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A less-than-honorable knight, Aenghel fights in tournaments by day and runs a floating craps game by night.
Danger strikes when the gunfathers of his violent homeland demand protection money—and he can’t pay.
With his neck on the line, Aenghel rolls the dice in the biggest gamble of his life.
A story of Nairn.
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Aenghel pulled his destrier up sharply just before the barrier of stacked thorn bushes. He leapt down from the saddle and ran parallel to the barrier, his sabatons slipping in the mire. Though shouts and screams came at him from all sides, he knew that the battle was over that way.
He had dropped his lance here earlier on purpose. He picked it up. The shouts and screams increased in volume. He crouched behind the lowest part of the thorn barrier, where a destrier would naturally seek to jump, and drove the butt of the lance into the muddy ground. He waited. The rain poured down.
The ground thundered. “Ygr! Ygr!” A thousand throats yelled the name of Aenghel’s liege lord and—now—worst enemy.
First over the barrier came Nigalt Sund’Athla, his destrier’s chanfron and peyfral filthy with mud. Yet the Sund’Athla arms of the crow and the wolf, saltire, were visible on his flapping surcoat. Aenghel crouched lower. The destrier sailed over him, its stupendous muscles propelling 1,500 pounds of man and animal through the air. Next came Sir Nigold, Nigalt’s twin. Wait. Now here came the last of the Wolves who had been ambushed by the lake, Leagal Wandrylla. Leagal seemed to wink at Aenghel through the T-shaped slit in his helm as he flew overhead.
Aenghel rammed the butt of his lance deeper into the mud, stomping on the vamplate like it was a hoe. It was a cavalry lance, just twelve feet long, but its point was sharp enough to cut slow-glass and there was no reason it should not serve as a pike.
The first of the Ygr Overwhelm knights crested the barrier. In hot pursuit of the Wolves, he had set his destrier to jump low and long. The steed should have impaled itself on Aenghel’s lance. Yet some animal sixth sense warned it to turn aside, twisting its forequarters in the air—and the knight came off. He plunged into the thorns, falling badly.
Aenghel dodged the destrier’s hooves and drew his sword. While the other knight struggled to get up, Aenghel hooked a foot around his leg and toppled him. But the other knight scythed his sword out, forcing Aenghel to jump back.
Slithering and stumbling, they hacked at each other. The thorns crashed down around them. Feint, slash, parry, riposte, time stretching like bubble gum, Aenghel thinking: Is this enough? Have I made him angry enough yet?
He couldn’t recognize the other knight, whose surcoat was utterly besmirched with mud. But the blows hammering down on his blade told him that he was facing one of the strongest knights of the Overwhelm, maybe even Rand Ygr himself.
His tunnel vision excluded everything except the point of his opponent’s blade and the narrow blue eyes in the helm-slit. Yet he was aware of eyes watching him. Faces lined the arena, roaring like the sea. Ten thousand spectators, and many of them had field-glasses, and most of those were capable of boring for hours on every little fucking nuance of the dance of swords that Aenghel had practised from childhood, like it or not.
Enough.
He slipped. Dropped to one knee. Lost his balance on the parry and went flat on his back. His opponent leapt after him, kicked his sword away and ripped his helm off, keeping his own blade poised in a one-handed grip, ready to stab if Aenghel tried anything, which he would not. He was finished.
He turned his face aside, exposing his throat.
God in heaven, but this was going to hurt.
Rand Ygr laughed. He stepped back and extended a hand to Aenghel. “Get up, Morriarghty. If you want to throw a fight, you’ll have to do better than that.” He waited. “You are better than that,” he said, and jogged away to catch his destrier.
Aenghel lay where he was. The rain beat on his face.
He was done for.
“The boyos had six figures on us to lose,” Leagal Wandrylla said. “I should have done it myself.”
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