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To all those fantasy readers who like a strong female lead,

who swears and drinks a lot, kicks ass and takes no prisoners.

This one is for you.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

WARNING


[image: ]


Set in a medieval dystopian world with magic

Mentioned throughout this book are several triggers including;

A lot of swearing

Violence

Murder

Intimidation

Gas-lighting

Submission

Suppression

Forced Proximity

Explicit sex scenes

Assault
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Betrayal runs Deep
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ANTYN'S

PROPHECY COLLECTION
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Wandering lost, power unknown,

dangerously uncontrolled it will

devour completely

Pain ensues, the trigger

all-consuming headaches

To calamity or to

salvation,

death or re-birth

choose wisely the path to follow

–  excert from; Seer Gwenth's reading circa 1600s
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Prologue
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Back at the castle after effectively taking control of Kolastan and Gua del Mar, Tyg was feeling quite content, planning to build her business and settle into a life in the castle with the mercurial and controlling Emperor of Tylandria, Leviathan Adramelech.

Ra’chek had tried to unsettle her the moment they were back, mentioning her being a pet rather than a consort, being used for her Elvian abilities and her cold-blooded way of killing.

She was rattled and had started to think about giving the reason why she had been brought back to Tylandria by Leviathan and kept by his side so controllingly, serious investigation. Until she overheard the secret whispering of a couple of Lords in the castle talking about Temple Priests training to assassinate the Emperor before he could become any more powerful. Prophecy was mentioned and that sparked Tyg to change direction and concentrate on this immediate threat before her own. She was a realist and would focus on the real and now above circumstantial gossip and things said in spite.  She couldn’t allow anyone to try and harm Leviathan, because whether his feelings were genuine or not towards her, she loved him. He was her perfect partner, as controlling and possessive as he was she knew it was exactly what she needed. He was right, he was her fate and she had chosen to stay by his side up until now, ready to put her life on the line for him, it only seemed right that she deal with this threat before she allowed the mutterings of others to get into her head and tear them apart. No one would tear her new found home apart, not when she was just starting to really feel like she finally belonged somewhere.

So Tyg decided it was time to become what she was truly destined to be, the one in the shadows protecting the Emperor without him even being aware and to become that she needed to become - the King of the Criminal Underworld. Killing two birds with one stone she could use the network of beggars, thieves and pickpockets to infiltrate into the plans of the Temple Priests and Lord Coulter but also create for herself the perfect spy system to be able to monitor the populace and prevent anything like this from brewing up again and if it ever came that she did need to leave Leviathan at any given time should the reason for needing her finally be revealed to have sinister repercussions for her, well she would have in place the perfect infrastructure in which to escape not only him but the city and disappear.

The fact that prophecy had been mentioned had raised questions in Tyg’s mind...why did Antyn have so many works of Prophecy in his house and why did they put so much focus on what was written by madmen lost in rapture? Wasn’t it all just conjecture or was there actually proof to prophecy coming true? Was there a prophecy that named her and her purpose? Was that the driving force behind the brothers searching for the Elvian princess all along?

If so perhaps dealing with these priests and once again showing her undoubted loyalty to the man she had come to love would finally give them the confidence in her to reveal their true intentions...
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A couple of days after overhearing the conversation that changed her trajectory Tyg, dressed all in black with her face covered, was crouched on a rooftop looking down at the large main market square of the upper city.  She knew what to look for as she surveyed the bustling scene. It didn’t take too long to find them. A small group of pick pockets about five of them in total...a nice little gang that worked well together. She watched them at work for a bit, amused, remembering the old days. Surprised that after all these years and with an ocean between her past and here the techniques were still  the same.

One young boy bumped into a man, stole his purse and quickly passed it to another, that one then threw it over to another passing in the opposite direction, then it was passed again and that one melted into the crowd. It was perfect for even if the first two were nabbed there was no purse therefore no evidence. Whether it was a purse, jewellery or watch...

Tyg jumped down off the roof with a twist and a twirl, landing lightly on her feet and pulled her hood up then secured the black bandana up over her face. She walked through the crowded square heading for the last one...the final kid that got the purse and left the square with the goods.

As the teen walked by her, confident in his escape, Tyg grabbed his wrist and spun him around into herself. He gasped in shock and his eyes widened as he looked into her eyes, as she looked down at him and he crashed into her. She bent his elbow back so his arm was twisted up his back, his wrist still in her vice like grip as she calmly held a dagger to his throat, the tip of the blade lifting his chin to look at her as she pressed his lithe frame against hers, he became lost to the crowd enveloped by her oversized cloak. He was shorter than her by about eight inches and his face was level with her chest. Being so close to her the boy was overwhelmed by the sweet fragrance that told him this tall, strong grabber was a woman!

“Not a sound now.” Tyg said calmly to him as she spun on her heels and danced him light-footed to the alleyway he had been heading for. She manoeuvred him easily using the pressure of his own fist in his back as she pushed her own against his wrist like a rudder. The boy was completely entranced by Tyg as he stared at her beautiful eyes. He was about fourteen or so years old and clearly the leader of this little gang of pickpockets. Tyg smirked at the thoughts that could be running through the young teen’s mind right now. It also made her think of Dane and Pete, it was about time she wrote them a letter, she had been here for four months already, she berated herself for being so slack.

As they entered the alleyway Tyg saw the others waiting for him to return. They all froze in fright as the shadowy form appeared turning the scared boy in their arms so his back was now to her and he was presented to the watching kids the dagger still at his throat. Tyg’s other hand was wrapped around his torso, locking his arms against his sides as she pressed him against her chest. She rested her chin on his shoulder and smirked, her eyes glaring out at the other kids all staring not sure what to do.

“You’re blushing...” She breathed against the teen boy’s neck, causing him to grit his teeth and struggle against her. “Calm yourself, young’un.” She instructed. “I will let you go as soon as you tell me where to find your boss...I wish to talk to him.”

“What?! Go to hell, lady! I won’t tell you nuffin!” He squirmed against her trying to break her hold. “How are you so strong!?”

“Then you die and I grab the next one.” Tyg pointed the dagger out at the group of children all standing gaping at her, not sure what to do. She pressed the dagger back at the boy’s throat as he stilled at the threat.

“So, what’s it going to be?”

The boy grit his teeth. “Who the hell are you?”

“Call me Panther...I wish to discuss business with your boss, there is no need for you to die.”

The boy sighed and relaxed against her. “But you will kill me, won’t you?”

“Yes, if I must.” There was no waver in her voice at all.

“You’re an assassin?” The boy said in awe looking over his shoulder at the piercing blue eyes.

Tyg’s eyes slid down to his. “Are you asking me or telling me?”

The boy sighed again. “Alright, I’ll tell you, in fact I’ll go one better and take you to him myself.”

Tyg raised her head slightly and grabbed him by the hair at the back of his head, turning him back to look into her eyes as they changed hue. She locked her icy gaze with his. “Say that again.”

“I will take you to see my master, I promise.” The boy barely breathed lost in her eyes as they glowed ice blue fire. She smiled at him and let him go, stepping away and sheathing her dagger. She pulled the bandana down from her face and held her hand out to him to shake.

“Good then.” She smiled breathtakingly.

The boy breathed deeply for a couple of breaths as he suddenly felt bereft of her warmth and scent. He looked up at her to find her regarding him with a curious smirk, her head cocked to the side slightly, her hand still held out to him.

“What did you do to me, witch?” He demanded, his fists clenching at his sides as his eyes widened at the face reveal of a beautiful young woman with glowing eyes.

Tyg chuckled. “I’m not a witch...now take my hand and shake on our agreement...or shall I pick someone else...” Tyg’s eyes drifted up from him to the group behind him. He gasped in panic to see the cold calculating look of a killer in those eyes.

“No!” He grabbed her hand and shook it. Tyg’s eyes slid back to his and she smiled at him, his weakness was the other children, he was protective of them.

“Let’s go then, I don’t have much time.” She dropped his hand and wrapped her cloak around herself. The boy turned to his fellow pick pockets.

“I have to escort this woman to see Rochester, stay here.”

“No...they come too.” Tyg said with a growl, she couldn’t risk them getting ahead of her to warn anyone of her coming and set a trap.

“But...” The boy looked at her in fright.

“You all come.” Tyg said as she placed an arm over the boy’s shoulder and pulled him into her side. “But you...you get to stay close to me.” She purred, grinning as she watched him blush again.

“Why are you...?” The boy stammered, clearly flustered.

“Because I like you...I’ve been watching you for a while...you’re a good leader and smart, after I have spoken to this Rochester I have a job offer for you.”

“A what?” The boy spluttered as Tyg looked up at the group.

“For all of you actually.”

They all burst into nattering, asking questions and wanting to know who she was, especially the younger ones, kids rarely stayed frightened by people who promised them things and Tyg smiled to see them instantly change and become friendly.

“Quiet...let’s get moving.” Tyg fell into step beside the boy and leaned on him slightly as she looked at him. She smirked again as she saw him blush again and grit his teeth.

“What’s your name?” She asked him as she poked his cheek with a finger teasingly.

“Talon.” The boy muttered sourly.

Tyg chuckled. “Don’t you like me, Talon?”

“I don’t trust you.” He tossed his head and folded his arms in protest to being under her arm and her poking his face like he was some attraction at a fairground.

“Good...you shouldn’t...I’m a very dangerous individual.”

“I can see that...” He agreed, surly.

“Can you now? Tell me what you see exactly...”

“You are cunning, sneaky and obviously well trained. You are well armed under that cloak, that’s why you held me so tightly to your body...so I could feel the leather and the weapons harness, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Tyg said pleased. “Go on with your assessment...”

“You are obviously gifted...but you say you’re not a witch...but you could be lying.”

“I’m not.”

“Then what are you? A normal person doesn’t move like that?”

“Elvian, apparently.” She shrugged casually like it didn’t mean anything to her.

“What?” He scoffed and rolled his eyes. “They are just legend, died out years ago.”

Tyg laughed causing Talon to stare at her his eyes wide with awe once more. She regarded him genuinely, did the events of only fifty years ago really feel like just legend stories to these kids? Even though Elvian half breeds were supposedly still hunted up to only a decade ago? Or was it that they were just uneducated so only heard the stories as make believe...as the Elvian race was scoured from the history books.

“Are you planning on killing Rochester?” He suddenly asked.

Tyg glanced at him sideways with a quick grin. “Yes, is that okay with you?”

Talon looked at the ground. “I knew you were an assassin.”

“I am, but answer my question...”

Talon stopped walking and looked at Tyg. “Why? What does it matter what I think?”

Tyg stopped with him, dropping her arm from his shoulders and regarded Talon with interest. “I was once just like you, that’s why. I can see an intelligence in your eyes, Talon.”

The group had all stopped and were looking back between Talon and Tyg. Talon shook his head, his eyes on the ground. “I don’t care if Rochester dies or not...nothing will change for me or my friends.”

Tyg folded her arms, her eyes turning to ice. “Everything will change for you, Talon. I give you my word.” Tyg held her hand out to him again, this time he looked at her hand and noticed the large golden dragon’s head ring. His eyes went wide and he fell to his knees.

“My Lady!?”

“Oh get up, you stupid boy!” Tyg said gruffly as she grabbed his shirt collar and hauled him to his feet, looking around to make sure no one saw.

“Why? Why are you doing this...if you are already rich!?” He accused.

“This has nothing to do with money.” Tyg scoffed.

“What is it about then?” Talon asked confused.

“It’s about saving the life of the Emperor, for the moment...”

Talon stared at her not sure if she was joking or not, she watched his eyes as they narrowed, dropped to the ground, lifted back to her and then to the lock of silver hair that curled down beside her ear. When his eyes widened and came back to hers she lifted a finger to her lips.

“Don’t say it...I warn you.”

His mouth pressed into a hard line but his eyes conveyed the question he wanted to ask.

Tyg chuckled and looked away to where the other children waited. “I wondered if you would realise who I am, you’ve definitely seen me before but where must never be mentioned in front of others, understand?”

He nodded, a little scared to say anything.

“Okay...shall we keep moving, like I said I don’t have a lot of time.”

Tyg was led into a dark alleyway where Talon stopped and pointed across the way from it to a warehouse with a large open door.

“In there, upstairs...in his office no doubt.”

Tyg looked out and saw a few people off loading some large crates of wine into the warehouse, they were unwashed, tattooed and bearded...wearing cutlasses and daggers on their belts and one was standing point clearly on look out.

“What are these guys doing?” She enquired as her eyes narrowed. She pulled her cloak off her shoulders revealing her coat underneath and the swords strapped to her back, the daggers on her belts and in her boots.

Talon huffed, a little impressed by the professional gear. “Stolen alcohol most probably...”

Tyg grinned, her eyes sparkling with interest. “Oh?”

Talon gave her a look of disapproval. “Don’t tell me you drink as well?” He folded his arms in disgust.

Tyg laughed and ruffled his hair. “Since I was your age...”

He baulked at that, swiping her hand away and gave her a strange look of disbelief. “But...?”

She laughed as she drew the hood of her coat up and her bandana and stepped out of the alleyway, pushing Talon ahead of her. “Let’s go, I don’t have all day for this...tell them I’m here to talk to Rochester.” She looked back at the other children. “You lot stay here.”

“Me!?” Talon tried to object but as he stumbled out of the alleyway the lookout saw him. “Why me?” He grumbled as the lookout’s eyes went to the hooded figure behind Talon and his hand went straight to his sword.

“Yo! Kid...who the hell is that?” The guy called out, clearly recognising Talon. That raised the heads of the crew unloading the crates and they all stopped to come around and stand in front of the cart, glaring at the masked and hooded figure in black.

“This person introduced themselves as Panther and says they want to talk business with Rochester...”

One guy stepped forward, he was a big guy with a bushy beard that was braided, and folded his arms. “No one gets to just turn up and think they’re going to see anybody...not here.”

“And not masked and hooded, mate.” Another one chirped in.

“You being used as a hostage, boy?”

Talon shrugged and looked over his shoulder at Tyg to see her eyes assessing every one carefully. “Ah...maybe...”

“Get over here, boy...now.” The big guy ordered.

Talon swallowed hard and stepped over, feeling Tyg push him in the back to go. He earned a clout around the ear as soon as he reached the big man. “Next time you bring a stranger to our door I’ll be the one to kill ya, got it!”

They both heard a yell of warning and the big guy looked up as Talon felt a rush of wind. Tyg was suddenly in front of the big man, her sword impaling him to the cart as it went through his chest with force. Talon was frozen to the spot in shock at how fast she had moved.

She spun and chopped at the throat of the guy next to him with her other sword then pulled a dagger from her belt and buried it in the guts of the third guy. She stepped around behind him using him as a shield from the other two as he held her dagger in his own hands looking down at it in disbelief, scared to pull it out.

“Take me to your Guild Master.” Tyg ordered. “I’m from the Assassin’s Guild in Arial...I wish to talk business.”

“Not a way to talk business...” One muttered looking at the carnage.

“This guy will survive if you allow me to walk into that warehouse and up those stairs...” Tyg said, putting her sword to the guy in front of hers throat. “Or not...and you all die.”

“Easy there, bucko...” The same one said, holding his hands up. “How about I go and tell Rochester you want a word and see what he says...?”

Tyg chuckled sinisterly. “How about I accompany you, asshole...” She had no idea how many were inside and up those stairs, she had held back to start not knowing if more would appear out of the warehouse when the alert went up from the lookout, but it had soon become apparent there were no more just inside the door.

She tossed the injured man in front of her to the ground and stepped up to the one who had spoken, holding her sword out to his face. The other man rushed to his friend.

Tyg looked back with a grin. “I’ll be needing that dagger back so don’t throw it away or think you can keep it...same goes with the sword.” Her gaze slid to the one at sword point. “Let’s go talk to your boss, shall we?”

As they started to move she called out. “Talon! Follow me.”

He grumbled but followed and the guy in front turned in shock. “You little traitor!”

Tyg poked her sword at his back. “He’s not a traitor...you’ll soon see that he just knew who the real leader was.”

The guy baulked then grimaced. “Cocky son of a bitch aren’t ya?”

“More than you know.” Tyg chuckled and Talon realised they all thought she was a man.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2


[image: ]


As they walked slowly into the warehouse and towards the stairs, Tyg’s sword resting on the shoulder of the man as he led the way, she noticed a couple of guys standing on the landing talking. It appeared from their conversation they had heard the noise of people shouting and were coming to investigate. They looked down from the top of the stairs and saw their fellow standing at sword point and the shout went up.

Tyg rolled her eyes and slid the blade of her sword up to the man’s neck. “Deescalate this now or you die first.”

He baulked and held his hands up. “Easy, Clyde...Ron...they just want a word...with Rochester.”

The bigger man, Clyde, laughed and called down. “You are joking right? You think this is the way to get in to see Rochester, who the hell are you?”

The other guy, Ron, also called out. “You can’t come in here with Finn at sword point and demand anything!”

Tyg lifted her sword from Finn’s neck and sheathed it but reached out with her other hand and grabbed hold of Finn’s belt making sure he didn’t step away from her.

“I’m here to throw down a challenge...go get Rochester!”

“A challenge? A challenge for what?” Clyde demanded to know.

“For the Guild.” Tyg sneered, her eyes blazing up at him.

Finn looked back over his shoulder at her astounded as the other two gaped in disbelief. “Are you serious?”

“Why?” Tyg asked a little curious.

Ron smirked and started to shout out for Rochester, laughing. “Rochester! Hey, boss! Someone here wants to challenge you!”

Clyde was chuckling like a mad man and Finn turned around to look Tyg in the eye assessing just who was behind the mask. “Do you have any idea how good a swordsman Rochester is?”

Tyg barked a derisive laugh at him. “I guess we’ll find out...”

The door above banged open and a tall, slight man walked out with his thumbs hooked into his belt and swaggered to the railing to look over. “What’s all the commotion here?” He bellowed out, surprising Tyg with his deep voice.

Clyde pointed down at her. “This whipper snapper thinks to challenge you, boss.”

“Challenge me for what?” He asked, amused as his gaze narrowed on her from above.

“For the Guild!” Clyde laughed and Ron snickered. Rochester huffed an amused snort.

“Is that right, you want to fight me for the Guild? How old are you even, boy? Hiding away in that hood and mask...creeping in here and making demands while holding one of mine hostage?”

Tyg lowered her hood. “I assure you I didn’t creep...your men tried to stop me at the door, two are dead, one seriously injured, one is tending to him, that only leaves this one to make my introduction to you...I apologise I haven’t been here earlier but I’ve been otherwise engaged up till now...”

They were all staring at her, seeing the silver hair in the long braid. Rochester licked his lips in a sinister grin. “You’re a girl?”

Finn gaped at her as she pulled the bandana down from her face and grinned. “You...you’re a girl?” He breathed, looking pale his eyes darted to the door where his men were still lying outside next to the cart then back to her. “A girl...did that?”

Tyg grinned at him, baring her teeth as her eyes blazed before she lifted her gaze back to Rochester. She watched him as he slowly descended the stairs, his cocky gait and chuckling manner clearly showing he saw her as no threat.

“What’s a pretty princess like you doing coming to a place like this, eh, sweetheart? Tell me, what can I really do for you?”

Tyg’s top lip lifted on one side with distain. “You can give me the Guild...I’m here to take over from today and run it more efficiently.”

“More efficiently?” Rochester coughed, frowning a little at her impertinence. “Well, it will sure be a lot more lucrative having you as its best whore...”

Clyde and Ron chuckled from above. Finn licked his lips nervously. “Ah, boss...she’s serious...she actually killed Pod and Luke...gutted Tiny...” He pointed to outside where they could just see the back end corner of the cart.

Rochester stopped and scowled, turning his head to look through the warehouse at the doors and back. “You really want to challenge me, little girl?”

Tyg smiled, as she drew her sword, the other one was still stuck through the guy she impaled. “I hear you’re quite a swordsman, is that true?”

Rochester’s face dropped into a serious scowl of intent as he drew his sword. “I’m not bad...so if I win this, do I get you?” His eyes roamed her body in the close fitting coat as the other two cat called to him encouragingly.

Tyg glanced at Finn as he stepped back away from her, then slid her gaze back to Rochester as he stepped down off the stairs and lifted his sword, his other hand held out like a fencer. Tyg grinned mercilessly and shrugged. “Sure, why not...come and get me.”

Rochester lunged forward, striking out with his sword to hers then stepped back again. Tyg laughed to herself, did he really think those fencing steps were going to work on her? He lunged forward again making her put her sword up in defence as he clashed their swords together then went to step away again. Tyg charged up with him, getting passed his sword as she deflected it with her own and right up to his face, dagger in her left hand and plunged it into his gut. He staggered back, swiping back with his sword to fend her off, his hand going to the wound as Tyg yanked her dagger back and stood still just grinning at him.

“What was that?” He demanded as he dropped to one knee. “What are you?”

Tyg looked up and saw the other two coming at her down the stairs. She leapt over Rochester and flew up the stairs to meet them, chopping at Ron’s legs making him drop and fall down the stairs as she barrelled into Clyde making him reel sideways, catch his hip on the railing and tip over the edge, his weight cracking the thin wooden railing as he fell ten feet to the ground landing heavily on his back. Tyg jumped after him, landing with her legs spread over the top of him and stabbed her dagger straight through his eye, twisting it and yanking it back out before leaping into a dive and rolling away to come back to her feet, sword and dagger still in hand and facing Rochester still on his knees with Ron staggering to his feet behind him.

They saw the horrifying look on Tyg’s face as her eyes were black and she barked a hard psychotic laugh at them. “Looks like you weren’t much of a swordsman after all...” She moved swiftly to finish them both off, not wanting to leave anyone alive that could recognise her as a woman. Turning, panting and smiling, wiping a hand over her face to look once more at Finn, he was hiding under the stairs, quaking in fright.

“What the hell are you?” He shuddered as she approached him.

She paused as she heard Talon speak behind her. “Please...do you have to kill everyone?”

She turned to give him a strange, confused look, her eyes returning to blue. “What do you mean, of course I do?”

“No, you don’t...I won’t speak about any of this, I swear!” Finn begged falling to his knees.

Talon pointed to the man. “See...he won’t tell anyone about you...at least not before you get to tell them yourself.”

Tyg straightened up and scowled at Talon. “I can’t have these bottom feeders knowing I’m a woman...I will meet with the top men and let them know, but no one else should know or needs to know.”

“I won’t tell a soul, I promise!” Finn cried. “Please I only do this to put food on the table...”

“He has kids...” Talon said in support.

Tyg’s scowl deepened as she glared at Talon for getting involved. She rounded on him and stalked up to him, grabbing him by the shirt and pulling him up face to face. “You will be held responsible for this man’s silence, if he speaks out about any of this it will fall to you to kill him and every person he speaks to, including his entire family...do you want this responsibility?”

Talon swallowed hard at the intense look on her face but nodded.

“Words...agree.” Tyg growled in impatience.

“I agree...I will take responsibility of this man’s life.”

“Wait...he’s only a kid...”

Tyg dropped Talon and turned back to face the man. “Then make sure you keep your mouth shut because if you don’t I will make sure he kills you all before I slit his throat too.”

Finn gaped in terror at her. “You...you’re a monster!”

Tyg grinned, glad he finally understood. “And your new boss...that part you can spread.” She rolled her shoulders and bent to wipe her blades clean. “Talon I want you to go and tell whoever is next in the chain of command here that I expect to see them standing in front of me in the next half an hour.”

Talon baulked but nodded grimly. “Yes, boss.” He sprinted out of there like his pants were on fire. She gave Finn a hard bitter look as he stood before her, wringing his hands nervously. “Go and clean up the yard and this mess...and retrieve my weapons for me. Bring the alcohol in and deal with it as you usually do.”

She turned and walked up the stairs heading for Rochester’s office. She didn’t have much time left before she had to make her way back to the castle.
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Tyg sat behind the rather nice desk in the tiny mezzanine room that was Rochester’s office, she smoothed her hands over the surface with a contented smile. She was amazed at how right this felt, like a settling in the world that she had finally found her place...funny she had had a similar feeling when she had first arrived at the castle, but this felt far more calming.

“Ah...boss?”

She looked up at Talon who was standing nervously in front of her and fidgeting his hands around a piece of rag.

“What is it, Talon?”

He nervously held the rag out to her and indicated on his own face at his cheek. “Ah...you have some blood...”

“Oh...” Tyg reached over the desk and took the rag, wiping her cheek and looking at the red smear left upon the rag. “Thank you...” She tossed the rag on the table and sat back into the high backed chair feeling a little like a queen in this domain.

“If the ones I requested are gathered outside go get them...”

“Yes, boss...” Talon left quickly and was back even quicker with a large burly man covered in tattoos barging through the doorway first.

Tyg lifted her penetrating gaze burning brightly and levelled it at him. It was enough to halt his steps and he cussed with a spiteful spit. “Pah, no wonder...you’re a witch...you think I’m going to just roll over and start taking orders from you?”

Tyg noticed a couple of others had braved to come in behind the man as Talon stood apprehensively in the doorway.

“Close the door if you will, Talon...” Tyg’s voice was low and calm but held a sinister lilt to it as she stood up slowly from behind the desk.

“Yes, boss...”

Tyg walked around the desk, her fingers trailing along its surface almost alluringly. “So, you have a problem with a witch taking control over the Thieves guild....or just that I’m a woman?”

“Both.” The large man spat, hooking his fingers into the straps of his leather breeches he wore and puffed out his mighty chest.

“I see...” Tyg sat on the edge of the desk in front of the man and folded her arms. He frowned down at her as she looked up completely unafraid and smirked at him. “And you are?” Her tone was derisive. The other two men baulked at her calm cool attitude, the blood still smeared slightly on her face and those powerful looking eyes.

“My name’s Golan.”

“And by the looks of it you’re a blacksmith or something?” She indicated his leather breeches with a tiny flick of her finger.

“I was once...now I run the north gang.”

“Ah...I see. Forgive my ignorance...so the Thieves’ Guild is split up into separate gangs?”

“We are now.” Golan sneered with a satisfied smirk.

Tyg chuckled as she looked down at her thigh and unfolded her arms, brushing at her pants. “No, Golan ...you see, what that is, is that you are delusional...”

“What!?...Listen here, bitch! You can’t just come...”

Tyg moved so quickly that no one even had enough time to tense up let alone react. It was something she had noticed since coming to this land, she was quicker, inexplicably quicker in her movements, like the air was thinner or the magic of this land somehow enabled her to move faster than was normal. She jumped up grabbing Golan around his bullish neck with both hands, linking them together around his neck and swung her body so he was off balance, spun around, lost his balance and before he knew what was happening he fell backwards over the desk with Tyg crouching over him like some feral nightmare, a dagger at his throat.

The other two men froze in shock as Tyg leaned her face down over Golan and sneered, baring her teeth at him like an animal.

“You think you can run a thieves guild, Golan...or even a gang in the north quarter? You lost a business, obviously due to your incapability to make money even for yourself...you do realise you need brains as well as brawn to stay at the top?”

The other two men looked at each other and swallowed hard, looking back as Tyg sprung back to the ground and stood between them looking back at Golan. “You have no loyalty, you’re not a leader.” She looked from one side to the other and grinned at the two men that had made no effort to fight her or try to capture her as she stood there.

Golan lurched up, leaning heavy on the desk and glared at Tyg and the two men.

“I don’t want to kill you, Golan. I need this acquisition to go smoothly with as little life lost at the top as possible. I’m going to need muscle like you.”

Golan gave her a strange look as the other two looked from Golan to Tyg and back, wondering what he was going to do.

“These guys aren’t my allies...” Golan spat with a chuckle, folding his arms. “Rochester kept the peace between us.”

“I know...that was obvious when they were going to stand back and watch while I slit your throat.” Tyg grinned.

“We just want our share to stay unaffected...” One of them complained.

“Yeah, we want to make sure you’re not going to disband what is already in place.”

Tyg looked at the second one to speak, an eyebrow raised. “Ah...and you are?”

“Reese and Harper...we run the south and west quarters.” They seemed to get along with each other fine.

Tyg stepped back round the desk, sheathing her dagger and stood before her seat appraising the men standing before her.

“I’m not here to upset the apple cart, gentlemen, unless I need to. I’m here because I need this underground network, the money it generates and the connections it has to be able to set up a spy network and secretly stop an assassination attempt on the Emperor.”

Golan scoffed, he had stood up from the desk and turned to face her as she moved around the desk and folded his massive arms over his chest. “Why on earth would we want to help you save the life of the Sorcerer Emperor can’t he twiddle his fingers and do it himself?”

Tyg assessed the men before her and sat down in her seat. “Because if he is in power up there, we can all continue to make money down here...he seems naively oblivious of your existence...”

“Really? He attends the hangings and beheadings quite frequently.” Reese sneered.

“What’s your score, little lady?” Harper asked.

Tyg looked to him as did the other two, they then turned back to her with a curious look.

“I’m a trained assassin of the Assassin’s Guild back in Arial, a place over the sea.”

“That explains your training but how are you so strong?” Golan asked.

Tyg grinned. “I’m Elvian...can’t you tell?” She lifted her silver coloured plait and ran her hand along it before throwing it back over her shoulder.

All three men paled and took a step back. “Really?” Golan asked, looking her up and down.

“Truly...why do you doubt it?” She asked back with a frown.

Golan shrugged. “Thought Elvian women were built like men...but you definitely have the strength of one.”

They all knew the stories of the twenty year war against the Elvian race led by Morphun Adramelech, the creation of the Jaegers to defeat them and the genocide hunt that had been in place against the dregs remaining of the Elvian race for the last forty years. She watched their faces contort through emotions as they slowly came to the same realisation. Golan was the one to voice it.

“You’re the one the Emperor brought back?! Ha! It all makes sense now...fucking hell...you’re his bloody consort?”

Tyg clucked her tongue and leaned back in her chair, putting her feet up on the desk. “And your boss, so watch your tongue.”

“Does he know what you truly are? An assassin I mean not the Elvian bit.”

“Yes, actually, he does...he fought my master for the right to take me with him from Arial so I did not break my oath.”

“He’s your master?” Golan wiped a hand over his face as Tyg scowled at that. “Fuck...”

“He knows nothing about this, and never can. Understand? He thinks he has tamed me into a mundane castle life...he will continue to think that while I tend to this little problem with your help.”

They all stared at her incredulously. “You’re crazy...” Reese muttered.

Tyg laughed. “It’s quite possible...most people back home liked to say I’m either sociopathic or a psychopath....take your pick...”

“What has hell brought upon us?” Golan muttered, his eyes intensely glaring at Tyg.

“A safe status quo...if you play your cards right...” Tyg smiled at him. “With me at the helm you’ll never be at risk of being raided and arrested, I'll be able to keep my ear to the ground within the city guard too.” Her smile was benign. “And I promise to make you rich.”

“So what now? News will be out that Rochester is dead...”

“I wish for my identity to stay in this room you are the only ones that will ever see my face...my pseudonym will be Panther, and that’s all anyone needs to know. You three will continue to do as you have done as my lieutenants and the young lad outside the door, Talon, will be my captain.”

“We are not taking orders from a kid!” Golan protested.

Tyg squinted in warning. “You won’t be taking orders from a kid...you’ll be taking your orders from me, relayed through my captain.”

“Ha! It’s not like I even want to take orders from a woman!” Golan spat on the ground at his feet.

Tyg sat forward putting her feet on the floor and the three men all tensed up. Tyg smiled to herself at the show of fear, it was good, exactly what she had hoped would be achieved when killing Rochester and attacking the biggest guy in the room.

“I’ll tell you what, I’ll conduct an ongoing challenge and who ever can best it can take the leadership from me...at any time.”

“What sort of challenge?” Golan asked with a little suspicion.

“A simple one...throwing knives at a target. Whoever can beat me one on one and hit the bullseye more times in a row than me, can lead with the agreement of the others.”

Reese chuckled and looked away sensing some ploy.

Golan scratched his chin with a faraway look in his eyes like he was trying to see the trap in that offer.

Harper coughed and they all looked at him. “You just admitted you’re an Elvian...”

Tyg shrugged. “So...my old boss in the Assassin’s Guild could beat anyone...he was human like you.”

Harper twisted his mouth a little and seemed uncomfortable. “Argh...she says human like that...fuck...” He wiped a hand down his face.

Tyg laughed. “Would you call me human?” Her eyes blazed into ice fire.

They all swallowed hard and Harper shook his head. “No...certainly wouldn’t...”

“Well then...what say you?”

“Fine...if you can do good on your promises to us.” Golan sighed and looked around at the other two. They both nodded their heads. “You lead us.”

“Excellent.” Tyg placed her hands on the desk, business-like. “First of all, I need to find out everything you can on a Lord Coulter. Who he talks to, who he drinks with, who he sleeps with.”

The three men all blanched. “Shit, you don’t beat around the bush do you, little lady...” Golan chuckled, raking a hand through his long lanky hair.

“I don’t have time to...now...” She twiddled her fingers at them in a dismissive manner. “I’m busy...I’ll set some instructions for Talon to give to you tomorrow. I need you all to start looking for people who can become spies, adaptable people, generally skilled...compile a list and then we’ll get them integrated into where I need them.”

Tyg knew her time was running out to get back to the castle before Leviathan came looking for her.

“Just like that, huh?” Golan huffed as he turned and Reese opened the door.

“Just like that.” Tyg grinned as they left.

Talon came in and closed the door. “Wow, I can’t believe you convinced them all to let you take Rochester’s place...you’re amazing.” His grin was wide and genuine.

Tyg gave him an amused look. “And I told them that you will be acting as my captain, relaying my orders, as I wish for my identity to be kept secret.”

“What?! Me?”

“Yes, you...I told you I would have a job for you, can you handle it?”

“They won’t listen to me...” He grumbled, looking at the floor.

“They will, I have been through the fact that what you say carries the weight of my order...they will.”

“If you say so...” Talon shrugged.

“It is all in the deliverance, Talon. Be confident that I am standing behind you...” Tyg smiled at him as she stood up. “Now, I have to go...I will only be able to be here two hours of every week day...the rest is up to you to organise, say what you like and just say it came from me.”

Talon looked at her with wide disbelieving eyes. “Really? You’re really going to let me use your name and order people around?”

“Yes...I need to find out everything about Lord Coulter...and I mean everything...have him followed, note everywhere he goes down. I’ve already told those three, make sure they do it. Plus those pickpockets of yours, I want them watching Lord Coulter too, play in the streets, people usually ignore poor children when they are laughing and playing.”

“Okay...so we’ve become a spy network?”

“I’m surprised you weren’t already...it’s exactly how things were run in Arial...” Tyg paused as she thought of something else. “Oh, and find someone reliable that’s good with figures.”

“Figures?”

“Maths, Talon...I need someone who can do my accounting, who can run a business effectively.”

“The accounting of the Guild is done by Brand.”

“Good, arrange for him to meet with me tomorrow...he just became a legitimate accountant of some small business I own.”

Talon looked after her in awe as she swept from the room, putting her cloak on and pulling up the black cloth over her face before disappearing out the window onto the roof.

He ran to the window and craned his neck out to see her leap from one roof to another on silent feet and disappear over an angled roof.

“Wow, panther is right...savage, beautiful and deadly silent.”
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Brand was an interesting man, quite reserved and quiet, a calculating beady look in his eye. He sat in a chair in front of Tyg with Talon standing to the side and listened to everything she had to say and explain that she wanted him to do. He made no comment when she was finished talking, merely looked through her bookwork, orders and invoices, took down some notes in a ledger he carried and when he finally finished and saw she was resting back in her chair looking at him for comment he merely sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose.

“Problem?” Tyg asked.

“No...no problem, it’s all rather straight forward...I’m a little stunned to be fair...”

“Stunned?” Tyg chuckled. “You’ve got quite the poker face if you’re stunned.”

He gave a wry little smirk and looked at Talon. “We have a lot of work to do, lad...are you up for it?”

“I think so...” Talon grumbled.

Brand looked back at Tyg. “Are you sure this one can do what you are asking him to do? These men you’re dealing with aren’t exactly patient and congenial...they need to be led like a bull to slaughter, with a belligerent attitude back.”

Tyg chuckled. “I’m sure with you behind him he’ll be fine...he’s not stupid and a fast learner...”

Talon blushed a little at the compliment wondering where it came from and what she was basing it on and Brand glanced at him again, dubiously. “Okay...so tell me more about these products of yours and this expansion plan? I’m finding the notion of going legitimate quite fascinating, I do help out a few of the market stall owners and the like to manage their money but nothing on such a grand scale like what you may be suggesting.”

“Good...” Tyg grinned. “...but not all of our business will be legit.”

“Enough to hide the criminal income, I think it will be a good way to actually launder the money from the Guild’s activities.”

Tyg liked to hear the fact this guy knew exactly what he was talking about. “I feel good leaving it all to you...I’m going to need to get into some stores as well...get these products out into the main stream and create more cash flow in order to generate enough to buy out Coulter from his family business and stop that cash flow going to these Temple Island Priests. Plus, women gossip a lot about what they hear their husbands doing...I need to create a space where they can come and shop and talk amongst themselves that can be monitored. Get the girls needed to man these stores from the young pretty ones that are heading towards more unsavoury jobs...pull them out from those even if you have to buy them out.”

Brand gave her a little look of understanding and appreciation, re-evaluating her ethics. “Is this all really true?” He asked a little sceptical of the whole reason behind it all.

“Would I be here if it wasn’t? This isn’t third hand information, I heard what I heard with my own ears and now I need to be able to investigate things...this isn't something you can just blunder into and make wild accusations and I can’t do the investigation myself, obviously?”

Brand’s eyebrow hooked up. “You seem quite capable...”

Tyg’s mouth twisted and she glared at him with an ire born of frustration. “I only have this small window of opportunity every day to get out unnoticed.”

“Why not just tell him about the threat?”

Tyg huffed and tapped her fingers on the desk. “I want to do this my way...besides, this network will be handy for other things that might crop up in the future...” She sounded a little vague and Brand’s gaze intensified for a moment. “Let’s just say I need my freedom from the castle or I will go insane...and nothing sells for big money like information.”

His eyes narrowed at that seeing the potential then shrugged, looking at his notes. “Very well...I will look into possible sites for your business...taking over existing apothecary stores will be easier than trying to approach suppliers as a new entity...however convincing those people to give them up will be a different matter. Those types of stores do quite well for themselves.”

“Do whatever you have to, just keep the accounting separate from the Guild in case the Emperor is one day made aware.” Tyg said softly but Brand heard the deadly undertone to it.

He flicked his gaze up at her from under his brows to see her intently watching him. His mouth twisted and he slowly nodded at her. “Very well...and if it pleases you I wish to visit the manufacturing warehouse.”

“Fine...I don’t have time to fuck around.” She said standing up and gathering her cloak.

Brand watched her go to the window and open it. She jumped out onto the roof, pulling her bandana up and leaned back in, her eyes blazing ice fire. “Any trouble with the stores and get Golan to fix it, but we’re not making them leave, just redistribute the income...become a manager rather than the business owner...that sort of thing, make it convincing. Oh, and Talon...get me a leather worker I need some things made.” She disappeared from the window and Brand looked back at Talon.

“What hell has been wrought upon us, boy?”

Talon looked a little surprised and rubbed the back of his neck not sure if Brand expected him to answer. When Brand continued to stare at him he frowned. “I think she’s going to make it successful, for everyone concerned, but she won’t take any shit, that's for sure. Better to not let anyone think they can double cross her.”

Brand cracked a rare smile. “I think you may be right, however I am dubious about just how far ahead that girl is planning things that we are yet to find out about.”

🏹

Tyg dropped back in through her window of her room for the second day in a row and removed her cloak, mask and swords hiding them back in a chest by her bed. She heard a sudden insistent knocking on her bedroom door and went over, opening it up to find the small timid form of Peony there.

“Oh, miss...you are in there...”

“Yeah, I was sleeping...what is it?”

“Ah...I came in to do my chores and the door was locked, I guessed you may have been resting but now there is a guard at the door with a message for you. He says it’s from the Emperor so I thought it best to wake you.”

“Thanks.” Tyg stepped passed Peony and to the main door of her rooms, opening it to find a soldier there wearing the black and gold livery of the Emperor’s personal guard. “What?” She asked a little abruptly, she was startled that Leviathan was sending someone to her already - that had been too close. She really needed this two hours a day to be a sure thing otherwise everything she had planned wasn’t going to work.

“His Imperial Majesty requires your attendance in his rooms, miss.” The guard smirked at her, his eyes dropping to her chest for a brief flicker.

Tyg’s mouth twisted as her top lip lifted on one side. “He’s finished early?”

The guard shrugged. “Not many petitioners today...”

“Really?” Tyg frowned in suspicion. “There’s a huge back log of people waiting for an audience with the Emperor over their petty legal disputes every day of the week...why is today different?”

“Ah...well...” The guard seemed uncomfortable. “Perhaps it was the Emperor’s mood that made people decide to forego today’s session.”

Tyg had to smile a little. “He’s in a bad mood? Just say so...” She slipped passed the guard and moved down the hall. “Not that I can usually change his mood...but I’ll give it a go.”

She walked into Leviathan’s room at the top of the tower cautiously to find the living area empty, the fire was roaring with new logs on it so she knew someone was in here. The cat was asleep sprawled out on his back in front of the fire on a bear skin rug. Her eyes went to the bedroom door as it opened and Leviathan’s gaze hit her with an intense curiosity.

“Tygarya, where have you been?” He demanded to know.

“In my room...” She frowned, wondering why it was such a big deal.

“Doing what?” He asked as he drifted over and ran his hand around her neck and grabbed onto her braid at the base of her skull, tipping her head back as his fist tightened, staring into her eyes with those azure orbs glowing at the touch.

“Now we’re back I have a lot of catching up to do with my business...just like you do.” She ran her hands up his chest and started undoing the buttons on his shirt hoping to appease and calm the intensity radiating from him. “People have been crying out for resupply, being away at war has created quite the demand.”

He smirked down at her. “I’m glad you have something to keep you busy...” He covered her mouth with his and kissed her with a passion, letting out a little groan of breath into her mouth. “I need you today...”

He swept her up off her feet and into his arms and walked off to the bedroom.

“Why are you so needy?” Tyg asked as she looked up at his stern looking face.

He dropped his gaze to her with a scowl then threw her on the bed, grabbed a fisted hand around her belt and dragged her bottom up to the edge making her open her legs around him. He leaned over her, one hand by her head pressed to the mattress and pinched her chin with the other.

“I’m not needy...I take what I want and right now that's you.” He growled before devouring her mouth for a full minute as he entwined his fingers with hers and pinned her hands to the bed.

When he finally pulled back he stood at the edge of the bed and lifted her leg, placing her booted foot upon his hard stomach and started undoing her laces.

She lay there catching her breath feeling a little dazed for a moment and saw the amused little smirk lift his lips as his gaze drifted over her. “I’m addicted, Tygarya...I admit it...this angelic sight of you sprawled, dazed before me right now will never get old.”

Tyg lifted onto her elbows and smiled beautifully at him, a faint blush creeping over her cheeks. He had never said anything so affectionate before.
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After a month things were progressing well for Tyg, she had managed to ascertain that Lord Coulter was indeed plotting against the throne, the constant mention of this place called Temple Island drew her interest and the fact that the Lord was visiting there one week out of every month, and leaving his entire fortune to the priests there as well as sending all his profits to them. He was also holding candestine meetings of the aristocracy, almost like a cult, all hooded and secretive rallying them against having such a powerful sorcerer as their omnipotent ruler. Tyg had managed to gain a list of all those that regularly attended these meetings.

She rested her elbows on the table, it was time to start formulating a plan, starting with the famous distillery that the Coulter family owned. It surprised her to learn that as a Lord, Coulter owned a large chunk of land down near Bastille and had serfs going his own potatoes, sugar beets and wheat to supply his large distillery. It was no wonder his profit was high. If she could lead Lord Coulter to believe the palace was interested in purchasing large volumes of his liquor he would have to sign a contract, Tyg could then get in to see the man and extort the distillery out from under him. If he wanted to give all his money to these priests, so be it, she was more than happy to strip his assets from him.

Her own business was taking off...she had left the accounting in the capable hands of Brand and he was enjoying this legitimate work making it flourish. Demands were starting to come in from other cities as far away as Asbel and Davios and Brand was already in full swing with expansion, quickly opening shops to encourage the boom of the sales peak. He realised this was a fad growth and that at some point the sales would drop off and stabilise but as Tyg needed cash flow fast he was opening up stores with the intention of closing them again once sales dropped off, although he had a feeling Tyg was more than expecting something of the sort he still felt like she had plans of her own that were privy only to her.

She was amazed at how well the stores were doing, although the fact that she had given the order to be ruthless with some of the landlords in the end, getting her people to threaten them into no rent but rather a small percentage of profit and making the current tenants eager to leave due to her men racketeering and bullying, it had to be done. She just hoped Leviathan or Antyn never found out it was all connected to her. Soon there would be enough to offer a buy out to Lord Coulter that he wouldn’t be allowed to refuse...

Her other problem was going to be Antyn...whenever she went out of the palace
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