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It is always too quiet when you are looking out for people to kill. Especially at night. 

The dank forests that seemed to sprout like a carpet between the border of P’piar and Jendisc were even more uninviting than usual. Shadows crept between branches and covered all manner of dark chitterings and raspings of the local night life. 

They also hid the group of men who wore the emblem of the King under the black cloaks that shrouded them into the darkness. The man at their head signaled a quick stop with a whistle that sounded very much like a cricket’s mating call. 

There was nothing to be heard in response, although Lord General Fuzzynuts knew his men were now waiting in the brush surrounding this particular forest clearing, waiting only for his signal. Crack killers all, who would probably have been sentenced to exile or death had he not curved their impulses to kill to the good of the state. 

He turned to a slight figure next to him, who looked exceedingly at home in the darkness. “This is the place?” He whispered. 

His scout nodded. “I tracked here from the last camp site given to us by the Investigator. This building.” The man thought to himself for a moment. “I checked around a little more- I don’t see signs of a man being dragged out. He’s here.” 

Bagel looked up at the imposing structure with a slight hint of resigned despair. Maybe it was just the darkness and pools of black nothingness that the structure cast shadows of, but the place looked as if it didn’t need any guards, because it was damn near unassailable. But then, King DJP did not make men who gave up his Lord Generals. Neither did Lord Generals worthy of the rank get there by being timid. 

A low trill, something reminiscent of a songbird’s cry, escaped from his pursed lips and into the still night. 

Dark shapes slipped from foliage and shadow, and then the screaming started. 

*** 

The first thing he noticed was the distant shouting. This time, he was sure that it wasn’t his own. He looked down, and he saw some poor beggar’s body connected to his head, with chains wrapped around his wrists and his ankles. 

The man could not remember how exactly he got into such an odd place. There was an old man, and a group of people, and… 

He couldn’t quite remember any more, because it hurt quite too much. Not his head. The rest of his body screamed with pain with every pulse beat of the blood that pumped through his body and out of it through the cuts. Oooh, the cuts. They hurt at first. Now they just burnt as if they’d been branded with irons and all sorts of other very hot things. 

As a matter of fact, they were. 

They kept asking him questions after they’d stripped him and thrown him into this cell. So homey and lovely, especially with the dampness and the rotten straw bed and the corner where all the nasty stuff went. The questions were odd. Such inconsequential questions, like who he was traveling with, and where did the Investigator you were traveling with go, and Do you know what the Banhammer is, which he replied (truthfully) that it was a myth used to scare children at night. And then the beatings started. 

Then they went to the knives. He remembered confessing to all manner of crimes, and denouncing his father, and sobbing that his mother was a whore and could they just stop cutting him, please just stop I’ll tell you anything I love the Grand Prince no really I do. 

Then they went to the irons and there was only screaming. Some detached part of his mind wondered how his captors were ever going to get any information out of him when all he did was scream and sob incomprehensibly but then even that part of his mind went to sleep as the more reptilian parts took over. 

So it was with detached fascination that he watched the opening to his cell burst open and a large, imposing man come through, a bloody sword in his hand. His face seemed cut, though. A thin red gash went down the side of his face. One of his hosts probably did that to him. Poor big man. He must be hurting so much. 

The big man said something. It sounded like “God,” but to be honest the man in the irons just wasn’t sure any more. Then the other man seemed to get very angry at something or someone and turned to the man behind him. It was one of his hosts! He thought they were friends because they kept saying “Good, Good” when he was screaming and they must have been friendly because they were around him all the time. The man hanging by his wrists was happy to see such a friend again, and he said hello to the man’s head as the big man so conveniently removed it from his friend’s body and sent it flying over to where he hung. 

Then big man crossed over to him, and he smashed the chains holding him up. 

He could begin to like this new friend of his. 

*** 

“Poor, poor bastard,” Lord Fuzzynuts said, lowering the gibbering wreck of a man to the ground. He stank. His clothes were reduced to rags. Some of the wounds on his body were probably near septic. He cursed himself for taking those few weeks to find this man while he went through this hell. 

“Sir,” he said. “You’re safe now.” 

“Fallen,” the man said, looking up at him uncomprehendingly. 

“No, no, I’ve helped you down. We’ll get you somewhere safe.” 

“Angel.” 

“No, sir, no need to thank me. Oh God, what have they done to you…” 

“Fallen… Angel…” the man said. 

Bagel Fuzzynuts gently scooped the emaciated figure into his hands and left that place of horror. He met one of his lieutenants in the courtyard, who had lined a few prisoners against a wall of the compound. They were being watched over by his men. 

“Sir, what do we do with the…” he started, and then falters as he looks at the bundle in his General’s hands. “Oh God.” 

“Ki…” he began, but a sudden flash of unadulterated hate crosses the Lord General’s face. “You know what?” Bagel said, spitting out every word. “Tie them up, and leave a pleasant note for General Ace, when he gets here, that they let the secret of the Banhammer slip out of their grasp.” 

Lord General Fuzzynuts could be so unimaginably cruel.
