wall appeared six inches high. Docks jutted a third of the way out into the river. It was a welcome sight. Yaz dearly hoped they had a large, comfortable inn.

      Steps on the deck alerted him to someone’s approach and when he turned, he found Brigid a few feet behind him. She smiled and sidled up beside him. “Dorthy invited us to dinner at her daughter’s farm. I don’t know about you, but a home-cooked meal sounds good to me.”

      “Sure, but will her family complain if she shows up with three total strangers?”

      “She says not. Apparently, they always cook a large evening meal, so a few extra mouths won’t be a problem. Anyway, Tom, he’s the son-in-law, enjoys company. Likes to brag about how well his farm is doing from the sounds of it. Seems a small price for a free meal.”

      Yaz suspected that spending one last evening chatting with her friend interested Brigid at least as much as the food. “Did you talk to Silas yet?”

      “No.” She cleared her throat. “I already accepted on our behalf. You don’t think he’ll be mad?”

      “Nah, but he might not feel like going either.” Yaz shrugged. “I’ll talk to him. Even if he prefers to stay at the inn, I’ll be happy to join you.”

      She gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks.”

      Yaz smiled and watched her hurry back to Dorthy and start chatting again. Looked like she’d gotten over being mad at him for killing his former master. That came as a relief since it felt weird having her angry. Hopefully the food would be good.

      They were a hundred yards out from the dock when Silas’s game finally broke up. The wizard scooped up his winnings and joined Yaz in the front of the barge. A group of locals stood waiting for them to tie up. Probably people picking up family from upstream.

      “How’d you make out?” Yaz asked.

      “I finished the trip up ten scales. Hardly earth-shaking money, but better than being down. I wasn’t even the big winner. One of the other guys won twenty. What’s the plan for our one day in port?”

      “Funny you should ask. Brigid accepted a dinner invitation from her new best friend at her daughter’s farm. You in?”

      Silas shrugged. “Why not? We’ll need to get rooms first though. With this many people arriving in town all at once, the inns will fill up fast.”

      “You’d think a town built on barge trade would have plenty of rooms for rent,” Yaz said.

      “No, build too many inns and you can’t charge as much for the rooms. Supply and demand, you know.”

      And Yaz thought he was cynical. Silas put him to shame. Either way, it wouldn’t take long to find lodging. As the barge pulled up to the docks, he could already see three inns waiting for them.
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      It was early evening when Yaz stopped at the end of the gravel walk leading up to a neat farmhouse. It had nothing on Randall’s manor, but it still looked like a nice place. Two stories with a red roof and white siding, glass windows and a brass weather vane. A cozy place to raise a family. Beyond the house stood a matching barn nearly twice as big, a long house for the workers, a storage shed, and acres of fields filled with waist-high, deep-green plants Yaz couldn’t identify from a distance. Dorthy hadn’t been exaggerating when she said her son-in-law had a successful farm.

      Brigid led the way down the path to the front door where she knocked. A few seconds later the door opened revealing a woman in her mid-twenties who looked like a younger version of Dorthy. The woman smiled, showing a lot of straight white teeth. She wore a blue-and-white dress with a white apron over it.

      “You must be Brigid,” she said. “Mother hasn’t stopped talking about you since she arrived. It was very nice of you to keep her company on the barge. I know she often finds the long trip tedious. Please come on in.”

      “And you have to be Anna,” Brigid said. “Your mother told me all about you and your husband.”

      “I hope she didn’t say anything too embarrassing.”

      She stepped aside to let them enter and Yaz followed Brigid inside. The smell of stew filled the air and he breathed deep. This would be a fine meal, he could almost taste it. The inside of the house had a rustic but welcoming feel. On the right was a living room filled with furniture of wood and leather. On the left, a long table in the dining room had been set for six with fine porcelain plates and silverware. Yaz’s parents didn’t even have this nice a dining set. They must have been even richer than he first thought. There was a door in the wall to the left that he assumed led to the kitchen.

      “Mom’s upstairs with the little ones.” Anna closed the door behind them. “Have a seat. Dinner’s almost ready. Tom’s just finishing out in the fields. Harvest isn’t far off so the poor man’s outside from dawn to dusk.”

      Yaz sat in a hard, high-backed chair. The leather ones in the living room looked more comfortable, but he wouldn’t complain. “What are you raising?”

      “Wheat and rye. You can’t see it from the house, but beyond the fields is a pasture with fifty fine beef cattle.”

      “It’s a lovely farm.” Brigid sat beside Yaz.

      “Thank you,” Anna said. “It’s been a lot of hard work, but it’s finally paying off. I even got my first house slave to help with the cleaning. Tom brought him back from Port Steel with the two hands he bought. It was such a sweet gesture. Lord knows I can use the help.”

      Anna turned at the sound of footsteps coming downstairs, so she missed Brigid’s disgusted expression when she mentioned the slaves. She had a worse poker face than the would-be card sharps on the barge.

      Yaz gently nudged her in the side and when she looked his way whispered, “Careful.”

      “What?”

      He pointed at her frowning, wrinkled brow and narrowed eyes. She looked ready to kill someone.

      “Oh, sorry.” Her expression smoothed an instant before Dorthy appeared.

      “Finally got them to sleep. Dinner smells lovely. Hello Brigid, so glad you and your friends could make it.”

      Brigid rose and gave the older woman a hug. “Thank you for asking. After eating camp food, we’ll all appreciate a home-cooked meal.”

      The front door slammed and in stomped a hale, red-faced man in overalls and work boots. He’d barely taken three steps when Anna said, “Tom! How many times have I told you to take those dirty boots off before coming in the house?”

      He looked down and gave a sheepish smile. “Sorry, dear.”

      Tom went back outside and returned a moment later in his stocking feet. Brigid watched the scene with a wistful expression, visions of domestic bliss no doubt dancing in her head. At least she appeared to have calmed down after the mention of slaves.

      Introductions and handshakes were exchanged all around. If Tom’s gaze lingered a moment too long on Brigid, no one was rude enough to point it out.

      At last he took his place at the head of the table. “I’m starved. Is that stew I smell?”

      “Yes, it’s your favorite,” Anna said. “I’ll go get it.”

      She disappeared into the kitchen. To fill the silence Dorthy asked, “Did you have trouble finding rooms, dear?”

      “No,” Brigid said. “There were plenty of vacancies. I think Silas even got us a deal by threatening to go across the street to their competitor.”

      “A real negotiator, eh?” Tom said.

      “I try,” Silas said. “When you’re broke, necessity is a great teacher.”

      Tom grinned. “I hear you. When my parents started this farm all they had was a pair of mules and a two-room log cabin.”

      The kitchen door swung open and Anna emerged with a large, steaming bowl in her hands. Behind her came a little boy with a plate of bread. He had an iron band on each wrist to mark him as a slave. He kept his head down, refusing to meet anyone’s eyes.

      The moment she saw him Brigid gasped so hard she started coughing. Yaz patted her back. “Are you okay?”

      “Just a hiccup,” she said, trying to cover up her honest reaction to the boy. “Is there a washroom?”

      “No, but if you need to freshen up there’s a pitcher of water and basin in our bedroom upstairs. It’s the second room on the left,” Anna said.

      “Thank you. I won’t be a minute. Yaz, would you give me a hand?”

      He couldn’t imagine what she might need help with but nodded. The two of them left the table and went quickly up the stairs. As soon as they were inside, she closed the door and said, “I know that boy. He’s my neighbor’s son.”

      “Are you sure?” Yaz asked.

      She nodded. “He’s got a very distinct scar on the back of his left hand. That’s him. Tom must have bought him in Port Steel when they sold off our people.”

      Yaz grimaced. On the one hand, it was good to know at least some of the villagers had survived, but on the other, this was a complication they didn’t need right now.

      Brigid went to the table, poured water into a white basin, and splashed her face. “We have to get him out of here.”

      While she dried off with a towel placed there for that purpose Yaz said, “How? I doubt we can afford to buy him and killing the whole family to free him is crazy even for us. And assuming we free Cal, how will we look after him while we search for the others?”

      Brigid tossed the towel aside and glared at him. “What do you suggest?”

      She wasn’t going to like this. “We leave him where he is.”

      The muscle in her jaw clenched.

      “Just for now,” Yaz hastened to add. “We know where he is and Anna seems nice enough. I doubt she’d be the sort to whip a little kid. We need to free some adults first and set up a safe place.”

      “I can’t just leave him.”

      “In the morning we’re boarding a barge for a city literally filled with slavers. Not exactly the place you want to take an escaped slave. Plus, we’ve still got bounty hunters to worry about. If we get caught what do you think’s going to happen to Cal?”

      “I know. I know.” She looked like she wanted to rip her hair out and cry all at the same time.

      “We’ll come back for him,” Yaz said. “I promise. But for now, he’s safer here than with us. For all we know, the other slaves Tom brought back with him might be from the valley too. When we find out, we might be rescuing more than just a kid.”

      Brigid took a deep breath and blew out a long sigh, visibly getting herself under control. “All right. For now at least we leave him here. But if there’s a mark on him when we get back, so help me…”

      “I understand. If they’ve hurt him, you can have the dagger.”
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      To say that dinner the night before had been a strained affair would be to greatly understate matters. Yaz and the others ended up excusing themselves the instant dessert was finished. Brigid complained of an upset stomach and the need for an early departure.

      Dorthy seemed to smell a rat, but no one said anything as they made their escape. At least Cal never looked up at her when he made his brief appearances. If the boy had recognized Brigid and said anything about wanting to escape, Yaz doubted he could have stopped her from doing something about it.

      As it was, Brigid’s eyes were bloodshot from crying all night. Yaz had offered to stay up with her, but she insisted he get some sleep. Like he could sleep with her weeping twenty feet away. At least she seemed to have herself under control this morning.

      The rest of the passengers had joined Yaz and his friends on the dock. The bargemen were taking on supplies and when they finished, the passengers would board. Yaz saw plenty of people he recognized from the first leg of the trip, including all but one of Silas’s card buddies. There were also ten new faces joining them for the next leg of the trip.

      There was one more stop before Port Steel, but that was a supply depot where they’d pick up food and water. Everyone getting on board now would most likely be going all the way to the city.

      When the last of the supplies had been stowed the barge master said, “All aboard.”

      The line shuffled forward, each person handing their ticket to the barge master. Yaz frowned as he passed his ticket to the gaunt, middle-aged man. The barge master for the first part of the journey had been a fat fellow with a bald head, not this hollow-cheeked ghoul.

      “What happened to the other guy?” Yaz asked.

      “Oh, Andy never goes all the way to Port Steel.” The new barge master scrunched up his brow in thought. “He never really said why, just that he couldn’t. I don’t know. We always swap off in Roval.”

      Yaz shrugged and climbed aboard. It didn’t matter who ran the barge as long as they arrived on time at their destination, but he hated when something happened and he didn’t know why. That sort of thing went against his sense of order.

      While Silas and Brigid had their tickets checked, Yaz studied the rest of the passengers. As he did, his gaze locked for just a second with a woman in dark traveling clothes who was clearly checking everyone out just as he was. She looked to be in her early twenties, with long, dark hair and a pale complexion. A flash of understanding passed between them and then they moved on. Whoever she was, she wasn’t just another passenger, that was for sure. Perhaps he’d seek her out for a chat later.

      “Everything okay?” Silas asked.

      “Sure, why?” Yaz asked.

      “You questioned the barge master.”

      “Oh, just excess curiosity. It’s a curse that comes with perfect memory. Whenever something’s out of place, I get this overwhelming need to find out why. It’s annoying, but I’ve come to accept it as a part of how my brain works.”

      Brigid had moved a little ways off and spread her blanket out on the deck. Considering how much sleep she got last night, she probably needed a nap. Yaz certainly did, but he couldn’t sleep during the day. A partial day’s memories just messed with his mind too much.

      Silas nodded toward Brigid. “Is she okay?”

      “That might be an overstatement, but I think she will be. Leaving one of our own behind, especially a kid she knew, wasn’t easy for her. It wasn’t easy for me either, but at least it wasn’t personal.” Yaz shook his head. “It makes me wonder how the rest of our people are holding up.”

      “It hasn’t been that long,” Silas said. “And people don’t buy slaves just to kill them.”

      “True enough. On another subject, do you see the woman in the dark blue tunic and black leather boots off to my left?”

      Silas flicked a glance that way and whistled. “Best not let Brigid catch you looking that way. What about her?”

      “Does she strike you as different than the other passengers? Warier?”

      “Not especially. Do you think she’s a danger?”

      “I don’t know. She was doing a threat assessment earlier and when I looked in her eyes there was something… I might be imagining things. Getting paranoid.”

      “How did you catch her eye?” Silas asked.

      “I was in the middle of my own threat assessment. She’s the only one that stood out.”

      “What do you want to do?”

      “There’s nothing we can do.” Yaz stretched and sat beside Brigid. “I’m going to rest. You?”

      “Looks like the guys are getting the card game going. They’ll probably want to win back some of their scale. Wish me luck.”

      “Good luck,” Yaz said to Silas’s back as he departed for the circle that had formed mid-deck.

      The barge lurched as they pushed away from the dock. Brigid never flinched. She must have really been done in. Yaz rubbed his tired eyes. She deserved the rest. The journey had been difficult on her. On him too, but his militia training, as well as living with a warrior like his dad, had prepared him for some of what they’d faced. Brigid’s life had been pretty sheltered.

      He brushed a stray hair off her face. She’d lost a lot of innocence since they left the valley and he feared what else she might lose before they got their families back.

      When Yaz looked up, the woman he noticed earlier was watching him. Might as well get it over with.

      He stood and crossed the barge, picking his way past passengers and stacks of supplies to where the woman stood near the rear right rail far enough away from the other passengers that they wouldn’t be overheard. Whoever she was, she was definitely more than a simple traveler. She was also prettier than he’d thought from a distance and he’d been fairly sure she was a knockout before.

      Yaz smiled and crossed his arms. “Morning.”

      “Good morning.” She had a slight accent he couldn’t quite place. “You and the blond make a cute couple.”

      “Is that why you’ve been watching me?” Yaz asked.

      “No. I was watching you because you’re dangerous. You and your other friend.”

      “What makes you think that?”

      A slow smile spread across her face. “The fact that I’m not blind like the rest of these people. The way you two move and constantly watch for trouble. I doubt you’re even aware of it, but whenever anyone comes your way, you shift to protect your girlfriend. The other guy’s eyes never stop moving. Even now, when he’s playing cards, he’s watching. He’s checked on you twice since you joined me. I don’t know what you’re scared of, but there’s certainly more to you than meets the eye.”

      “Funny, I was thinking the same thing about you. You’re not a mind reader are you?”

      Her expression hardened, just for a second, then she calmed as if nothing had happened. “Hardly, just someone that’s been trained to spot trouble.”

      “Then you need more training. My friends and I aren’t here to start trouble. We just need a ride to Port Steel.” Yaz held out his hand. “It was nice meeting you, Miss…”

      She ignored the proffered hand. “Likewise.”

      The woman walked off, leaving Yaz to contemplate one of the stranger conversations he’d ever had. It would be interesting to see what Silas and Brigid made of it when they set up camp.
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      At least Rondo didn’t have to look through trees to spot the tower this time. Standing at the rail of the flying ship and looking down, miles and miles of shimmering desert stretched in every direction, broken only by the occasional dot of green that marked an oasis. The one-time home of the Terran Empire, the land was now a parched wasteland peopled by roving bands of nomads. According to the experts whose books Rondo had read, men who’d made studying the desert their life’s work, there wasn’t a single fixed settlement in the area. If those were the same experts Lord Black had relied on when making his plans, he was going to be disappointed.

      Almost directly below them a veritable city made up of multicolored tents surrounded the dragonspire. Hundreds of people moved around while heavily laden camels carried goods in and out of the city. According to the same experts that claimed there were no settlements, the nomad clans were constantly fighting amongst themselves, save for occasional temporary truces. Even from this height, Rondo counted the clan colors of four different groups. Whether that was a lot or not, he didn’t know, but it certainly argued that they needed better experts.

      One thing was certain, there was no way they could quickly land, activate the tower, and retreat.

      “The boss isn’t going to like this.”

      Rondo nearly jumped out of his skin when Shade spoke right beside him. He seemed to take a perverse pleasure in scaring years off Rondo’s life.

      “How many times have I told you not to sneak up on me like that?”

      “I don’t know,” Shade said. “Unless it’s important, I don’t pay much attention to what you say.”

      Rondo wiped sweat from his brow and swallowed his retort. Angering the assassin wouldn’t be good for Rondo’s long-term health. Not that he had ever seen Shade angry. He didn’t want to either.

      “What’re we going to do?” Rondo asked.

      Shade shrugged. “Tell the boss what’s here and see what he says. Dealing with this many people is outside my area of expertise. Now if there was just one guy down there, I could kill him in a blink, problem solved.”

      “If there was only one guy,” Rondo said. “I could drop a brick on him from up here, problem solved.”

      Shade barked a laugh. “Come on. Jax should have made contact with the boss by now.”

      They retreated below deck, leaving the blistering sun behind for a few minutes. Shade rapped on one of the doors and pushed it open. Jax Umbra, the third member of their little crew, sat swathed in black robes before a floating window beyond which stood Lord Black.

      “A city?” Lord Black’s incredulous question came through loud and clear. “How, by all the watching gods, did the nomads build a city without anyone finding it?”

      “It’s not so much a city as a really big collection of tents,” Shade said. “The only permanent construction is the tower.”

      “Regardless, we can’t fight our way past thousands of nomads. I don’t have the resources for a full-scale invasion.”

      “So what should we do?” Shade asked.

      Lord Black scratched his chin for a few seconds. “We need more information. Enter the city and find out if it’s possible for us to infiltrate and sneak inside the tower. Report back in twenty-four hours.”

      The window closed and they were alone.

      “I’ll be staying on the ship,” Umbra said. “I don’t exactly blend in.”

      “How are we going to talk to them?” Rondo asked.

      Shade cocked his head. “Why wouldn’t we be able to talk to them? Everyone speaks Imperial.”

      “Not the nomads.” Rondo was relieved that some of the less-valuable information he’d picked up over the years was coming in handy. “One of the few things those very incomplete books I mentioned agree on is that the nomads made a point of retaining their own culture. They all speak what the scholars believe is a variation of the language of the Terran Empire. Not surprising given that they’re probably all distantly related to the survivors of the cataclysm that destroyed the ancient civilization.”

      “That’s going to be a problem,” Shade said. “If I can’t understand what they’re saying, I can’t very well spy on anyone. You don’t speak the Terran language, do you?”

      Rondo shook his head. “Sorry. I only speak Imperial and I can read a smattering of Water Empire runes.”

      “The boss isn’t going to be pleased,” Shade said.

      “Relax.” Umbra stood and shifted to face Shade. “I can put a spell on you that will translate their language into Imperial and yours into whatever bastard language they speak. It only lasts for eight hours, so you’ll need to be quick.”

      “What about me?” Rondo asked. He didn’t want to play the part of some deaf-and-dumb servant.

      “You will stay here with me.” Umbra couldn’t have said it with any more disgust. “In the city, you’d only be in Shade’s way.”

      Shade clapped him on the shoulder. “He’s got you there, buddy. I meed to see what I can whip up for a disguise.”

      “And I,” Umbra said, “need to move the ship far enough away that no one will see a man floating down from the sky and think he’s an angel.”

      Both men brushed past Rondo without another word. Though moderately annoyed about being left behind, at least he wouldn’t have to worry about ape monsters or dragon hybrids. All in all, it could’ve been worse.
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      Shade adjusted the creatively slit blanket he’d converted into an approximation of the robes worn by the nomads camping around the tower. Jax had lowered him to the desert a mile out from the tent city and now he was slogging through the hot sand, sun beating down on him. Shade hated the cold, but this was a bit too far in the other direction. When the boss offered him a position in his personal cadre, he’d promised it wouldn’t be boring. So far that was turning out to be true.

      Cursing the god of seamstresses, Shade yanked his makeshift robe into a more comfortable position. If he had to fight in this thing, he might be in trouble. Anyone looking would probably mistake him for a beggar, but that was okay. In Shade’s experience people tended to ignore beggars. They were regarded as scenery more than people.

      At the top of a dune he got his first ground-level look at the tent city. It wasn’t terribly impressive. The complete lack of stone, wood, and walls made it seem less like a city and more like haberdasher’s shop exploded. Some well-placed oil and a spark should clear this mess right up.

      Shade descended the far side of the dune and marched on to the edge of the city. The sudden babble of voices gave him an instant headache. Jax’s spell made everyone sound like they had two voices. First, he heard the native language, which was an incomprehensible collection of clicks, hard Ks and soft hisses, followed by the Imperial translation half a second later. He tried his best to tune the chatter out and weave his way between the tents.

      As for the locals themselves, it was hard to get a read on them. Men and women both wore loose robes that covered them from head to toe. Only hard, dark eyes and sandal-covered feet were visible. He assumed the taller ones were the men, but it was only an assumption. Most people wore drab, off-white robes, but a scattering had a variety of colors woven into theirs. Perhaps it meant something and then again maybe it was just personal taste.

      The scent of spices and roasting meat reached him and Shade angled toward the aroma. He was hungry and a food vendor might be a good place to listen to gossip. The only question was, would they accept imperial scale or would foreign coins get him spotted and killed. One way to find out.

      He finally reached the source of the smell. It was a stall selling chunks of meat on skewers. Six locals stood waiting in line. More stalls selling everything you could imagine filled the area. It had to be a bazaar.

      Not wanting to stare, Shade worked his way around, pausing now and then to look at something. First a silversmith selling a mixture of bells and utensils, next a weapon merchant with a table full of curved blades that flashed in the sun. The merchants all shouted about the quality of their wares. Some things appeared universal.

      Ahead of him a dark-skinned hand and wrist emerged to drop round, white coins into a merchant’s hand when a woman bought a new scarf. The coins didn’t clink or shine like metal. Whatever they paid with, it wasn’t scale. Another transaction was happening at a fruit vendor. Shade watched closely as more of the strange coins changed hands. They looked like ceramic. Why would anyone trade with clay coins? They had no value.

      His metal coins would certainly mark him as an outsider. Since he was only there to collect information, drawing attention wouldn’t be useful. No lunch today then. Swallowing a sigh, he left the bazaar to see what else he might learn.

      The answer was not a great deal. The paths between tents were just wide enough to allow two people to pass. In any other city, Shade could have picked a passerby’s pocket and got a better look at their coins, but here, everything was hidden under those robes making it more likely he’d get caught. Not worth the risk. Not yet, anyway.

      Raised voices drew him to the left, closer to the tower. The tents stopped at the edge of a small plaza. At the center of the plaza was a stone well with a bucket and dipper beside it. Two locals, one with red woven into his robe and a second sporting blue stripes, were shouting about something. The fight had grown so heated both men had the hoods of their robes thrown back giving Shade a look at their faces. They both had rugged features with heavy brows, narrow
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