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      As the city of Cintarra groans in the iron fist of the Heptarchy's legions, Sir Niall of the Order of the Soulblade and the master thief Moriah Rhosmor join forces to fight the invaders.

      But the dark powers of the Heptarchy may be too strong for anyone to defeat... 
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      This story takes place between the events of DRAGONTIARNA: LEGIONS and DRAGONTIARNA: DEFENDERS.
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      Niall hurried along the street, keeping his head down, his document of labor rolled up in his right hand.

      He felt the cold black eyes of the arachar orcs as he passed the soldiers.

      Cintarra groaned in the iron fist of the Heptarchy invaders. The city had fallen to Warlord Agravhask’s army, and now the Heptarchy soldiers swarmed through the streets, ordering all things according to the will of the conquerors. Any man or woman fit enough to work was issued a document of labor, assigning them work in exchange for their daily ration of food. The arachar soldiers had seized every scrap of food in the city and now doled it out to obedient workers.

      Disobedient workers were executed in public, with crowds ordered to watch.

      Niall walked through the streets of Cintarra’s Eastern City, heading for the wreckage that had once been the harbor district. He had no weapons, no armor, and only wore simple, dirty clothes. The only thing he carried was the document of labor.

      Which, as it happened, was a forgery.

      “You there! Human!” came a harsh voice.

      Niall turned, keeping a diffident expression on his face.

      A gaunt figure in a blue robe strode towards him. The man in the robe had a gray-skinned face, with a heavy jaw and pointed ears beneath thick black hair. He was a kyralf, a hybrid of the orcs and dark elves bred by the Visionary in the dark lands of the Heptarchy. The blue robe marked the kyralf as an Ordinariate, one of the servants of the priestesses of the Seven Temples. While the Ordinariates did not have as much power as the spiderling priestesses, they still had a great deal of authority and commanded considerable dark magic.

      And the Ordinariate could kill Niall on the spot without consequence.

      “Sir?” said Niall, keeping that humble expression on his face.

      “I am looking for a servant, human,” said the Ordinariate, speaking Latin with a thick accent. Despite that, Niall had no trouble understanding him. Both the Ordinariates and the priestesses had learned Latin with disturbing speed. “Your duties will be to look after my clothing and gear and prepare my meals. Come with me.”

      “I already have duties, sir,” said Niall, holding out the document of labor.

      The Ordinariate grimaced, snatched the scroll, and read it. Niall felt a bead of sweat slide down his back. Moriah had claimed that the documents produced by Helmut’s forger would pass the most critical eye. Niall trusted Moriah, but Niall wasn’t sure that he trusted Helmut and the halfling’s vast network of nieces, nephews, and grandchildren, all of whom seemed to have some kind of criminal enterprise or another.

      Niall was watching, so he saw the brief flicker of alarm that went over the Ordinariate’s face. The forged document of labor instructed Niall to present himself in the ruins of the harbor district as soon as possible, and Warlord Agravhask himself had commanded that the wreckage of the harbor warehouses was to be converted to supply caches.

      No one among the Heptarchy invaders dared to defy Agravhask of Mazulrast.

      “Move along,” commanded the Ordinariate, thrusting the rolled document into Niall’s chest. “See that you do not dawdle. The Seven Temples have no use for idlers and sluggards.”

      “Yes, sir,” said Niall, clutching the document, but the Ordinariate was already striding away.

      Niall took a deep breath to settle his nerves and hurried towards the docks.

      Or what was left of them, anyway.

      Archbishop Caelmark had built defenses around Cintarra’s ocean harbor, readying the men of the city to hold back the Heptarchy invasion fleet. The barricades and archers’ nests should have held the enemy until Crown Prince Accolon arrived with reinforcements. Instead, the engineers of the Heptarchy had used some sort of weapon of alchemical fire, and the resultant explosions had shattered the docks and broken the defenses. Huge craters marked the dockside district. Every building had suffered some damage, and most of them had collapsed. Gangs of workmen toiled to clear away the rubble under the grim-eyed supervision of arachar soldiers. Hundreds of Heptarchy warships filled the harbor, and more waited at anchor at sea.

      Niall spotted the man he had come to meet.

      The halfling walked at the edge of the destruction, wearing a backpack and two heavy satchels. He had graying brown hair and enormous blue eyes in a bony face. Niall always thought halflings looked ethereal and delicate, but the man bore up under his load without difficulty. Of course, his backpack and satchels were full of loaves of hard bread, distributed to the workmen during the day to keep up their strength.

      Niall caught the halfling’s eye, and the man gave a shallow nod. He veered off towards a narrow alley between two destroyed warehouses, and Niall followed him. The alley was carpeted with broken brick and shattered roofing tiles, and the halfling stopped a few yards into it, taking care to keep his balance on the broken stones.
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