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The sun shone warmly in the city of Ordiss, as it always did. Never too hot, never too cold or biting. The brick and masonry of the buildings in Jendisc’s Capital reflected the glory of the rays so much so that the city almost shone in bright daylight. 

A man lay comfortably on a couch, letting the sun pump its warmth into him and a plump side of beef on a stool next to him disappear slowly and deliciously into his stomach. 

It had been a few weeks since he had been brought back to this land, one he had left a very long time ago. He remembered it slightly differently from before, but the place was definitely an improvement. He munched contemplatively on a mouthful of meat as he watched the subjects of Jendisc go about their business. There was a certain wariness in the air of the general populace that he could not remember from his previous visits to the Kingdom, but that could be due to any small thing. 

He couldn’t remember a great many things. His name, for one. The man who saved him said that the first words out of his mouth were “Fallen Angel” and he figured that was as good a nickname as any. 

“Fallel,” he’d said, after General Fuzzynuts had asked him what to call him. “Good enough as anything.” 

And so Fallel he was. 

The healers of Jendisc had been diligent, and his body was mostly covered with scars rather than weeping sores. The pleasant apartments he had been given, in an out of the way but still sumptious part of the King’s Palace- it was very much to Fallel’s liking. Even the serving girls were pleasant and personable, although he had a certain reservation about trying anything with any of them while he was still recovering from his injuries and regaining his strength. 

Fallel lay his head back and closed his eyes, the food sliding pleasurably down his throat. He thought pleasant thoughts as the hours flew by and the sun set on Ordiss. 

*** 

The King visited Fallel a few days later, as the man idly practiced a few sword moves and exercises in his apartments. The convalescing man put down his sword and bowed to the King, who absentmindedly gestured for him to stand up. 

There was an awkward silence as Fallel thought of the right things to say. 

“Th-Thank you, your majesty.” 

“Not a problem,” replied King DJP, and he motioned for Fallel to sit on the couch. The King remained standing. “I wanted to ask you some things about what happened to you, if you can remember.” 

Fallel nodded and waited. 

“Do you know about something called the Banhammer?” 

Fallel’s blood ran cold. “It’s a myth. It’s a story told by parents to their children so they will behave, and to fill their heads up with violent entertainment so they can pretend to be the great Moderator of the lands with the power to kill with a thought.” 

King DJP smiled. It was a sad smile. “Not any more.” He paused for a moment. “I commiserate with you that this ordeal has caused you so much trouble, but it seems the Banhammer exists. I have my best men looking for it now.” 

The King looked Fallel in the eye. “I don’t need any other people trying to get it.” 

“You’re not planning to actually USE it, your majesty?” asked the man, surprised and suddenly fearful. 

The King’s silence said everything. 

“I’m afraid I can’t let you leave here,” he said. “I couldn’t let your friends leave, either.” 

“You didn’t…” Fallel suddenly noticed that two burly Royal Guards entered the room, filled with the menacing presence that was their specialty. 

The King laughed, a short, hacking laugh that sounded almost like a cough. “Of course I didn’t kill them. Who do you think I am, Nekofrog? You’re living here as a guest of mine. Permanently.” 

The King picked up a piece of meat from the plate next to Fallel and munched on it contentedly. “Please, feel free to enjoy the palace grounds. You’re going to have to get used to them, and it’s a lot better accommodation than I have for my guests who try to leave without my permission.” He looked back down at his prisoner. “The beef really is excellent, isn’t it? It’s a lot better than what your friends are enjoying.” 

*** 

In another part of the palace, four men sat on hard wooden benches, their limbs chained to the walls. It was not uncomfortable, but it was not pleasant either. A window with bars on it provided the only light in the room they were in, with the sounds of crackling torch lights running in the background. 

“So… whose smart aleck idea was it to come to Jendisc?” asked one of the men, absent mindedly drumming the prison wall with the iron knuckles of his glove. 

“Whose smart aleck idea was it to try and escape our apartments before I’d cased the joint?” one of them answered, examining the muck on a wooden spoon which the prison warden has so creatively labeled as food and served up to them. “Look, it was the best decision. That, or be constantly on the run from P’piar death squads. Would you rather I’d led you to Numod?” 

Ironknuckle grunted in exasperated defeat. The man continued. “Look. Something always turns up to our advantage. We just have to find out what it is and how to use it.” 

It was at that moment that the lock on the door began to crank with the sound of a key being turned in the mechanism. Food was usually passed through the slot in the middle of the door. It was the first time the lock had been opened since the four were unceremoniously thrown in. 

Ironknuckle smiled. “Right as always, Wacky,” he remarked to no one in particular. “DH, Claude, jump him. Wacky’ll pretend to be sick so the warden comes into the cell.” The other three men nodded in silent and quick agreement. 

The hinges on the door creaked as it slowly swung open. Light flooded into the cell, which blinded the four for a moment. When they opened their eyes again, they looked wonderingly at the slight, unassuming figure at the door, with long black hair and the crest of the King of Jendisc on her guard’s outfit. 

Well, except for Wacky. He was grinning from ear to ear. 

“The shit I have to get through to save your sorry carcass, dear,” said his partner, smiling as she twirled the set of keys in her hand. “Enrolling in the Guards, passing muster, having to stand every damned sexual advance from every damned oversexed man in Jendisc who wants to screw a woman in uniform…” 

Wacky has not heard a sweeter sound in his life. 

*** 

Fallel felt a hand clamp over his mouth, and he woke up. 

He looked up, saw only a murky shape in the darkness, and he bit as hard as he could into the hand, thinking that hopefully he wouldn’t have his throat slit in the next second or two. It was too much to think that the King of Jendisc kept his word. 

He got no purchase, and his teeth hurt. Damned metallic glove. 

“Galin, dammit, don’t chew on my glove,” whispered his assailant, and it was a familiar voice. “It’s Ironknuckle. Don’t yell, there are two men who are asleep courtesy of Claude and DH and we don’t want them to wake up.” The pressure on his mouth eased, and Fallel took a breath. 

“Galin?” he asked. “Who is Galin? Me?” 

“Your name, it’s your name,” the murky shape asked, and he motioned for Fallel to get out of the bed. “Get your sword, and let’s get the hell out of here.” 

Galin swung himself upright, and then staggered out of bed and reached for the sword he kept at its foot. He looked at the figure who had woken up, and it was indeed his old army friend. “Where’s the Investigator?” 

“Got out. I told him to. He’d have been a liability.” 

It was at that point that a loud bell was heard ringing throughout the grounds. Shouts began to emanate from all directions as lights began to flicker on in windows. DH ran into the room, frantically dragging a rather nonplussed looking Claude. He had two swords in his hands, still in their scabbards. 

“Apparently I didn’t punch my guard hard enough,” muttered Claude, looking sheepish. “He woke up and rang the bell before I could deck him again. I took their swords, though.” He threw one to Ironknuckle, who caught it expertly and hefted it with one fluid movement. It was well balanced; a fine weapon. 

“Damn. Front door it is, then, gentlemen,” the man with the iron gloves said. 

The bells rang louder as the four ran out of the room. 

*** 

“No one is allowed to leave the palace grounds, sir,” a gate guard said to the leader of a group of four men. He was manning one of the servants’ quarters gates and he had not been expecting more than the occasional couple out for a lover’s tryst on his watch that night. The general alarm had been quite surprising, and he’d driven his brain into a higher gear to better focus on what was going on. 

Four guardsmen had trooped down to check on him. They all had the livery of the King of Jendisc emblazoned proudly on their tunics, and they all had torches in their hands. If he had looked slightly harder, he would have noticed that the tunics didn’t fit very well, the salutes they had given him were desultory and sloppy, and that the men looked slightly unkempt. 

“That’s nice,” Ironknuckle replied, and punched the guard in the face, hard. The man hit the ground with a thud. 

The four men walked out of the palace and into the Ordiss night. 

*** 

The next morning, King DJP was sitting in his office, watching the sun rise over Ordiss, when his assistant walked into the room. She walked up to his desk, and waited patiently for him to say something. 

Then she coughed. The King looked lost in thought, surveying his capital. 

“Sir?” she asked. 

“Pixie,” the King said, not taking his eyes of his city for a second, “Could you please be a dear and write me a letter?” 

“Of course, sir. Addressed to?” 

The King continued to look at Ordiss. He looked out of his study window, down at his city, and going through his head are a million jumbled thoughts. He has never had or wanted to use one of the three Guilds of OCR, never before, made it a badge of honour, almost. He is above such things. 

But this Kingdom of his… it is safe, and peaceful, and happy. In its streets, Children grow up never having to fear for their safety, women walk the streets in the knowledge that no man would touch them without their consent, merchants ply their trade free from the touch of a thieves’ guild. His mind kept telling him it was something to protect, to expand across all of OCR. It was worth it. He needed more time to find what he needed so he could make all of OCR like his Kingdom. 

He finally spoke up, the words almost a hoarse whisper. 

“The Guild of Silence.”
