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Chapter 1
The sun was shining when the boat landed at the dock in Vienna.  Grady stood at the prow watching the city.  He scanned the skyline for what?  Something he hoped he might recognize from a memory that did not feel like his own. 
He saw a few different buildings that he thought had changed, then one thing stood out to him.  It was the top of a tower, not very large, pointed and somehow dark.  “A cell,” thought Grady.  A flash to himself in chains screaming while birds flew by the windows went through his mind.  Grady felt dizzy and almost fell, but he steadied himself against the rail.
“You all right?” asked one of the sailors.
“Fine,” muttered Grady “must be I still don’t have my sea legs, or river legs or whatever you call them.”  The sailor shrugged and turned away to help with the landing of the boat against the dock.  Grady went down in the hold to check his wagon and its cargo.
The wagon was secured between a number of other crates.  There was a burlap blanket thrown over the top.  Grady peeked inside to see his barrels of what people assumed were wine there and untouched.  He had coated the top of each with red wax so he would know if anyone was trying to imbibe the stuff. 
Of course, when the person’s insides turned to water and they died a horrible painful death, then Grady would also have known.  Grady shrugged off the thought.  He sighed and replaced the blanket.  He went over and checked all three of his horses. 
The two draft horses, brown with golden hair, and the one he had taken from Josef, a grey mount that was not much to look at but seemed sturdy enough.  The black stallion he had bought in Hamburg had bolted and run off when he had killed Josef in Ulm.
“Piss head,” muttered Grady as he turned and went up the stairs back to the main deck.  He saw the captain there who greeted Grady, their only passenger, as warmly as anyone expecting payment.  “How much longer?” asked Grady.
“Hour to be docked, then another two or three to get your wares and horses out of the hold,” explained the captain who was missing his two front teeth which gave him a very peculiar way of speaking.
“Fine,” said Grady who had a to suppress a smile every time he talked to the man.  Grady went back to his cabin and laid down on the bunk while he waited.  He closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep.  His dreams were filled with sand, daggers in the dark, and a blonde young woman who he distinctively remembered being named Charolette , who in the dream Grady had spent the night with.  Grady had murmured something about the dream in his sleep “Go Jude, go.”
Chapter 2
Grady awoke to one of the sailors saying he was ready to go, just had to handle the funds.  Grady got up drank some beer, used the chamber pot one more time before grabbing his stuff and heading out to the deck.  He had to pour some cold water on himself that morning and was shivering,  “Stop that!” he commanded himself under his breath.
“What’s that now?” asked the captain.
“Nothing,” Grady shook his head “this should be enough,” he dropped a bag of coins into the captain’s hand whose eyes went wide as dinner plates.
“Well let’s take a look and see!” said the captain a little too eagerly.  They pulled two stools and a crate over while the captain looked at the contents of the bag.  “Seems to be enough,” he muttered to himself.  He looked at Grady and smiled his toothless grin, “guess you will be heading off now.”
“Guess so,” nodded Grady again trying not to laugh.  He disembarked from the ship and found his wagon, the grey horse tied to the back.  He climbed onto the driver’s seat and took the reins from a sailor before driving off.
“Alright Grady, you got the same problem you had in Ulm,” Grady rode through the streets of Vienna “where the fuck am I going to put this?”  Grady rode around the streets until he came to a plaza where a slave auction was occurring. 
Spaniards from the Erl lands were showing off their wares.  Parading one particularly attractive looking Erl woman.  Grady stopped and watched for a few minutes.  The Erl woman was wearing a dress with flowers on it and she was looking at her feet.  She had the look of someone who was trying their best to deny their situation, but tears could come at any moment. 
She was spun around a few times till an attractive man asked the slavers to take her dress off.  The slaver smiled and nodded and pulled the white garment down to reveal her small breasts.  The crowd began yelling larger amounts of money.  Grady picked his nose, looked at what was on his finger then flicked it away.  He drove the wagon further on down the street hoping to find somewhere he could use. 
Grady searched through the city until he found an inn that also had armed guards.  The price was higher than he wanted to pay but he figured a few wealthy pockets picked and he could afford it till he was done in the city.  Grady’s wagon was parked in the stable and kept under the watchful eyes of a few guards.  Grady went to his room and dropped his stuff off then decided to go out and explore the city.
The first thing Grady wanted to do was find the location of the Coven.  Grady himself had never been to the city before.  Jude had but it had also been a few hundred years since the black wizard had walked the streets. 
Grady needed a better idea of what the city was like.  He stopped and asked the innkeeper about where someone might find a map or more on the city.  The innkeeper informed him to go to the Rathaus, and gave Grady directions.  He was told it was close enough to go on foot and Grady shrugged figuring why not.
Grady walked along the streets following the directions he was given.  He stopped along the way and did a quick count of his funds.  Lower than a drunk at five am he thought.  “Piss,” Grady muttered and started looking around.  He spotted a fat man in a purple doublet and a black gown coming to the other direction.  Grady looked around quickly and made to shadow the fat man. 
The fat man wobbled this and way and that along the sidewalk mopping his jowls with a silk handkerchief.  He had not seen Grady tailing him yet.  Grady moved quick and quiet as a cat and brought his dagger down in the fat man’s back while his hand snaked around his head and clasped over his mouth.  The fat man went down quickly and quietly than Grady was on him searching him just as quick.  He found three bags of coins that he pocketed.  When he was ramming the last one in his pocket, he heard the shouts and heard the feet of two men coming towards him.
Two guards wearing the red and white of the city came rushing towards him.  “Piss on my luck!” spat Grady who pulled the dagger, he worked on his spit or a few seconds then licked the blade of the dagger. Grady turned and the other way. One of the guards proved to be quicker than Grady was and grabbed his shoulder. Grady turned pulling on the guards arm before plunging his dagger into the guards side. The weight of the guard falling pulled the blade from Grady’s hand. The guard stopped then he advanced on Grady slowly.
Grady pulled his sword as the guard lowered his halberd and charged forward.  Grady danced out of the way of the weapon and rammed his shoulder into the man pushing against the wall of a building.  Grady faked towards the man’s legs who moved his halberd into the position to block Grady’s sword.  Grady then spun around and brought the weapon down, cutting off his head.
Grady stood up and looked at his handiwork, as he did so he heard “Murderer! He killed three men!”  Grady rolled his eyes and ran the other way.
Chapter 3
Grady ran down the street and looked behind him only to see a few twenty or thirty people running after him.  “Piss on me!” Grady looked at the angry faces trailing behind him “where the fuck did they come from?”  Grady kept on running till he was to the end of the street.  He looked left and right rather comically then looked behind him “FUCK!” Grady ran towards the left as there were more corners for him to possibly lose the mob in.
Grady dug down and sprinted towards the nearest corner concealing the shadows around him.  The mob ran past, Grady jumped out after them and cut down the three in the rear with swings from his sword.  The rest of the mob heard their deaths and turned to pursue him.  “Piss,” spat Grady as he ran back the way he came, it really was his favorite word. 
Grady ran back across the street and up another alleyway.  He turned into a corner and ducked into some more shadows.  The mob ran past but five stopped to look at the corner, looking at the sun then the shadows. 
Due to the position of the sun, the shadows should not have been so dark.  Grady leaped out stabbing one man in the throat with another dagger.  He received a blow to his ribs for it, Grady jumped back from it and ran his blade across his assailant's throat.  He then kicked out at the knee of another who fell
