Crimson Dagger By Moonlight

Prologue


Silver light shone down on the waterway, bringing a light that ever flowed much like the stream itself, reflecting itself  in the windows and illuminating the pathways below. The streets were devoid of presence save for only a few brave souls and the creeping dark form of the shadows that clung to buildings, to which the aforementioned brave souls avoided, perhaps out of fear, albeit a justified one, of those that ever lurk and watch from within. A reverberating clang from the church bell drew no great attention from the denizens , far greater interest was generated from those few of the few who, upon looking up saw a different kind of shadow, a silhouette cast atop the architecture of the church tower itself, it bore a shape familiar to those who gave it a cautious and quick glance before averting their gaze, it bore the shape of a woman.


The shadow had its back on the precipice of the tower, its legs on the sill lolling and relaxing, slowly occasionally moving its head in the direction of the moon and then down to the night lurkers, regarding them, the moon, the tower and itself with strong, alert and aware blue eyes. The shadow flowed into the air, blown hitherto from place to place, but such was a clever illusion for no greater effect had occurred with the use of the long flowing jet black cloak worn by the shadow, affecting only a minor effort of concealment and perhaps ominous tones were it not for the complementary leather attire worn upon the shadows other areas of the same colour, but for this those of the few who gazed upon it could be forgiven for mistaking it for an ominous and portentous shadow, for that which sat upon the tower was nay a shadow, nor a wraith of malevolence, nor any of these. For that which sat upon the tower had a most fitting shape and those few who had beheld it were correct in their assumptions, for there high atop the tower was a woman, known as a whisper in the far desert wind, the eyes one feels watching in the forest, a tale often told across the flickering embers of the midnight fire or indeed, any of the dark places where men gather to exchange the most blood curdling of tales, these places she was known by many names: The Shadow, The Daughter Of Death, Darkmother and many more were the names of she who sat atop the tower, but the name for which she was the most well known, for such is the name spoken by only the lips of the fortuitous and lucky was The Obsidian Lady, or sometimes Lady Obsidia and those who did speak forth and invoke the name were indeed the lucky and fortuitous for those that did not speak it did not do so for any want or need but for a lack of ability, for those whose lips did not speak it did not do so because they would not, but for the fact that they could not, for all know that the lips of the dead cannot speak.


She had earned such an accolade, for those that knew her legend marked it well as a lesson and took heed of it, none knew of her real name or past, nor why she does what she does, all however are markedly wary for to court her displeasure was to invoke her wrath and; her wrath? Was not to be courted.


Elsewhere just a few short cobbled streets away stood the manor of a noble family, proud and tall not unlike the denizens that inhabited it, t'was shortly after the evenings meal was consumed that the patriarch of that house, Irwin, the head of the household and noble of House Delaran found himself alone, regarding the evening light upon the grounds, he was an old man now, the affairs of the upper house where the matters of government now were mere amusement, with his wife sometime ago departing this world and his only child married off into another house he put himself through the motions only to play the game, a game that he had enjoyed and both won and lost at, the spats of House Delaran were akin to any other house, friends and enemies both won and lost in that ever played game. The evening meal had refreshed him, made him thoughtful, thoughts to which he indulged as he decided to sit at his desk and write.

Rustling in the grounds, the wind has been a little boisterous today.

More writing, cataloguing his thoughts onto parchment paper, the brass desk holding sturdy through the vigor of action, the house security stood alert outside the chamber, themselves specially trained and with decades of experience of guarding against the threats to the house, of which over the years as one would expect of a Lords position there had been many. 

Too much change in the house, liberals bringing in too much reform.

The wind had picked up, creating a crescendo of howling as it passed by and hit the manor.

Does our history mean nothing? Has tradition? The reforms must be blocked, I shall make a few visits to my allies when the morning comes.

Tiredness took a hold of him then, he stopped his transcribing and with a yawn decided to retire to sleep, laying in the red silk of the duvet he extinguished the flame of the night light adjacent to the bed and with a turn, closed his eyes and went to sleep.


A couple of hours passed by, the manor and streets still illuminated by moonlight and there, high atop the tower of the church, was empty air. The shadow, Lady Obsidia...had moved.


Morning came, the manor refreshed in the decadent rays of the morning sun, it was time to awaken Lord Delaran for his 6am ablutions and breakfast, this task fell to the maid of the house, a young petite thing apprenticed to the house in her early teens to escape the poverty of the village life she had left and to ever dutifully sent some money back to her Ma, for village life was hard, she enjoyed working for Lord Delaran for, although a traditionalist and ever always the picture of a stereotypical noble, she remembered him also for a softer side that showed during his more private moments away from the politics of both manor and the upper house.

