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Description








Long before he became the
Shield Knight, Ridmark Arban was a young Swordbearer in the court
of the lord of the Northerland.

And when savage orcs descend
upon the people of the Northerland, Ridmark must fight in their
defense, or fall upon the field of battle...
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The events of SHIELD KNIGHT:
DUEL take place between the novels SEVENFOLD SWORD: UNITY and
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Chapter 1:
Horses








Ninety-nine days after the
quest of the Seven Swords began, ninety-nine days after the day in
the Year of Our Lord 1488 when the cloaked stranger came to the
High King of Andomhaim’s court, Calliande Arban sat down, pulled
her boots off, and dipped her feet into the stream’s rushing
waters.

A sigh escaped her lips.

God, but her feet ached.

She was a fit woman, and she
had rebuilt the strength she had lost during her long illness and
depression after her infant daughter’s death. But Calliande had
been traveling every day for weeks, and those travels had been
interspersed with deadly battles against powerful enemies. That had
been exhausting when she had done it ten years ago, when she and
Ridmark had been trying to find the secret of the Frostborn.

It was even more exhausting
now.

Still, she thought with wry
amusement, that it was probably a good sign she felt the same as
she had ten years ago. Just slightly more tired, that was all.

Around her, the others
prepared to camp for the night. They had left the Illicaeryn
Jungles and returned to the Takai Steppes, and while the steppes
were hot, they lacked the oppressive humidity of the jungles. A
stream ran over the plains here in a shallow gully, no doubt
flowing towards the River Morwynial and the Serpent Marshes.

Ridmark was talking to
Magatai, consulting him about the path ahead. Tamlin, Krastikon,
and Tamara stood talking in quiet voices. Third stood perched at
the edge of the gully, keeping watch, while Calem waited next to
her. Third kept watch because it was her nature to remain vigilant.
Calem kept watch because he and Kalussa were trying to stay away
from each other, and Kalussa was standing at the edge of the creek,
trying not to look at anything. Calliande supposed she should do
something about that, but anything she did would just make it
worse. Kalussa and Calem had to work things out for themselves.

Ridmark walked towards her,
and Tamlin followed him.

“Enjoying yourself?” said
Ridmark.

“Immensely,” said Calliande.
“The stream is cold, though I don’t know why.”

“Ah,” said Magatai, steering
his struthian mount Northwind towards her. “Magatai knows the
answer to this riddle. Far to the south, the Illicaeryn Jungles end
in mighty mountains. When there is much snow in winter, the snows
melt and rush south. Likely that is why the stream is cold.”

“Not that it matters,” said
Tamlin. “You seem able to conjure as much ice as you want.”

“It’s more useful as drinking
water,” said Calliande.

“We shouldn’t camp here,”
said Ridmark. “The gully is too exposed. On the far bank, I
think.”

“I know,” said Calliande with
a sigh. She picked up her staff and got to her feet with a grunt,
stepping out of the water. Cramps shot through her legs, and she
grimaced and paced until they subsided. “At least we can wash here.
Ah, but I miss horses.” She looked at Magatai. “Pity your
struthians cannot bear the weight of humans.”

Magatai grinned and patted
Northwind’s neck, the gangly lizard letting out a squawk. “Magatai
thinks humans are too tall, anyway.”

“I wonder what use horses
would be, though,” said Tamara.

“Oh?” said Calliande, looking
at her. Tamara was tall and strong-looking with thick black hair
bound in a braid, her right eye a cold blue and her left eye a
strange shade of purple. She wore a long coat of scutian leather,
which never seemed to make her warm, and carried a staff of golden
metal in her left hand.

“They seem like such a
strange animal,” said Tamara. “Tamlin was telling me about
them.”

“Tamlin has never seen a
horse either,” said Ridmark, his voice dry.

“Aye, but they seem so
fragile,” said Tamara. “With hooves that need steel shoes, and
ankles that can break easily.” She reached over and patted
Northwind’s shoulder, and the struthian let out an approving
squawk. “The struthians of the Takai seem much more resilient.”

“If we had horses,” said
Calliande, crossing to a low boulder, “we wouldn’t have to walk
everywhere.” She sat down and pulled her boots back on. “And if
King Hektor had horses, the War of the Seven Swords might have been
over by now.” Memories from a hundred different battles flashed
through her mind. “Footmen can repel a charge of horsemen, but only
if they do everything right, and they usually don’t.” She stood
back up. “Horses have a thousand different weaknesses, aye, and
require much care, but their strengths are very strong.”

“That just seems…wrong,
somehow,” said Kalussa, shaking her head. She and Calem might have
been trying to ignore each other, but Kalussa Pendragon rarely
passed on an opportunity to share her opinion. “The men of
Owyllain, commoner and noble alike, fight on foot. Riding on the
backs of animals is for servants.”

“The warriors of the Takai
fight on the backs of animals,” Magatai pointed out.

“Aye, but you are halflings,”
said Kalussa. Magatai snorted. “You don’t even live in cities as we
do.”

“In the right time and the
right place,” said Ridmark, “a few horsemen can decide a
battle.”

“Just as a few warriors of
the Takai, mounted upon the backs of our struthians,” said Magatai,
“can win a fight.”

“Exactly,” said Ridmark.

Tamara smiled. “You’re about
to tell a story, aren’t you?”

“I might as well,” said
Ridmark. “We need to set up camp anyway.” He gestured towards the
far side of the creek. “I’ll tell you about the time a few horsemen
decided the fate of a village.”

***

 



Chapter 2:
Swordbearer








It was twenty years ago, and
I was a new-made Swordbearer in the court of Dux Gareth Licinius of
the Northerland. I was good with a sword but young and reckless,
and too stupid to realize it.

But the Northerland is a good
place for a young, reckless man with a sword. It needs reckless
young men with swords. It is the northernmost reach of the realm of
Andomhaim, and it is a dangerous land. Bone orcs raid from the
Qazaluuskan Forest to find sacrifices for their god, and other
tribes of pagan orcs move through the Wilderland to attack
villages. The dvargir and the kobolds sometimes launch raids, and
there are entrances to the Deeps hidden everywhere in the
Northerland. Creatures of dark magic like the urvaalgs and ursaars
are more common in the Northerland than anywhere else in
Andomhaim.

The orcs of the Anathgrimm
forest used to be a threat, but now that Third’s sister Queen Mara
rules in Nightmane Forest, they only attack if someone attacks them
first, and Mara is an ally of Andomhaim. So that danger is gone.
But medvarth tribes still control the northern half of the
Northerland, and the khaldjari have built themselves a citadel on
the slopes of the Black Mountain and held it against all foes.

But twenty years ago, the
Frostborn hadn’t returned, the Traveler still ruled in Nightmane
Forest, and the Northerland was surrounded by foes on all sides.
The Northerland was as dangerous then as it is now, and the knights
and men-at-arms of Dux Gareth Licinius rode out regularly to hunt
down warbands of orcs and kobolds.

Not long after I came to Dux
Gareth’s seat at Castra Marcaine and entered his service as a
household knight and a Swordbearer, the Dux received a call for
help. There was a new village called Dun Licinia at the utter
northern edge of the Northerland. It was a dangerous place, for
many orcish tribes regarded the nearby Black Mountain as sacred,
but the farmland and pastureland in that part of the River
Marcaine’s valley were good, and some freeholders were willing to
take the risk.

I suppose the men of Dun
Licinia were like the men of Kalimnos, Tamara, willing to make
their homes in a harsh land in hopes of a better life for their
children.

Anyway, the village was
governed by a Comes, a nobleman sworn to the Dux. The Comes at the
time was an old knight named Stephen Aurelius. He and the Dux had
been squires together long ago, and Gareth had kept him as a knight
and then a Comes, rewarding him with Dun Licinia. Comes Stephen
sent a message to Castra Marcaine, saying that pagan orcish
warbands from Vhaluusk had been moving through the hills near the
village. The Dux preferred to stop raiders at the border of his
lands, lest they penetrate deeper and do harm, and so he sent a
force out to investigate and drive off any raiders.

It was a strong force, fifty
knights and Swordbearers accompanied by one hundred men-at-arms. We
were mounted, so we made good time, even though the roads in that
part of the Northerland were often questionable. Sir Tagrimn
Volarus commanded the force. He’s a fierce old man now, but back
then he was middle-aged and at the height of his strength, and the
Dux frequently relied on him. Sir Tagrimn was sour, unpleasant, and
did not like me at all, but he didn’t really like anyone, and he
was a good soldier.

I knew most of the other
knights and Swordbearers who rode with us. Most of them were men of
my own age, and we had been squires together at Castra Marcaine. I
was the youngest Swordbearer in the party, one of the youngest
Swordbearers in the history of the Order of the Soulblade, and so,
of course, my friends gave me no shortage of grief about that. One
of them was Sir Joram Agramore, who became High King Arandar’s
quartermaster during the war against the Frostborn.

Another was Tarrabus
Carhaine.

You’ve heard me mention him
before. He murdered his father, became the Dux of Caerdracon,
pledged his soul to the corrupting dark power of Incariel, and
assassinated High King Uthanaric and tried to seize the throne of
Andomhaim for himself. But back then, all of that was in the
future. Tarrabus and I were not friends, but we were rivals in the
way that young men are. Some of it was because he was ruthless and
brutal, and I thought that unknightly, and I suppose he thought I
was priggish and arrogant. But most of it was because we were
courting the same woman, the Dux’s eldest daughter Aelia. Tarrabus
had a circle of friends around him, men loyal to the future Dux,
and they were just as brutal as he was.

It seems strange to speak of
it now. Tarrabus and his men started a civil war that killed
thousands of men and nearly handed Andomhaim to the power of the
Frostborn. Yet back then, I knew nothing of such things. I thought
that Tarrabus conducted himself in a manner unfit for a lord and a
knight and a son of the church, and we both wanted the same woman
for our wife.

But for all that, we worked
together well in those days. We didn’t like each other, but we
respected each other, and while Tarrabus was many things, he wasn’t
a coward.

The day we came to Dun
Licinia, I was riding not far from the head of the column. Sir
Tagrimn rode at the front, scowling at everyone in sight, and the
standardbearer rode after him, carrying a lance with the banner of
the Licinii, a white hart upon a field of green. Since I was one of
the Dux’s household knights, I was riding one of the Dux’s horses,
a destrier named Vanquisher. He was an irascible bastard of a
horse, prone to biting and kicking, and needed a firm hand to keep
him in check.

I rode next to Sir Joram. The
road, such as it was, veered through a valley filled with pine
trees, rocky hills rising in the distance. The valley continued
northwest until it reached the valley of the River Marcaine, where
Dun Licinia and its surrounding farms stood.

“Another hour, I think,” said
Joram with good cheer, “and we’ll be there.” Back then he was on
the heavy side, with curly red hair. Nowadays his hair is mostly
gray, and he lost most of the weight during the campaign against
Tarrabus and then the Frostborn and never gained it back. He looked
healthier with the weight, but I suppose he wheezes less now. “I
wonder if they’ll have women there?”

I snorted. “That’s all you
think about, sir.” Though if I am honest, when a man’s eighteen
years old he thinks about that quite often.

Joram laughed. “Well, we
can’t all have caught the eye of the Dux’s eldest daughter, can we?
Any peasant lasses up here must be lonely. They’ll be staring
wide-eyed at dashing knights.”

“Yes, as soon as we find some
dashing knights, I’ll let the lasses know,” I said.

“You slew an urdmordar in
single combat,” said Joram. “Surely that is enough renown to
impress a peasant girl.”

I grimaced. “I had help.” I
didn’t like talking about my fight with Gothalinzur. I hadn’t faced
her alone, though I had dealt the killing blow. She had been the
first to warn me of the return of the Frostborn. I had spoken with
a few Magistri and nobles about it, and they had all assured me
that the Frostborn had been destroyed and would not return.

If only I had known.

Joram started to answer and
then fell silent as Tarrabus Carhaine and Paul Tallmane
approached.

Tarrabus looked like a proud
young knight, with blond hair and blue eyes, his armor polished to
a mirror sheen and his blue surcoat crisp. Next to him, Sir Paul
Tallmane looked thuggish, but he always looked thuggish, right up
to the day we fought for the final time in the Iron Tower. He had
close-cropped blond hair and flat black eyes that looked like those
of an angry dog. Which made sense, because he was Tarrabus’s right
hand. If a freeholder or a commoner annoyed Tarrabus, he didn’t
dirty his hands by settling his grudge himself. No, he sent Paul to
settle scores for him.

“Really, Joram,” said
Tarrabus with a smile. “Lusting after these peasant wenches? I
would say you could do better…but, well, that seems unlikely. Just
make sure you don’t confuse the peasant wenches with their pigs.
They look so alike that it’s easy to get confused.”

Paul let out a rough laugh.
He always laughed at Tarrabus’s jokes. “Suppose their squeals sound
the same, don’t they?”

“We all can’t send Sir Paul
to collect whores for us,” I said.

Paul glared at me, but
Tarrabus only smiled.

“Actually, if you’re here,
Sir Ridmark, I don’t see why the rest of us need to be here at
all,” said Tarrabus. “Surely the mighty Swordbearer who slew
Gothalinzur doesn’t need the help of mere mortals like us. Ride
forth yourself, and no doubt the enemy will disperse in dread of
you.”

“And let Sir Ridmark win all
the renown?” said Joram with a tight smile. “I’m sure Lady Aelia
would be amused to hear how Sir Ridmark won the battle, and Sir
Tarrabus remained behind to watch.”

“I’m sure you would have no
idea what would please Lady Aelia, Joram,” said Tarrabus. “Or any
woman.” Paul laughed again at that.

(I should mention that Joram
has been married for twelve years and has four children and a wife
who dotes on him. Paul has been dead for nine years, Tarrabus for
eight.)

“Perhaps we should keep
score,” said Paul. “Let’s cut the ears from the orcs we slay.
Whoever presents Lady Aelia with the largest necklace of orc ears
is the winner.”

Tarrabus and I shared a
look.

“I somehow doubt that would
impress her,” I said.

“As do I,” said Tarrabus.

Joram laughed. “Then the age
of miracles has not yet passed from the world if the two of you
agree on something.”

“Though I don’t even know why
we had to come out here,” said Tarrabus, looking at the pine forest
with disdain. “This far from the heart of the realm? Any man
foolish enough to live here deserves whatever…”

“We’re here because the Dux
commanded it!” snapped Sir Tagrimn. We had drifted close enough for
him to overhear our conversation. “And if you don’t stop your
damned yapping, I’ll put my foot so far up your backside you’ll
taste my boot. Now close your damn mouth and keep together. The
scouts haven’t come back yet, and I don’t like it.”

Tarrabus scowled, his eyes
narrowing to blue slits. He never liked it whenever someone of
lower birth spoke to him like that. But Tagrimn was in command, and
Tagrimn was unimpressed by both Tarrabus’s birth and Tarrabus
himself.

Then Tarrabus’s eyes widened,
and he straightened in the saddle.

“Look, sir,” he said,
pointing. “A fire.”

Tagrimn glared but turned his
gaze. To the northwest, stark against the gray sky of early spring,
I saw black smoke just rising above the pine trees. Quite a lot of
black smoke, come to think of it. Something had to be burning.
Either an accidental fire had started in one of the barns near Dun
Licinia, or raiders had put the buildings to the torch.

“Damnation,” said Tagrimn. He
turned and began bellowing orders. “Form up. Form up! We’ll advance
at a canter. Move!”

We obeyed his orders, forming
up into as wide of a line as the road would support, and then
hurried forward. It didn’t take long. The men-at-arms were veterans
of many fights, and the younger knights had been trained well. We
rode forward and soon came to the broad valley of the River
Marcaine and the village of Dun Licinia.

These days, Dun Licinia is a
deserted ruin, the valley contested between the khaldjari and a
half-dozen different medvarth tribes. Back then, a few dozen small
farms dotted the landscape, and the village itself was a stone keep
with a market square. Years later, the keep was built into a small
castra, and a stone wall raised around the town, but for now, the
village’s only defense was that stone keep.

And a half-dozen of the farms
were burning. Plumes of smoke rose from the plain, dark stripes
against the gray sky, and I saw a smaller pillar of smoke rising
from near the keep. Ahead of us, the road led out of the forest and
toward the river, and one of the burning farms was nearby. I saw a
mob of terrified people rushing towards us, men with spears and
swords, women holding small children.

Orcish warriors in fur and
leather pursued them, brandishing weapons and jeering. Even as I
looked, one of the orcish warriors cast a spear. The weapon punched
into the back of a limping old woman and burst from her chest with
a spray of blood.

She was dead before she hit
the ground. I still remember her expression. She looked more
confused than anything else. At least it had been quick.

“Take them!” roared Tagrimn,
lifting his war hammer. “Cut them down, then converge on the farm!
Go!”

His standardbearer lifted a
war horn and blew a long, wailing blast, and we shouted and charged
forward.

Either God and the saints or
simple luck had been with us because we had caught the orcish
raiders at a bad time. They were scattered in pursuit of the
freeholders, which is absolutely the worst way for footmen to fight
a band of cavalry, especially disciplined, experienced cavalry. One
of the orcish warriors began bellowing orders, trying to call
together the orcs to form a defensive line.

“For Mhalek!” he roared in
the orcish tongue. “For Mhalek! For Mhalek and victory!”

That was the first time I
heard the name of Mhalek, but not the last.

We thundered out of the
trees, and I drew Heartwarden from its scabbard. It was a
soulblade, similar to Oathshield, though not quite as powerful. A
soulstone had been set in the tang of the blade just above the
crosspiece and hilt, and it flickered with white light from time to
time. The blade did not burn with white fire, which was good. That
meant no creatures or wielders of dark magic were nearby.

I put my heels to
Vanquisher’s flanks, and the big horse let out a furious whinny and
surged forward, the steel-clad hooves tearing at the ground. One of
the orcish spearmen sprinted towards me, and I rode towards him,
drawing Heartwarden back to strike. The orcish warrior stabbed with
his spear, but his blow missed. The trick on horseback against an
isolated foe isn’t to ride him down but to ride past him. I swung
my sword, all Heartwarden’s power lending my arm its strength.
Between the soulblade’s power and Vanquisher’s momentum, I took off
the orcish warrior’s head with a single blow, his green blood
fountaining into the air from the stump of his neck.

I turned to seek another foe,
but the fight was already over. The rest of the horsemen surged
forward, and the orcish warriors had been overwhelmed in short
order.

Smoke still rose against the
sky, and I heard the distant clang of steel on steel.

This fight was over, but the
battle was far from finished.

***

 



Chapter 3: The
Keep








“I don’t know, my lord,” said
the man, a middle-aged freeholder named Brennus. He was the oldest
of the survivors from the burning farm, and his wife clung to his
arm as he spoke. “They came fast and hard from the west, burning
and killing. I reckon they wanted to take slaves with them back to
the Wilderland.”

“This Mhalek,” said Tagrimn,
scowling. “Do you know him?”

“No, my lord,” said Brennus.
“We figured he was one of their bloody pagan gods. Maybe they came
to take sacrifices in his name.”

“Maybe,” said Tagrimn. “Did
you recognize these orcs?”

“No, my lord,” said Brennus.
“But they’re Vhaluuskan, I can tell that much.”

Paul sneered at the man.
“Really? Are you so familiar with the pagan orcs, fellow?”

“They are from Vhaluusk,” I
said. I didn’t like how Paul tried to bully anyone of lower status.
A knight should defend those without arms, not terrorize them. “I
recognize the style of their clothing and topknots.”

Paul turned his sneer at me.
“Do you, Sir Ridmark? Do…”

“He’s right,” said Tarrabus
in a hard voice before Paul could continue or Tagrimn could tell us
both to be quiet. That shut Paul up. He never disobeyed Tarrabus,
and Tarrabus detested wasting time.

“Well, goodman,” said
Tagrimn, taking his reins. “Stay here. It looks like your house is
intact, but your barn is a loss.”

Brennus nodded. “All the seed
is in the silo, which is stone. The bastards didn’t burn that. If
you can drive off those devils…we’ll rebuild. Despite those we have
lost.” His wife was weeping. I gathered the old woman who had died
from a spear between the shoulder blades had been her mother. That
stirred my temper. It wasn’t right that the old woman had been
murdered, and I wanted to do something about it.

But I was a Swordbearer, and
I had a soulblade…so I was in a position to do something about
it.

“We shall know soon enough,”
said Tagrimn. He turned to the standardbearer. “Have the men form
up, and then we’re riding for the keep. Move!”

We assembled hastily. There
had been no losses in the brief skirmish against the Vhaluuskan
raiders, and our blood was up. Some of the men just liked to fight,
but most of the men-at-arms and knights were men of the
Northerland. This was their homeland, and they would not let an
attack on it go unanswered.

“You lot, listen up!” said
Tagrimn, gesturing with his war hammer. “Unless I miss my guess,
most of these Mhalek-worshipping orcs are attacking the keep,
trying to batter their way in. There’s a forum outside the keep,
with some houses around it. The doors to the keep open into that
forum.”

“Meaning that the orcs might
not see our approach?” I said.

“Aye, you’re not as dumb as
you look, lad,” said Tagrimn. Paul laughed, but a glare from
Tagrimn quieted him. “Don’t know how many of the bastards there
are, but I’d wager at least two hundred. Else they wouldn’t have
been able to trap the Comes in his tower.” He rubbed his chin, the
beard rasping beneath his palm. “All right. This is what we’ll do.
Sir Ridmark, you opened your mouth, so you’ll get the honor. Take
thirty of the men-at-arms, circle around the village, and get
yourself between the river and the houses. When you hear us attack
from the southeast, strike.”

I hesitated. That was the
first time I had ever been offered command of men in battle. When I
had fought Gothalinzur at the village of Victrix, I had more or
less taken command of the fight since I was the only Swordbearer
there and the only man with a weapon that could hurt an urdmordar.
But that had been a desperate, dangerous fight, and I had taken the
responsibility because there was no one else there to do it.

But I was a Swordbearer and a
son of the House of the Arbanii. I could not do any less than my
duty.

“Yes, my lord,” I said. “I
shall not fail you.”

“You had damned well better
not,” said Tagrimn. “Talk to Decurion Mallis. He’ll pick the men.
Get moving.”

I obeyed and rode to join the
waiting men-at-arms. In Owyllain, every man wealthy enough to equip
himself with arms and armor is required to serve as a hoplite
soldier. In Andomhaim, it is common for the nobles to house and
lodge men-at-arms in their households, men of common birth who
serve as soldiers for their lords. Decurion Mallis was a seasoned
veteran thrice my age, and he responded to Sir Tagrimn’s
instructions at once, barking orders to his men. Soon he had chosen
thirty men, and we rode to the southwest, heading for the river
Marcaine.

No doubt Tagrimn had chosen
Mallis to make sure I didn’t do anything stupid and get my men
killed. I resolved not to make a fool of myself, and more
importantly, not to make a botch of this.

“Suggest we take the horses
southwest for a mile, sir, until we reach the river,” said Mallis
in a calm voice. “Then I suggest we turn north, come to a walk when
we approach the village. Once Sir Tagrimn makes his attack, we can
strike easily enough and catch these orcs in a vise.”

“Very good,” I said. In
truth, it was the best possible plan, and I couldn’t have thought
up anything better. “Your suggestions are good, Decurion, and we
shall follow them.”

“My lord,” said Mallis,
inclining his head with a straight face. We both knew how this
worked.

We rode fast southwest until
we reached the bank of the River Marcaine, and then turned north,
following the line of the river. A half-mile south of the village,
we slowed our horses to a canter. As Sir Tagrimn had described, Dun
Licinia was little more than a stone keep, a stone church, a forum,
and a ring of ramshackle houses around that forum. It really should
have been surrounded with at least a wooden palisade, but the
freeholders hadn’t gotten around to it yet.

Likely they regretted that
now.

I heard fighting from inside
the forum. The tower of the keep rose high enough over the rooftops
that I saw the battlements, and archers loosing shafts into the
forum. Through the gaps in the houses, I glimpsed orcish warriors
in leather armor moving back and forth, shields raised over their
heads to ward off the arrows. Some of the orcish warriors also
wielded a battering ram, hammering at the keep’s thick doors.

“None of those alleys are
wide enough for all of us to make it through, sir,” said Mallis. “I
suggest we split into three groups, ride through the alleys there,
there, and there.” The decurion pointed at three different
alleyways with his sword. “If we time it right, we’ll hit them when
Sir Tagrimn strikes them from the east.”

“Very good,” I said, lifting
Heartwarden. “I’ll go first.”

“Will you, sir?” said
Mallis.

“Aye,” I said. “I’m the
Swordbearer, and I’ll go first.” I raised Heartwarden’s blade.
White fire had started to flicker around the sword. “And there’s a
wielder of dark magic somewhere in that forum.” I felt anger
through my bond with the sword as it responded to the presence of
dark magic.

Mallis looked at the
soulblade. “I suggest you should go first, sir.”

“I’m glad we agree,” I
said.

We waited. My fingers
tightened against Heartwarden’s hilt. I had been in enough battles
at that point that I didn’t feel nerves, not exactly. There’s
always fear before a battle, but you get used to it. The waiting is
harder, though. Charging into a fight is one thing. Waiting for the
fighting to begin, your heart drumming in your ears, the sweat
dripping down your back, that’s worse.

You know what it’s like,
Tamara. You all know. You’ve all done it.

I wanted to charge to the
attack, but I knew that would be foolish, that my force would be
overwhelmed. We had to wait until Sir Tagrimn’s force arrived. It
felt like hours. In truth, it couldn’t have been more than five or
six minutes.

A war horn wailed on the far
side of the village, and I heard the thunder of hooves against the
earth. The orcs milling through the forum hadn’t noticed us yet,
and they didn’t notice us when their attention snapped to the east
with Sir Tagrimn’s charge.

“Now!” I said, pointing
Heartwarden, and I kicked Vanquisher into motion. The horse snorted
and surged forward, and behind me, Mallis led the men in a charge.
We thundered into the alley and into the forum, which was packed
with orcish warriors surging against the keep doors. There were at
least a hundred and fifty of them, and they weren’t prepared to
face a cavalry charge.

My men crashed into them at
the same instant Tagrimn’s riders burst from the eastern side of
the forum. The orcish warriors were caught between the hammer and
the anvil, and we rode them down and cut them apart. I slew three
orcish warriors as I rode into the melee, striking left and right
with Heartwarden, and then a surge of anger from my soulblade went
through me.

I turned my head and spotted
the orcish shaman before the doors to the keep.

The orcish shamans of the
Wilderland are not as malignant as the warlocks of Vhalorast, but
they are still dangerous. The shaman standing before the doors was
an older man, gaunt and tall, his hair turned gray and his tusks
yellow. He was wearing only boots, trousers, and a ragged leather
vest that hung open, and his green skin had been carved with dozens
of sorcerous sigils. The sigils burned with bloody fire as he drew
upon his powers.

“Die!” he screamed, casting a
spell. “Die in the name of great Mhalek!”

I leaped from my saddle and
charged towards him, drawing back Heartwarden to strike.

After everything I’ve said
about the advantages of fighting from horseback, it might seem
strange that I rushed to attack the shaman on foot. But while a
soulblade can make a Swordbearer stronger and faster, it can’t do
the same for his horse. And a soulblade can protect a Swordbearer
from dark magic, but it can’t do the same for the knight’s horse. I
didn’t want Vanquisher to die if the shaman struck me.

I charged towards the shaman,
but the old orc was faster. He made a clawing motion and flung out
his hand, and a lance of blood-colored fire tore at me. I got
Heartwarden up in time to deflect the attack, and the spell
shattered against the burning white blade. The shaman started
another spell, but it was too late. I closed the distance between
us and brought the sword hammering down, the blade sinking halfway
into his neck.

I still remember his
expression. He looked mostly annoyed, and maybe a little
surprised.

I wrenched the sword free and
turned to join the fight as our riders tore through the orcish
warriors.

***

 



Chapter 4:
Pursuit








A few moments later, the
surviving orcs fled to the north, and the defenders issued forth
from the keep, cheering. Sir Tagrimn sent some of the men-at-arms
to harry the orcs as they fled, at least until they were past the
northernmost farm, and spoke with Comes Stephen Aurelius.

Stephen was an old man, well
past seventy, and I wondered if perhaps he shouldn’t have retired
quietly somewhere rather than taking command of a benefice on the
borders of Andomhaim. Still, he stood tall and proud, and he seemed
to have all his wits about him.

“Thank God you came when you
did, Sir Tagrimn,” said Stephen. He stood before the doors to the
keep, and Tarrabus, Paul, Joram and me waited near Sir Tagrimn. The
forum was carpeted with slain orcs. “These damned Mhalekites have
been making more and more trouble of late. I’ve never seen them
cross the River Marcaine in such numbers before. Had I known, I
would have sent for aid sooner, but…” He shook his head.

“Who the devil is this
Mhalek?” said Tagrimn. “I know the names of all the orcish blood
gods, the cursed demons, but I’ve never heard of Mhalek.”

“I do not rightly know, sir,”
said Stephen. “The orcs we have fought say he is an incarnate blood
god, but I doubt that.” He grimaced and shook his head. “But there
are baptized orcs in Vhaluusk, men and women who follow the church
and are hostile to the old blood gods, and they say that a great
warlord and shaman has arisen in Vhaluusk and is gathering the
pagan tribes to his side. Likely Mhalek is this warlord.” His
expression grew grave. “If the pagan orcs of Vhaluusk are uniting
under a single leader, Dux Gareth must be warned. Perhaps even the
High King himself. The tribes of Vhaluusk are both warlike and
great in number, and they might well overrun the Northerland and
strike deep into the heart of Andomhaim.”

“Aye, but not if we mount the
bastards’ heads on pikes first,” said Tagrimn. “But we must deal
with the here and the now, my lord. You said that some of your folk
have been taken captive?”

“They have,” said Stephen,
his voice solemn. “The Mhalekites came from the north like a storm.
They must have used the ford over the River Marcaine near the
foothills of the Black Mountain itself. They were burning the
northern freeholds before we knew what had happened. I pulled my
men and the people back to the keep, but it was too late. They took
at least eighty captives and headed north. I fear the people are
doomed to slavery at the hands of the Mhalekites. Or to die upon
the altars of the blood shamans.”

“Maybe not,” said Tagrimn.
“You said they crossed the northern ford?”

“Aye, sir,” said Stephen.
“And they retreated in that direction.”

Tagrimn rubbed his jaw again.
“Then we have an opportunity if we move at once. The Mhalekites
were all on foot. The northern ford is narrow, and it will take
them time to cross. We can get another force across the river here,
send it north along the western bank of the river, and blockade the
far side of the ford. Then my main force can come up and smash the
Mhalekites from behind as they try to cross.”

“A bold plan, Sir Tagrimn,”
said Stephen.

“It is,” said Tagrimn, “but
the alternative is letting those Mhalekite dogs carry our people
off into slavery, and I like that not.”

“I volunteer to lead the
force, Sir Tagrimn,” I said at once. “If you can give me twenty
men, we’ll wade the river here and ride in haste for the northern
ford. We’ll hold it until you arrive with the rest of the men.”

Tagrimn stared at me for a
while. “Sure of that, Sir Ridmark?”

“I am, sir,” I said.

“Perhaps Sir Ridmark needs to
rest after leading the strike into the forum,” said Tarrabus. “A
valiant attack, no doubt, but every man needs to do his part.”

“And yours is to defend the
ford?” said Tagrimn. He snorted. “All right. Sir Ridmark has the
command, but you, Sir Tarrabus, will be his second.” Tarrabus
scowled at that, but he knew better than to complain. “You two
might hate each other, but I don’t give a damn. Knights of
Andomhaim must work together to defend the realm. You’ll hold that
ford, or by God, I’ll make sure that the Dux knows what a pair of
idiots you two are. You understand?”

“I do, Sir Tagrimn,” I
said.

“As do I,” said Tarrabus. His
stare was cold, but it took more than that to intimidate Tagrimn
Volarus.

“Very well,” said Tagrimn.
“Decurion Mallis will choose thirty men for you. Take them and get
across the river. And you had damned well better be on the other
side of the ford when I attack.”

***

 



Chapter 5: A
Knightly Wager








Tarrabus and I took the
thirty men-at-arms that Mallis selected, and we waded our horses
across the River Marcaine. It was a difficult but simple task. The
River Marcaine is swift but not deep near Dun Licinia, and we
managed to get our horses across in a quarter of an hour.

“Now what?” said Tarrabus,
pulling his boots back on and climbing back into his saddle. He
grimaced a little at the water that dripped from the soaked hem of
his surcoat.

“Now we ride swiftly,” I
said, pulling myself back into Vanquisher’s saddle. The big horse
tried to bite me, and I gave a firm tug on the reins. He wasn’t
happy about having crossed the river. “Swordsmen in front, archers
behind.” At my insistence, Sir Tagrimn had given us ten men-at-arms
equipped with bows. If we were going to hold the ford against the
Mhalekite warband until Tagrimn arrived, the archers would come in
handy.

“Do you think we can hold
until Sir Tagrimn arrives?” said Tarrabus. His voice was hard, but
there was no trace of his usual mockery. He knew we were about to
have a serious fight on our hands.

“Perhaps,” I said. “It
depends on how quick Sir Tagrimn can get here.” I shrugged. “Or
maybe the Comes was wrong, and the Mhalekites will take another
route, or they’ve already fled with their captives. Then we’ll just
waste our time.”

Tarrabus smirked. “Or maybe
you’ll simply kill them all, mighty Swordbearer that you are.”

I grunted. “Maybe you should
have your father speak to the Master of the Order. Then you could
be a ‘mighty Swordbearer’ as well.”

“My destiny is to rule
Caerdracon in my father’s place when he is gathered to the side of
the Dominus Christus,” said Tarrabus with a hint of condescension.
“Not to charge about the realm of Andomhaim fighting every ragged
orcish warlord with pretensions of conquest.”

“I’m sure Aelia will be
amused to learn that the future Dux of Caerdracon hung behind the
lines while the Swordbearer and the men-at-arms did all the
fighting,” I said.

“Then let’s make this
sporting,” said Tarrabus. “When we return to Castra Marcaine, I had
intended to ask Aelia to go riding near the town.”

“As did I,” I said.

Truth be told, both of us had
been asking Aelia to go on rides whenever possible. I imagine it
was a source of amusement to the servants to see Lady Aelia
Licinius go riding in the fields near the town, accompanied by her
ladies-in-waiting and a few men-at-arms, at the behest of an eager
young Swordbearer and the heir to the Dux of Caerdracon.

“Very well,” said Tarrabus.
“If you cut down more of the Mhalekite dogs, I will stand aside and
let you ask Aelia to go riding after our victory. But when I cut
down more of the enemy, you will step back and let me ask her to go
riding when we return to Castra Marcaine.”

“Fair enough,” I said. “But I
have a soulblade, and you do not.”

Tarrabus snorted. “As if I
would require a magical weapon to keep up with you, Ridmark Arban.”
He pointed at the optio (a second-in-command to a decurion) that
rode at the head of the swordsmen. “You! You will bear witness to
this?”

“As you say, Sir Tarrabus,”
said the optio, a middle-aged man named Trius. His tone managed to
convey proper respect without hiding his mixture of amusement and
annoyance. Looking back twenty years later, I understand why he was
annoyed. We were about to ride into battle, and Tarrabus and I were
more interested in impressing a girl.

On the other hand, the more
Mhalekite orcs we killed, the fewer who would reach Trius and his
men-at-arms.

“Very well,” I said. “Optio
Trius will bear witness. Whoever of us kill more of the foe in
battle shall ask Aelia to go riding first.”

“Then let us come to swords
with the foe at once!” said Tarrabus.

“Sound counsel, sir knight,”
said Trius.

With that, we hastened
forward, riding as fast as we dared. The ground was mostly flat
this close to the river, but there were many pine trees, and their
roots created hazards for the horses. As you, Magatai, Kalussa, and
Tamlin have all observed, Tamara, the weak point of a horse is
their hooves and their legs. Their fetlocks are also quite fragile.
If a horse breaks a leg, nothing can be done, and all that remains
is to put the poor beast out of its misery.

But we arrived at the
northern ford without mishap. The River Marcaine was about fifty
yards wide at this point, and the ford was perhaps wide enough for
two or three men to cross abreast. To the north rose the dark mass
of the Black Mountain, a solitary peak that loomed from the hills
of the Northerland. The dark elves had held it sacred in ancient
days because the shadow of Incariel was imprisoned within the
mountain, something that I would learn the hard way years
later.

We dismounted since the
horses would be a liability when defending the ford. Cavalry is
best used for scouting and attack. In a stationary fight, where
their speed and maneuverability cannot be used, horses become a
problem. Trius put the archers back, further up the slope of the
bank, and the swordsmen waited near the bank itself. Tarrabus and I
stood before them, waiting for the enemy.

It was a short wait.

We had just barely beat the
foe to the river. Soon a warband of a hundred Mhalekite orcs
approached, leading a group of about sixty or seventy human
captives. Most of the captives were either women or children.
Likely they had killed the men to reduce the chances of resistance.
The Mhalekites were in a hurry. No doubt they had seen Sir
Tagrimn’s attack on the forum, and the survivors had warned them
that serious opposition had arrived.

Except we were blocking the
ford.

“Tarrabus,” I said.

He nodded and together went
stepped to the edge of the water. I drew Heartwarden, the blade
ringing. No white fire danced around the edges of the sword. That
was good. It meant that no shamans accompanied the orcish warband.
Likely I had killed their only shaman before the doors of the keep.
I watched as the Mhalekites came to a stop on the eastern bank of
the River Marcaine. They milled about for a bit, trying to decide
what to do.

“Sure you don’t want to get
in the shield wall, my lords?” said Trius in a quiet voice. The
swordsmen had drawn up into a shield wall, blades ready to
strike.

“Do not interfere with this
matter, optio,” said Tarrabus, not taking his eyes from the
Mhalekites.

I looked back at Trius and
nodded. “We’re certain.”

“As you will, my lords,” said
Trius, his tone conveying both the proper respect and the certainty
that both Tarrabus and I were young idiots. Twenty years later,
after having commanded men in battle and fathering two sons, I
understand exactly how he felt.

Then one of the Mhalekites
roared, and the other warriors answered with hoarse shouts.

There was no more time to
worry about anything else. The Mhalekites started advancing across
the ford, taking careful steps to hold their balance in the strong
current. They could only advance two abreast, and they took care to
hold their shields out before them.

“Release!” shouted Trius.

Tarrabus and I might have
challenged each other, but the veteran optio didn’t care about
that. The men-at-arms with bows released, and a flight of arrows
soared over the river and landed amid the advancing orcs. Most of
the shafts missed or punched into shields, but one of the orcs
caught an arrow through the throat, and the Mhalekite stumbled and
fell into the current, his green blood draining away into the
water.

With a roar, the remaining
Mhalekites surged forward, the water foaming around their
boots.

Tarrabus and I met them at
the bank as they scrambled from the water.

“One!” shouted Tarrabus,
slashing the throat of the nearest orcish warrior.

“One!” I said, driving
Heartwarden through the heart of a Mhalekite.

“Two!” said Tarrabus, cutting
down another orcish warrior.

“Two! Three!” I said,
fighting a pair of orcs that leaped at me.

We went on like that, cutting
down the orcs as Trius sent flights of arrows into the Mhalekites
struggling along the ford. A few Mhalekites got past us, but the
shield wall cut them down, and Tarrabus and I continued our little
game. You might think it foolish and reckless, and you would be
right, but it had a point, and it wasn’t just to impress Aelia. So
long as we held the ford, the Mhalekites were pinned in place on
the eastern bank.

And horsemen are superb at
striking pinned infantry, especially from behind.

I don’t know exactly how much
time passed. It felt like hours, but it could have been no more
than a few minutes. I heard the thunder of hooves on the eastern
bank and looked up just in time to see Sir Tagrimn’s horsemen smash
into the Mhalekites from behind. It was like watching a hammer
strike a melon against a blacksmith’s anvil. Half of the Mhalekites
fell in the first charge. The rest turned and fought and were
ridden down or threw themselves into the river to get away.

The battle was over.

***

 



Chapter 6: Lost
Worlds








Ridmark finished speaking,
grimaced, and reached for his waterskin. His throat ached a little
from all that talking.

Kalussa had conjured one of
her floating spheres of magical flame, and it served as a campfire.
The others had sat around the sphere, listening to Ridmark
talk.

“Who won?” said Tamara.

“What?” said Ridmark. “Sir
Tagrimn’s men won. I thought that was obvious.”

Tamara shook her head. “No,
no. That fight between you and Tarrabus. Who killed more
Mhalekites?”

A memory flashed through
Ridmark’s mind. Over ten years after that skirmish against the
Mhalekites, he had dueled Tarrabus below the walls of Tarlion,
fighting against the usurper king just as they had fought alongside
each other as young knights. Back then, during that day on the
banks of the River Marcaine, Ridmark had no idea his path would one
day lead to that duel.

Ridmark hadn’t known a lot of
things back then.

“Tarrabus killed nine,” said
Ridmark. “I killed eleven of them.”

Tamara laughed. “So, you did
win. I shouldn’t be surprised.”

“It seems this Tarrabus would
have been a worthy comrade, friend Ridmark,” said Magatai, “but I
have heard you and friend Third say how he became a black-hearted
traitor.”

“He did,” said Ridmark. “He
sold his soul to the dark power of Incariel and almost usurped the
throne of Andomhaim.”

Tamara hesitated. “And this
Lady Aelia…she was your first wife?” Ridmark nodded. “I am
sorry.”

“Thank you,” said Ridmark. He
stared at the fire for a moment, and then snorted and shook his
head. “I would say it happened before you were born, but I’m not
quite that old yet.”

Calliande squeezed his hand.
“But you see why we miss horses, do you not?”

“Aye,” said Tamlin. “If those
Mhalekites had attacked a village in Owyllain, we would have
pursued them on foot. Likely the Mhalekites would have gotten away
with their captives.”

“And if we had horses here,
we wouldn’t have to walk everywhere,” said Ridmark.

They talked for a little
while longer, and then it was time to go to sleep. Ridmark decided
to take the first watch, and he got to his feet with a grunt,
walking to the edge of the firelight to watch the steppes around
them.

A few moments later Calliande
joined him.

“Are you all right?” she
said, her voice soft.

“Aye,” said Ridmark. “Why
shouldn’t I be?”

“You never like talking about
Aelia,” said Calliande.

“No,” said Ridmark. He stared
at the steppes. “I didn’t intend to. But I started talking about
the Mhalekites, and that wager with Tarrabus…I suppose I walked
into it.” He sighed. “Most of those men I rode out with against the
Mhalekites are dead, and Dun Licinia is a ruin controlled by the
khaldjari. The Frostborn conquered Castra Marcaine. Dux Constantine
took it back, but it’s nothing like I remember from when I was a
young knight.” He shook his head. “I suppose that’s how you
feel.”

She blinked. “What do you
mean?”

“You grew up two and a half
centuries ago,” said Ridmark. “But that whole world is gone now. We
built our domus where your village once stood, but the village was
gone long ago.”

“I know,” said Calliande.
“And I do understand.” She took his hand and leaned her head
against his shoulder. “The past is gone, Ridmark. So we’ll make our
own future together.”

They kept watch like that
until it was time to go to sleep.








THE END







Thank you for reading
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Relics (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5265),
Ghost
Keeper (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5481),
Ghost
Nails (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5504),
Ghost
Lock (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5776),
Ghost
Arts (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5937),
Ghost
Vigil (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6153),
Ghost
Mimic (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6648),
and Ghost
Vessel (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7028),
and read the combined short stories in Exile of the
Ghosts
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7936).








The Ghost Night
Series








Caina Amalas was once a
deadly Ghost nightfighter, a spy and agent of the Emperor of
Nighmar. Now she only wishes to live quietly with her husband.

But civil war grips the
Empire, and Caina's skills are needed against the cruel sorcerers
of the malevolent Umbarian Order.






And Caina has a dangerous
connection to the Umbarians.






For Caina's mother had many
deadly secrets, secrets that might yet kill Caina herself...






Read Ghost in the
Ring (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7928) and
Ghost
in the Glass
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7954).








The Third Soul








RACHAELIS MORULAN is an
Initiate of the Conclave, the powerful order of mighty mages. But
to become a full Adept of the Conclave, she must first survive the
Testing. Those who survive the Testing never speak of the trials
they endured.

Those who fail the Testing
are never seen again.

And now the Magisters of the
Conclave have come to take Rachaelis to undertake the Testing. And
there she shall face perils to both her body and her sanity.

And creatures that yearn to
devour her soul.

If Rachaelis survives the
Testing, she will face even more dangerous foes. The demons of the
astral world watch the world of mortal men, desiring to rule it for
themselves.

And some Adepts of the
Conclave are eager to help them.

Read The
Testing (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=1538)
for free. Rachelis's trials continue in The
Assassins
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=1540), The Blood
Shaman (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=1542),
The
High Demon
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=1544), The Burning
Child (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=2756),
The
Outlaw Adept
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=3341), The Black
Paladin (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=3343),
and The Tomb of
Baligant (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=3345).
Read the entire series in The Third
Soul Omnibus One
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4021) and The Third
Soul Omnibus Two
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4061).








The Frostborn
Series








A thousand years ago, the
last grandson of Arthur Pendragon led the survivors of Britain
through a magical gate to a new world, a world of magic and high
elves, of orcs and kobolds and stranger, darker creatures. Now the
descendants of the exiles rule a mighty kingdom, peaceful and
prosperous under the rule of the High King.

But a shadow threatens to
devour the kingdom.

RIDMARK ARBAN was once a
Swordbearer, a knight of renown. Now he is a branded outcast,
stripped of his sword, and despised as a traitor.

But he alone sees the danger
to come. The Frostborn shall return, and unless they are stopped,
they will cover all the world in ice and a neverending winter.

CALLIANDE awakens in the
darkness, her memories gone, and creatures of terrible power
hunting her.

For she alone holds the
secret that can save the world…or destroy it utterly.

The secret of the
Frostborn.

Read Frostborn:
The First Quest
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4439), followed by
Frostborn:
The Gray Knight
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4069), Frostborn:
The Eightfold Knife
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4437), Frostborn:
The Undying Wizard
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4776), Frostborn:
The Master Thief
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5007), Frostborn:
The Iron Tower
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5183), Frostborn:
The Dark Warden
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5330), Frostborn:
The Gorgon Spirit
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5330), Frostborn:
The Broken Mage
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5860), Frostborn:
The World Gate
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6028), Frostborn:
The High Lords
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6403), Frostborn:
The False King
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6865), Frostborn:
The Dwarven Prince
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7270), Frostborn:
Excalibur
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7414), Frostborn:
The Dragon Knight
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7549), and Frostborn:
The Shadow Prison
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7803), and the
prequel novels Frostborn:
The Knight Quests
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6384) and Frostborn:
The Bone Quest
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8069) along with
the short stories The Orc's
Tale (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5661),
The
Mage's Tale
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=4784), The Thief's
Tale (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5012),
The
Assassin's Tale
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5186), The
Paladins's Tale
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5328), The Knight's
Tale (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5865),
The
Soldier's Tale
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6045), and The Soldier's
Tale (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6409).
Read the first three books combined in Frostborn
Omnibus One
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5671).








Sevenfold Sword








Ridmark Arban is the Shield
Knight, the defender of the realm of Andomhaim.

The realm is at peace after a
long and terrible war, but dark powers threaten other lands.






And when a mad elven wizard
comes to the High King's court, Ridmark finds himself fighting not
only for his own life, but for the lives of his family.






For the quest of the Seven
Swords has begun...

Read Sevenfold
Sword: Champion
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7831), Sevenfold
Sword: Swordbearer
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8067), Sevenfold
Sword: Warlord
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8275), and Sevenfold
Sword: Necromancer
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8794), Sevenfold
Sword: Shadow
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9179), Sevenfold
Sword: Unity
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9424), Sevenfold
Sword: Sorceress
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9628), and
Sevenfold
Sword: Serpent
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9884), along with
the prequel novellas Shield
Knight: Ghost Orcs
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8269), Shield
Knight: Third's Tale
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8796), Shield
Knight: Calliande's Tale
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9181), Shield
Knight: Ridmark's Tale
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9426), Shield
Knight: Soulblades
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9630), Shield
Knight: Gavin's Tale
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9852), and
Shield
Knight: Duel
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=10165).








Mask of the
Demonsouled Trilogy








MAZAEL CRAVENLOCK has
prevailed over terrible foes and now rules the Grim Marches with
firm justice. Yet ancient evils are stirring in the shadows, freed
at last by Mazael's own hand. Unless Mazael fights with all his
strength, the world will fall.






SIGALDRA is the last
holdmistress of the Jutai nation, the final defender of her people.
Now the darkness comes to devour the final remnant of Sigaldra's
home and family. Even Sigaldra's courage may not be enough to turn
aside the darkness.






Read Mask of
Swords (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5429),
Mask
of Dragons
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6511), and Mask of
Spells (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7196)
along with the short stories The Ransom
Knight (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5446),
The
Bronze Knight
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6531), The Serpent
Knight (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5856),
and The Rune
Knight
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7183).








The Tower of Endless
Worlds








THOMAS WYCLIFFE just wants to
finish his dissertation in peace and quiet. So when a man in a
black robe appears in his closet, claiming to be the last of the
Warlocks, Wycliffe figures it is a bad joke.






But he soon realizes the last
of the Warlocks can give him power beyond imagining.

And all it will cost is his
soul.

SIMON WESTER needs a job.
Badly. So when a rich and powerful Senator offers him employment,
he jumps at the chance. Sure, Simon expects to find some
corruption, some shady deals.

He doesn't expect to find
black magic.

LIAM MASTERE is a Knight of
the Sacred Blade, defender of the mortal races. But can swords
stand against guns? As bullets and bombs destroy his kingdom, Liam
must risk everything to save his homeland's one chance of
salvation.

By daring the horrors of the
Tower of Endless Worlds…

Read The Tower of
Endless Worlds
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=2073) for free. The
saga of the Tower continues in A Knight of
the Sacred Blade
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=2076), A Wizard of
the White Council
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=2078), and The Destroyer
of Worlds
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=2080).








Cloak Games








The High Queen of the Elves
has conquered Earth, but I don't care about that.

I don't care about the High
Queen, or the Rebels seeking to overthrow her. All I care about is
getting my baby brother the treatments he needs to recover from his
potentially fatal disease…and those treatments have a steep
price.






Fortunately, I have magic of
my own, and I'm a very, very good thief.






Unfortunately, the powerful
Elven lord Morvilind has a hold over me. If I don't follow his
commands, my brother is going to die.






Of course, given how
dangerous Morvilind’s missions are, I might not live long enough to
see my brother’s death…






Read Cloak Games:
Thief Trap
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=5969), Cloak Games:
Frost Fever
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6072), Cloak Games:
Rebel Fist
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6225), Cloak Games:
Shadow Jump
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6713), Cloak Games:
Shatter Stone
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7325), Cloak Games:
Truth Chain
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7426), Cloak Games:
Tomb Howl
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7598), Cloak Games:
Hammer Break
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8121), Cloak Games:
Blood Cast
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8140), Cloak Games:
Last Judge
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9259), Cloak Games:
Sky Hammer
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9493), and
Cloak
Games: Mage Fall
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9681), along with
the short stories Wraith
Wolf (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=6735),
Dragon
Pearl (http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=7473),
and Iron
Image
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8142).








Cloak &
Ghost








Caina Amalas meets
Nadia Moran in this epic crossover novel from USA Today bestselling
author Jonathan Moeller!

My name is Nadia, and
I'm a shadow agent of the High Queen of the Elves.

When the High Queen
sends me to take down a corrupt Congressman, it should be an easy
job.

Except someone else
is coming after the Congressman.

And Caina Amalas
might be a powerful ally or a deadly enemy...

Read Cloak &
Ghost: Blood Ring
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=10014).








The Silent Order
Series







The galaxy is at
war, but wars are won and lost in the shadows.

To
the galaxy at large, Jack March is a privateer of the interstellar
Kingdom of Calaskar and a former Iron Hand commando of the
malevolent Final Consciousness. In truth, he is an alpha operative
of the Silent Order, the most efficient and feared intelligence
organization in human space. When there is a crisis, Jack March is
the man to call.





But
there are many forces that wish to enslave or destroy
humanity...and Jack March stands in their way.





Read Silent Order:
Iron Hand
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8468), Silent Order:
Wraith Hand
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8470), Silent Order:
Axiom Hand
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8472), Silent Order:
Eclipse Hand
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8474), Silent Order:
Fire Hand
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8476), Silent
Order: Wasp Hand
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8986), Silent
Order: Master Hand
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9314), and
Silent
Order: Image Hand
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9724), and the
short stories Rail Gun
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=8988) and False
Flag
(https://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=9848).

***

 



About the Author








Standing over six feet tall,
USA Today bestselling author Jonathan Moeller has the
piercing blue eyes of a Conan of Cimmeria, the bronze-colored hair
of a Visigothic warrior-king, and the stern visage of a captain of
men, none of which are useful in his career as a computer
repairman, alas.






He has written the
DEMONSOULED series of sword-and-sorcery novels, and continues to
write THE GHOSTS sequence about assassin and spy Caina Amalas, the
COMPUTER BEGINNER'S GUIDE series of computer books, and numerous
other works. His books have sold over a million copies
worldwide.






Visit his website at:






http://www.jonathanmoeller.com

Visit his technology blog
at:






http://www.computerbeginnersguides.com

Contact him at:


jmcontact@jonathanmoeller.com

You can sign up for
his email newsletter here
(http://www.jonathanmoeller.com/writer/?page_id=1854), or watch for
news on his Facebook
page
(http://www.facebook.com/pages/Jonathan-Moeller/328773987230189) or
Twitter feed
(https://twitter.com/moellerjonathan).
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