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    Dear Reader,


  




  

    Thank you for buying this book. You may have noticed that it is free of Digital Rights Management. This means we have not enforced copy protection on it. All Tor ebooks are

    available DRM-free so that once you purchase one of our ebooks, you can download it as many times as you like, on as many e-readers as you like.


  




  

    We believe that making our Tor ebooks DRM-free is the best for our readers, allowing you to use legitimately-purchased ebooks in perfectly legal ways, like moving your library

    from one e-reader to another. We understand that DRM can make your ebooks less easy to read. It also makes building and maintaining your digital library more complicated. For these reasons, we

    are committed to remaining DRM-free.


  




  

    We ask you for your support in ensuring that our DRM-free ebooks are not subject to piracy. Illegally downloaded books deprive authors of their royalties, the salaries they rely

    on to write. If you want to report an instance of piracy, you can do so by emailing us: anti-piracy@macmillan.com.


  




  

    Very best wishes,


  




  

    The Tor UK team & our authors
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  The Messenger


  A Lucan Drakenfeld Story




  It Starts with a Letter


  The heat of Venyn City was relentless, and people arranged their lives to avoid the worst of the humidity. Dawn and dusk became the busy periods in which serious work was conducted. Often, as a

  consequence, business spilled into the evening and – from there – into enjoyment.




  As an Officer of the Sun Chamber, I’d seen a lot of different places but nights here were livelier than in any other nation I’d visited, with a flourishing trade in the

  taverns and backstreets behind the temples. The scythe-like curve of the harbour became a meeting place for a different type of clientele from those of daylight hours. Drinking, music and

  pleasures, legal and otherwise, were the order of the night and morals became as loose as the city’s baggy fashions, with even some of the city’s priests losing their holy grip on

  righteousness.




  Loccon curse-traders and Atrewen astrologers converged on the city for this particular season, dispensing spurious advice in dark alleyways and creating a business in fuelling feuds that

  escalated with the heat. As the temperature rose, so too did the numbers of the City Watch. They charged from one neighbourhood to the other, sweating under heavy bronze armour, dark green tunics

  and trousers, all in an effort to stamp out the fires of unrest.




  So with the city reaching its annual peak of violence, just how much time could I afford to dedicate to a simple letter?




   






  Even before I unrolled the letter from the tube, it had already aroused my curiosity. Hardly surprising considering someone had broken into my home to leave it there –

  that kind of desperation would have alerted any fool to its importance.




  My apartment was in a rough, inexpensive area, so I should not have been surprised at the broken window that greeted me, but for the past five years I had found the building to be reasonably

  secure – as much as any place could be in Venyn City. A city renowned for its lawless nature. The small wooden shutters above the table had been levered open, and I looked through them to the

  courtyard beyond. A few traders were leading their mules to the evening markets, a mad semi-naked priest, who was a familiar figure, was urinating up against the red stone wall opposite, but there

  was no trace of an intruder.




  After examining the rest of the apartment to check if anything had been stolen, I sat down and examined the message tube in more detail. It was about the length and width of my forearm, newly

  crafted from expensive leather, and similar to those carried by private messengers but without any identifying seals or markings.




  I opened it up and pulled out the letter which, at first glance, appeared to be written in blood:






  

    

      

        

          

            Lucan Drakenfeld, representative of the Sun Chamber for Venyn City, heed my words. Everyone will see Prince Bassim’s death. The stupid boy-prince will be no

            more. Everyone in this city will be witness to his cessation of life. Everyone will marvel at what I have done.


          


        


      


    


  






  The door opened and, expecting the worst, I slid back my chair, knocking it to the floor. But it was only my colleague, Leana.




  ‘You were expecting trouble.’ She’d already drawn her sword before I replied. There was always a sense of barely restrained violence in Leana’s movements and this,

  combined with her standard warrior garb of drab-brown breeches and leather breastplate, was rather reassuring right now.




  I gestured for her to put away the weapon. ‘Whoever it was, they’ve now gone,’ I said, and explained what had happened.




  We sat opposite each other, examining the letter in the fading daylight.




  ‘Why send it to you?’ she asked. ‘If this person wishes to kill Bassim, why not just do it and spare us the bother of reading their gabble?’




  ‘I’d been wondering the same thing,’ I replied. ‘Whoever did it probably wants the attention. An audience for the act.’




  ‘So why give them what they want? Throw it away. These are the fantasies of some madman.’




  ‘But it concerns me – this parchment is high quality material, and the tube is well crafted. We should take it seriously.’




  ‘Spirits save me, if it was a poor man who did this, you would just dismiss it – is that what you mean?’




  ‘I didn’t say that,’ I replied.




  ‘You wealthy people are all the same.’




  ‘I’m hardly the same,’ I snapped, indignant at her tone. ‘Look at this place – I might have been fortunate growing up, but I hardly live like a king.’




  ‘That may be so.’ Leana turned her attention to the letter once again while I tried to calm myself. To be honest, I liked Leana’s confrontational attitude, as it kept me

  vigilant about my own flaws. And she was very good at pointing out any I had overlooked.
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