
        
            
                
            
        



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WARLORD'S ASSASSIN

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2016.

      Copyright © 2016 Anna Kashina.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1940076355

    

    
    
      Written by Anna Kashina.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Anna Kashina

	    

      
	    
          
	      Assassins' Code

          
        
          
	          Blades of the Old Empire

          
        
          
	          The Guild of Assassins

          
        
          
	          Assassin Queen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Majat Code

          
        
          
	          Warlord's Assassin

          
        
          
	          Majat Testing

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Spirits of the Ancient Sands

          
        
          
	          The Princess of Dhagabad

          
        
          
	          The Goddess of Dance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Solstice Maiden

          
        
          
	          Mistress of the Solstice

          
        
          
	          Vladimir Keilis-Borok: a Biography

          
        
          
	          Lacrimosa of Dana

          
        
          
	          Lacrimosa of Dana: Castaway Tales

          
        
      

      
    
    


	Anna Kashina

 

 

WARLORD’S ASSASSIN

 

A STORY OF THE MAJAT CODE

 

 

 

 

Lord Garet von Eyvern settled into a chair at the side of the Majat Guildmaster’s desk, surveying the tall man across from him with carefully disguised curiosity. Master Oden Lan looked to be in his fifties, a decade or so older than Garet himself, and every bit as dangerous as the rumors portrayed him. Even the casual way he leaned back into his chair betrayed his powerful grace, one of the marks of his advanced warrior rank. A Diamond. The Majat Guild elected their leaders from their very best. 

“Your request is highly unusual, Lord Garet.” The Guildmaster’s deep voice had a suffused quality, as if the man was purposely not using it to its full power. “I feel I need to understand more to make a proper recommendation.”

Garet shifted in his seat, his tentative smile fading under Oden Lan’s intent gaze. “I’m sorry if I’ve been inadvertently confusing in phrasing my request, Master Oden Lan. I must pay a visit to the Warlord Zorand’s fortress. I’ve expected his reputation to be well known within these walls.” 

“It is, Lord Garet. If you were seeking advice, I would have suggested that you decline his invitation. I must assume, however, that you have no choice.” Oden Lan’s voice trailed off in a half-question.

Garet swallowed. “You assumed right, Master Oden Lan. I have no choice. Worse, I can envision several ways in which things could go terribly wrong in there, even aside from Zorand’s generally volatile nature. I’d like a very capable bodyguard by my side, one of your best. Is there anything unusual about that?”

Oden Lan’s lips twitched. “Not at all, Lord Garet. It was the rest of your letter that caused certain amount of puzzlement on my side. You asked for an attractive woman.” 

Garet leaned forward. “If Zorand suspects I am bringing in a top-ranked Majat bodyguard, he would turn me away, at best. I was hoping an attractive woman would look more inconspicuous.” Not to mention more likely to entice Zorand to let down his guard. “I heard some of your Diamond-ranked warriors are…female.” 

The Guildmaster nodded. “I understand now, Lord Garet. However, I regret to inform you that we cannot fulfill this particular request.”

Garet’s heart fell. “You cannot?”

“No. I believe that none of our female Diamonds would fit the bill. As I hope you know, their skill and rank have nothing to do with their gender, or with being, as you put it, attractive.”

Garet frowned. Did Oden Lan sound offended at his request? Or was he merely implying that their female Diamonds were not attractive enough to catch Zorand’s attention? He swallowed the rising mix of irritation and despair. If the Majat could not help him, what the hell was he supposed to do?

“I am sorry we’ve both wasted our time, Guildmaster.” Garet moved to rise, but Oden Lan’s gaze stopped him.

“I hope you know I wouldn’t have asked you to come all the way here if I didn’t have a solution to offer, Lord Garet.”

Garet lowered back into his seat. He hated the theatrics, but the surge of hope rising in his chest at the Guildmaster’s words drowned out all other feelings. 

“We have a trainee,” Oden Lan said, “who, I believe, is just the person you need.”

“A trainee?” Garet’s heart fell again. “I don’t think that...”

“His name is Mai,” Oden Lan went on, as if oblivious to the interruption. “He is only weeks away from his ranking tournament, and the Guild strongly believes he will become our very next Diamond.”

“But — ” Garet bit his lip under Oden Lan’s stern look.

“I understand, of course, that you may want to become more familiar with the young man, if you are to consider hiring him as a bodyguard.” 

Garet shook his head. “I don’t believe that a man, even a highly trained one, can possibly…”

“This one can.”

“How can you be so sure?”

Oden Lan smiled. “I know a thing or two about Zorand. Besides, Mai is not a usual trainee. In the very least, you should meet him before you make any decisions.” He didn’t wait for a reply as he reached over and rang the bell on his desk. After a moment an old man with a long, expressive face entered at a fast walk. 

“Master Abib,” Oden Lan said, nodding toward the newcomer, “is our weapons keeper. He will accompany you to the training grounds, so that you can meet Mai in person. He can also answer any other questions you might have.”

“Very well.” Garet couldn’t escape the feeling that he was wasting time. Still, if the Majat didn’t have the bodyguard he needed, his mission was doomed anyway. He didn’t see any other options.

He bowed his head to hide disappointment as he followed the old weapons keeper out of the room.

***

The Majat training grounds occupied the back area of the Fortress, a large flat space framed by the ascending rock cliffs behind it. At high noon it stood nearly empty, with only a few figures exercising in one of the numerous practice ranges.

“Lunch hour,” Abib offered by way of explanation as he strode to an arched gateway at the side of the plaza. Garet’s eyes were drawn to the activity beneath it.

Two young women were arguing with a middle-aged man wearing a padded leather vest over a practice outfit. The women were very attractive, and dressed to show it. The man, tall and wiry, looked agitated. A trainer, Garet guessed, by the way his vest wrapped his chest tightly, as if strapped on to protect against chance blows from opponents of a superior skill. The man’s clothing looked dusty and practical, not like that of some younger warriors who, as Garet knew, were encouraged to take better care of their appearance. 

It took a careful look to notice another man standing aside, a silent observer to the scene. He looked very young, a slender boy with blond hair that spilled in waves down to his shoulders, his skin so smooth that even the women next to him seemed coarse by comparison. His iconic face seemed fit for a painting rather than a man of flesh. But more than these features, Garet felt struck by the boy’s expression — that of quiet interest, as if the argument in front of him was purely an academic one. 

One of the women disengaged from the conversation and flung herself at the boy, capturing his lips in a long, passionate kiss. The boy responded, drawing her into a deeper embrace. The trainer raised his voice. His face contorted with irritation as he directed his speech first at the boy, who did not react at all, then to the other woman, who frowned and nodded, then stepped forward and pulled her companion away. Garet couldn’t tell for sure, but it seemed that the boy’s glance at the trainer held quiet triumph, as if he was enjoying the older man’s annoyance. Then more men appeared from the archway and ushered the two women out of sight.

Garet pursed his lips. “Please tell me this is not your trainee, Master Abib.” 

“This is Mai, yes,” Abib said stiffly.

“Popular with women, is he?” 

“You have no idea.” 

Garet stopped in his tracks. “I wish to go back to your Guildmaster.”

“Why don’t you at least talk to him, my lord?” Abib suggested. “He might surprise you.”

“He already has,” Garet said through clenched teeth. Yet, he resumed his walking. Something in this boy, Mai, continued to stir his curiosity. Perhaps it was the way he held himself with his trainer, as if he was the senior one in the conversation. Or the ease in his posture as he leaned against the wall, as if the stone tower behind him had been erected entirely for his convenience. Despite the fact that just moments ago Garet had trouble noticing him, the boy was now dominating the scene — and he seemingly achieved this effect without even changing position.
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