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I've been in here two weeks now. I've still got my cloak. It needs a wash. But then, so do I. 

I have to admit, for a prison in a region ruled by a power-mad tyrant, I'm being treated pretty well. Only the occasional random beating. Fresh jug of water when I wake up in the morning, well, at least I think it's the morning - so very hard to tell time in here. Chamber pot - yes, a pot, they gave me just a pot, barbarians - is always clean when I awake too. Get a meal at least once a day. 

Pretty good treatment for a guy who was hired to kill the guy in charge. 

They're probably fattening me up. Sick bastards. 

The only hard part was the interrogation after the first night. The Ace of War himself conducted it. Sadistic guy that one. 

"Just tell us what we want to know Mr Mage. We know you were hired to assassinate our Grand Prince, but we do not know who hired you. Tell us who hired you." 

"I told you - I don't KNOW. The Guildmaster just gave me the target and threatening words promising very violent acts if I didn't hop to it." 

*crack*"FUCK!" 

"We have less civilised ways of making you talk Mr Mage. Far less civilised." 

"You're a right bastard, you know that? I'm going to fuck your ass good when I get out of here." 

"Yes, that is one method we may employ." 

"... And I'll nut twice in you if you do." 

"Suit yourself Mr Mage. I will ask again, who hired you?" 

It continued like that for a while. Thankfully, they didn't employ the method I mentioned, and the Ace of War seemed to take particular care not to damage my face ... guess I owe him that much if I ever escape. 

Of course I was defiant - I would never let them see that my spirit can be broken. And I guess he eventually believed me, because he tossed me back in here. Physically. No guards to do his dirty work, no - this Ace of War was a hands-on guy. 

And so now it's been two weeks. I think they might've forgotten about me. 

**** 

Two weeks is a long time to be alone with just your thoughts, your cloak and the guy who brings you food. Decent enough guy, calls himself Predmed, or Pridmid, something like that. I have to admit I wasn't paying too much attention. 

And so I've had time to think. Time to reflect. Not even the arrival of the other prisoner was enough to fully pull me out of my funk. Not too talkative, though I did hear him moan from time to time. Something about a monk. It was a bit incoherent. I didn't get a good look at him, but still, something familiar about him. Not that it matters. 

It's not that I'm a bad killer, just that I'm a bad assassin. I've had no problems killing a guard protecting some fat nobleman who trod on the wrong toes, but when it comes to the actual mark, I've always managed to mess it up. Usually because of my mouth. 

You'd think I'd've learnt by now. But no, I still let my mouth lead and my feet follow. 

**** 

It was into week three when Preddy didn't show up as usual for the meal. It was ... someone else. Neither tall nor short, neither skinny nor fat. This ... person? seemed to personify average - I'd never remember them if I ever saw or heard them again. But I wouldn't forget their words any time soon. 

"It has become necessary for you to be out of here." 

"Oh really?" 

"Yes. Your skills will serve well. We have need of you." 

"Doing what? Don't bother asking me to off someone - botching that is what got me here in the first place." 

"No, we do not require you to kill, except perhaps in defense." 

"Wow, that's a new one. So what is this wondrous job you have for me? Also, what's the pay like?" 

"You would haggle over price when we offer you freedom?" 

"Freedom's great, but it doesn't directly pay for dinner now, does it?" 

"Granted." 

I expected more of a response than that. 

There was a long silence - I got the impression of the hooded face moving through a series of expressions, as though my benefactor was trying them on to see how they fit. 

Finally, I noticed something small and reflective near the entrance to my cell. A lockpick. I looked up at my mysterious benefactor. My face no longer had that laconic look on it, I was certain. 

"So what do you want me to do?" 

"All in good time BlueMage. We will contact you when the time is right. Until we do ... try to stay alive." 

"Well, will do." 

"You should attempt to escape as soon as I leave. Balance be with you." 

"Yeah, you too. Hey, and thanks." 

The hooded head dipped in a nod of acknowledgement, and then I could see nothing amidst the shadows. I was alone again. 

Stay alive huh? Yeah, that will be a task on its own. Between the Guild trying to off me on one side, and the P'piar Royal Guard on the other, this was not going to be easy. 

But now I had a lockpick. And I still had my cloak.
