Prologue

An extract from the Grien the second.

12th day of Winter, 732

My father was a king. My father was a great king. Under his reign, the province that was the land that I was born to grew into a great kingdom with lands stretching from the mountains of Galnor to the forests of Literia to the sea of Grimdor. From the time I came into manhood I have known not a day of peace. Until now. 

Today my brothers and I laid the great man to rest. He had died in his sleep. After hearing the news that the northern armies had secured the fortress at Kaisha. The war was over and his work was done. And so tomorrow I take my father’s place as monarch of the kingdom. A kingdom built up by war. Food supplies are low. The border towns are rioting and my eleven brothers are all waiting to seize chunks of land for themselves. The task has fallen to me to untangle this web of confusion and chaos. My brothers dare not directly oppose me because I command the loyalty of the army. But they will bicker among themselves until the family is torn apart. This day I had summoned them to the war room to relay my plan. Eleven sections of land have I drawn out on the latest map of our vast lands. I have bestowed land to each of my brothers and they will reign over their lands as dukes of Quarvonne. 

Thus the Great Council was formed, twelve men to rule the vast empire created by the blood and sweat of my father. Rodrak, Spirna, Ciss, and Moritor took control of the lands in the south containing the great forests. Hinmos, Onhin, Cydas, and Snidon took control of the lands to the west with the great mountains. Jamestor, Chaun, and Boor took control of the breadbasket in the valley between the mountains and the coastal plain. Finally, I, Grien, son of Jona will become the first King of Quarvonne with direct control of all the lands on the coastal plain. My power will be checked by the Great Council, which will meet no less than once per season and will be called to session for any major military action. Any opposition to my leadership was quelled when they found that my decisions could be overturned by a 10-2 vote and their ability to raise their own armies and have complete control over their own lands.

As my brothers left the first Great Council and rode off to claim their lands, I stood over my father’s grave with my sword raised up high and proclaimed this right not by the generations of greatness that lie in our past, but for the generations of greatness that lie in our future….

An extract from Aldur the 7th king of Quarvonne

29th Day of Spring, 816

This has been an exciting day for the peasants, and in an odd manner an exciting day for me. The anniversary of the 83rd harvest since the founding of the Great Council has been a tedious one, but it marks my first one ruling Quarvonne. This festival is the one true time that the peasants get a day off. How I pity the poor bastards, being forced to work their entire lives for those who have been divinely chosen their superiors, it is their only day of happiness in an otherwise dreary life so I humor them.

The Great Council rode through the Capitol city with me at the lead. As part of the barbaric ritual I had stopped outside the city near the river and walked to the river and took the blade of my father, as he took the blade from his father, and cut my forearm. The peasants crowded on the riverbanks to see the bleeding of the king and I shouted out, as my father taught me to do, “I am the king, but I bleed like a man. On your shoulders I rule may only the true blood of Quarvonne flow in this river.” The peasants applauded loudly and began shouting inane things such as ‘Long live the king, and ‘Long live Quarvonne.’ Nothing is more depressing than seeing a bunch of people cheering a civilized man cutting himself needlessly and bleeding into the river. Sometimes it makes me wonder whether our kingdom is any better than the barbaric kingdom of Jisha.

The rest of the night was uneventful. There was much feasting and partying going on in the capitol city and it was my duty, nay, my pleasure to sit above them watching the everyday people party as if there were no tomorrow. The dancing line was interesting to watch as the peasants came and danced very closely and provocatively which would never be allowed in any other circumstances. In one corner of the city I could see fireworks being set off to the great amusement of the crowd, undoubtedly by the tower mage Dynale and while he has the ability to entertain the crowd is never in question, his powers are far more terrible than this simple display.

At last I go to sleep after a weary day knowing that I will not have to put up with this foolishness for another year. Every year I wondered why my father went on with this nonsense and now today I know why. Everyone needs something to believe in, and the peasants believe in me.

An extract from Duraith the 8th king of Quarvonne

24th Day of Autumn, 843

The impending threat of the armies of Jisha grows steadily day-by-day. Their land borders Chaun, which is a slight relief because the current duke, my uncle Careth maintains a well-trained army of fighting men. And the soldiers of that Duchy are known for their bravery and courage. Yet it is my personal feeling that our neighbor to the west should be kept in check thus today I proposed to the council that we send in a force to push the Jisha army, which now lays camped at our western border, back past the forest of Literia. At least that way their raiding parties will not longer be pillaging the Chaun villages and Duke Careth will be able to collect his taxes again. His incessant grumbling about low revenues vexes me to no end. 

The council openly received my proposal and all was looking right until Duke Jameson IV stood up to speak. How I loathe that man. I believe his sole purpose in life is to disagree with me at every turn. At every vote his honeyed words have one by one turned my council brothers against me. To top it off the Emperor of Jisha has presented him with a very pretty young princess for a wife on which the old fool is absolutely besotted with. His opposition to my proposal was thus crafted to sting even more and every one but Careth and I had voted against the invasion of Jisha. Jameson looked quite smug about that I would wager a year’s taxes to say that he is at this moment bragging about his victory to anyone who would listen. How I loathe that man…

Chapter 1

Andrina, crown princess of Quarvonne turned over in her sleep, the silken covers sliding down her body exposing a bare arm. In the haziness of sleep she still felt that she wasn’t alone. Indeed as her mind cleared she could feel warm breath against her neck and a strong arm wrapped gently around her waist. 

Carefully she opened one eye and the brightness of the morning caused her to shut them again and wince noticeably as she felt her head pounding lightly. She groaned and then heard a soft chuckling behind her. 

“Perchance my lady is feeling a little indisposed this morning?” a male voice whispered against her neck.

Andrina gasped as she realized that there was indeed someone in bed with her. She turned around quickly and smiled when she realized whom her bed companion had been.

“My lord” she said with a smile her eyes still half closed to lessen the effect the bright light was having on her aching head “Pray tell what happened last night and what you happen to be doing in my bedchamber”

Her companion lightly kisses her neck “Sleeping peacefully, at least I was until awoken by your stirrings milady” came the reply. “I could leave if you would wish”

Andrina was not at all satisfied with his reply “Methinks that some form of explanation is in order, General”

General Donovan grins and kisses her forehead lightly “Well, there I was, my armor shining in the sun, standing watching the hill with blood dripping from my sword looking over my vanquished foes as my army mopped up the last stragglers, and there you were, eyes blazing as bright as the stars shine...” he grins and pinches her upper arm, seeing a giggle starting to bubble to the surface of her expression “No, don't laugh! This really happened” he looks into her eyes and grins.

The princess barely manages to stifle her giggle as she listens to his cryptic explanation, remembering his triumphant return with his army the day before  “My lord jests, you know well that I was not at the battle but at the Keep where all the ladies were forced to stay while you men get to ride out and do battle to uphold the honor of the kingdom though I would have gone with you had his majesty permitted.” Her face gets a lightly confused look “but how did I get here? I do not remember much of anything that happened as the celebration progressed.”

“I do believe that you drank a little more than would have been prudent for a young lady, and could have been taken advantage of had I not been there to ensure you made it safely to your bedchamber.” He leans down and runs his fingers against her exposed arm “I wished to make sure that you were ok, and I endeavored to spend the night here”

“I would not have drunk at all if you and Sir Gared had not been so insistent that I at least try some of the celebration ale. Twas the first time and I am quite sure it will be the last. Vile stuff. And no one but you would have the nerve to even think of taking advantage of the crown princess, my father would see to that.” She sits up and realizes that she’s still dressed in the gown that she was wearing the night before “You had better make yourself scarce because should my father find out that you have spent the night...” she lets the sentence die off. 

Donovan smiles that amused grin of his and sits up as well “Of course m'lady, although I doubt anyone would say anything about the second most powerful man in Quarvonne for spending the night with the woman he loves after winning a ferocious battle, but as you say m'lady, it would be most....” he looks at her fair face framed by her long auburn hair “…embarrassing.”

His sly admission to his love for her was not lost on the fair princess “Which leads one to wonder why, that if I am held so high in your regard, that you have not asked the king for…” her sentence was cut short in as a sharp knocking on the door which was rather soon followed by her highness’ lady in waiting walking through. 

Andrina gasped, her face paled as she struggled to find an explanation to explain away the general’s presence in her bedroom. Edna bustled into the room and the princess wondered why the lady in waiting hadn’t raised the alarm. Turning around she realized that the general had disappeared. The spot on her bed where he had been sleeping 

Chapter 2

The great hall was not much changed from the night before. However in place of the loud and boisterous carousing of celebration, there was the subdued sense of quiet suffering in the green faces of the courtiers and noblemen.

As Andrina entered through the heavy oaken doors it the main dining all she was announced but the loud _______. A few of the people in the room pressed their hands over their ears and groaned while some of the younger gentlemen of the nobility approached her to bid her a good morning hoping to win some sort of a smile or word from the pretty young heiress.

As with every morning the princess dismissed them with a polite nod went onward toward her customary place on the left of her father.

BLAH BLAH BLAH.

