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A Hero is Never Too Old
By J.T. Marie
Her eyes flew open at the slight sound, loud in the darkness. She listened carefully until she heard it again—the turning of a latch. Beside her, her husband snored softly, still asleep.
A high squeal eased into the night—the balcony door in the study. Should have oiled that, Lady Jessa thought as she quietly got out of bed. She tiptoed to the door, slightly ajar, between their bedroom and her husband’s study. Pulling it open a little wider, she peeked into the other room, lit only by moonlight through the balcony door.
A dark shadow crept along the far wall.
With her heart beating rapidly, Lady Jessa slipped into the room. Her gaze never left the shade in front of her. It crossed the room at a stealthy pace, heading for the tall pedestal that held her husband’s most prized possession. As shadowy hands removed the glass case from the pedestal’s top, Lady Jessa lit the large candle beside her.
Suddenly the shadow took on the form of a young man dressed in black. Confidently, he set the glass aside, ignoring her. Lady Jessa waited until he had the legendary Ky-Lin horn in his hands before she said, “Well, it’s about time you got here.”
Startled, the man looked at her and fumbled the horn. It was a large, curved hunting horn, spiraled like the horn of the Ky-Lin unicorn itself. Lady Jessa hurried to his side, hissing, “Careful!” She lifted the horn from his grasp and slung the thick leather strap over one shoulder. From the other room, she thought she heard her husband stir. The stranger stared at her openly. “Good idea, taking this,” she said with a glance over her shoulder at the bedroom door, “but it’ll mean nothing if you break it.”
Numbly, the man nodded. “Who are you?”
She sighed. “Gods, didn’t they tell you anything?” With the horn easily resting on her shoulder, she knocked over the pedestal, shattering the glass case as it fell. She winced at the sound. “Never mind—just make a mess here and let’s get going.”
“Where to?” The man stood there, confused.
“Hurry!” Lady Jessa pushed him into action and within a few minutes the study was destroyed. Furniture broken, books strewn about the room. As a final touch, Lady Jessa used the Ky-Lin horn to break the glass in the balcony doors. Her husband was a sound sleeper—he slept right through the noise, as she knew he would, and she herself had dispatched the manor’s guards earlier that evening. Stepping out onto the balcony, she looked down. Two stories below, a single horse nickered softly in the dark.
“You didn’t bring me a horse?” she asked.
The young man shifted anxiously. “Didn’t know you were coming along.” He reached for the horn, but she pulled it back.
“I’ve got it.” She sighed. “Guess we’ll take my horse, though for the price I paid, I’ve thought a horse would be included.”
Before the man could say anything, Lady Jessa hauled her robes up around her knees, climbed over the railing, and shimmied the slim rope hanging down to the ground. She looked up at the young man peering over the side of the balcony at her and called out quietly, “Wait here. I’ll get my horse.”
By the time he reached the ground, her mare pranced nervously beside his gelding. As he vaulted into the saddle, he turned to her. The legendary Ky-Lin horn of Lord Garrian was tied onto her pommel and hung against the shoulders of her horse. Lady Jessa sat side-saddle, dressed in full riding gear.
“Ready?” she asked him. Quickly he nodded, and she spurred her horse on.
He hurried his gelding after her.
Morning sunlight flooded the bedroom as the heavy curtains were pulled wide. Lord Garrian tugged the blankets over his head and groaned. Another day at court, he thought. Allowing the king to honor him with a demesne had been the worse decision Garrian ever made. He was the prophesied champion of the land, the only warrior to ever lay claim to the legendary Ky-Lin horn. But he had been younger then, full of hot blood and adventure. A demesne and lordship seemed an easy way to secure a future for Jessa.
But the duties and affairs of office dragged him down. Where was the adventure in taxation and farming? If not for his wife, still beautiful and loving after all these years, some mornings he wouldn’t even get out of bed.
A loud screech ripped apart the quiet morning. From under the covers, Garrian sighed. The maid had found a mouse, perhaps a spider. That was the height of excitement anymore. No dragons or evil wizards, not even a decent murder or theft to—
“It’s gone!” Garrian sat up at the cry from his manservant. The door to the study stood open and he saw books littering the thick carpet. He probably knocked over a shelf, he thought, but he couldn’t stop the quickening of his pulse as he hurried into the study.
Among the strewn tomes and papers, shards of thick glass protruded from the carpet—the case where he kept the Ky-Lin horn was shattered, the pedestal overturned, the horn itself gone. He followed the debris out onto the balcony, where an early breeze stirred the curtains through a broken window pane. A thin rope snaked down from the railing to the ground, and the grass below appeared to have been recently trampled. A smile tugged at Garrian’s lips. Here was his adventure, at last!
“Where is my wife?” he asked his manservant.
The manservant stuttered. “She’s gone, too, milord.”
Garrian’s smile turned wicked. His most priceless treasures—the Ky-Lin horn and his wife Jessa—both gone…what a morning this would be!
“Ready my stallion,” he called as he hurried to dress. “Adventure awaits.”
A craggy hill marked the northern border of Lord Garrian’s demesne. Two riders reached the hill an hour past sunrise. Just beyond the border, the horses cantered to a halt. “You can go back now,” the young man said, turning to Lady Jessa. “I’ll take the horn from here.”
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23386 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!