Kujaro Part 1: Awaking the Warrior
Part 1
Sixty two years had passed along for the price of a million lives. Thirty years previous and each life would have been naught but a single number among the innumerable masses of the hordes warring in the name of glory.  But now - now with the wisdom wrought from countless hours in transcendent meditation and contemplative thought, he knew the truth. He knew that his great battlefield victories amounted to little more than the anguished tears of wives, children, and mothers. He knew that in a thousand years his name would no longer be trumpeted along as one of the greats, but it would be twisted and thrown together with something more fitting of his accomplishments. He could almost see it now, being affixed with “- the murderer” or “- the barbarian”. Of course, no one would hear of these last years, those in which he had discovered the truths of life, those in which he had become greater in mind than he ever had been in name. After his death the stories of bravery would die away with the bards who had sang them, and the winds would erode his great empire.  The honey sweet words of venomous reptilian politicians would quickly replace the sword, and honor would fall to gold. Such was the world. 

_____

The morning dew still clung to every blade of grass and the myriad of wild things of the forest kept on in slumber. If it hadn't been for the hooves of the horses and the faint squeak of a carriage wheel, all would have been silent. Not a single leaf rustled as they made their way over the packed dirt road which cut the forest in two. Complete tranquility would have been the words used by the boy who rode at the rear of the small group, had anyone asked his thoughts on the place that is. However, he had no time or reason to contemplate such issues, as this was his first true expedition as a royal guard and he needed his full attention focused on the carriage ahead. Unlike the man who had come before him in his riding position, Kujaro was ever diligent and fiercely loyal. He only had this opportunity to ride with the elite because his predecessor had been foolish enough to give information to the enemies of the king, and possibly also because of the fact that he was better with a sword than men twice his age. After the drop of an executioner's axe and a resizing of some old armor, a spot with the king’s guard was opened then filled within the period of a few candle marks. Though he wouldn't show it this day, he was happy that the old fool had shot his mouth off and had gotten himself killed. Not only did it eliminate one of the weak links in the military chain, but it also gave him a chance to prove himself to the disbelievers. This would be a fine day. 
Just when Kujaro finally allowed himself a moment to take his mind off of his duties, as the other men had done several marks ago and continued to do currently; he heard the slightest of rustling in the foliage about the road and quickly snapped to attention. “Captain!-” he was swiftly cut off as a barrage of projectiles struck his comrades and the carriage. Four of the eight riders slumped dead in their saddles in the first moments, and the others had only a few short seconds before they were overrun by a dozen attackers. These were much too organized to be called ordinary bandits and their fighting style said that they were from a land which the great king had destroyed the previous summer. They had come for vengeance, and there was little to stop them now. 

Within moments of the first arrow striking, the boy had unsheathed his sword and began a charge towards the nearest skirmish. His heroic onslaught was cut short however when a blade slashed the legs of his steed and brought the both of them to the ground. A nearby rock smashed into his brow and started a stream of hot blood running down over his face. He did his best to wipe his eyes clean, but the chain mail gloves were simply insufficient. With blood ruining his vision, the anguished screams of the others filling his ears, and a large beast trapping his legs, he had little left to do but struggle and flail until he was free and able to do something further. 

It took another few moments before he was able to escape and use a horse blanket to quickly wipe away that which was obscuring his sight. After doing this, he took another half second to evaluate the situation. Apparently four more of the king’s men had died, including one of the two who accompanied the king in the carriage, and the assassins had lost twice that number. The only good thing about the entire thing seemed to be that the attackers had disregarded his presence and now had their backs to him. 

With a malicious grin, Kujaro charged forward and pinned one of the men to the ground with his sword. The next was only fortunate enough to catch a glimpse of the boy before he had a dagger planted into his neck. In the time it had taken him to eliminate two of the opponents, the other two had managed to kill his only remaining comrade and injure the king. White hot rage engulfed his mind and a blood lust like none other took hold of him. A kick to the side of the leg and one of the remaining two felt his knee snap out from underneath him. That was enough to disable him, so that left only one remaining threat. This final challenger was so foolish that he actually allowed Kujaro to pick up the swords which the others had dropped. It would be his final mistake. 

It took exactly one second for the youth to disarm the man and place one of his blades at the man's chest. He didn't make the final move just yet, because he would not allow this one to die quickly. Kujaro wished to strike fear into the man before killing him. 

The second round of fighting lasted only a moment longer than the last. This one ended with a large red gash running diagonally along the assassin’s chest and a pain filled growl. It was exactly as Kujaro had wanted. The man had now lost his sense of confidence and would be all the easier to defeat for it. As expected a rather quick and ill conceived thrust came at the boy, but it never did hit its mark. Kujaro dropped under the blade and lunged forward with one leg outstretched behind him and the other taking his weight before launching him forward. The entirety of his blade was enveloped by the man’s torso by the time his attack was finished. All that was left for the man was to gape in disbelief at the hilt of the weapon which was protruding from his chest
“More worthy than any other I have fought,” the boy said with a bow to his soon to be former enemy. The comment obviously mattered little to the dying one, as he simply collapsed to the ground without so much as a single sound crossing his lips. 

With business finished for the time being, Kujaro re-evaluated the scene before cautiously proceeding back to the great king. When he came upon the old one, he immediately saw a familiar crimson staining the man’s shirt. Luckily enough it was only a shallow wound which produced the blood, as the weapon which had caused it did not pass beyond the ribs, but glanced off and away. It was bad enough to cause troubles if left unattended, but not so terrible that it could be called life threatening. 

“Amazing,” the king grunted. “Never before have I seen such skill.” 

“Thank you sire,” the boy returned, fully appreciative of the comment. “However, there isn’t time to speak of such things, at least not until we get you out of these hostile territories and have a medic attend to your wound.” 

“Bah, a mere scratch!” he protested rather adamantly. “I have scars from times much worse than this.”
“Sire-“ 


”Fine, fine, let us be off. Just start thinking of a position in the royal court which you wish to have. It will be yours.” 

A wily grin graced Kujaro’s lips as he rode off at the side of the king…

- Dicemonk
