Chapter 1
Jennifer Binkley climbed down the stairs to find the kitchen desolate, when normally it was a bustling chaos.  She called out for the head cook and for the cleaning crew, but nobody replied. Was it a holiday?  She looked around nervously and mulled the schedule over her head.  The kitchen was open for every event and the last holiday she remembered having was when she got the Thedorian flu. Sure she could have missed something yesterday, if she wasn't washing dishes and daydreaming maybe she could have heard it, either that or something else... regardless she was sure she was now going to be in deep trouble.  
She picked up the hem of her skirt and bolted down the corridor hoping to see any of the lower scullery maids that she got along with before running into any of the cooking staff.  It wasn't such a big place after all, for an old mansion of this caliber, you got pretty used to the size and she just had no idea where she was going. So after running down the kitchen corridor and taking a right before the meal hall, skirting around the parlor she was starting to wonder if she wasn't still sleeping having a dumb dream where everybody had disappeared. 
If it was a dream, this probably wasn't going to get her in trouble, so she slowed down. If it wasn't a dream then maybe nobody would have noticed her missing, after all she’s not the head of state or anything.  She slowed down feeling her heart thumping on her chest and the adrenaline rush somewhere in her bloodstream still pulsing.  
She stopped and closed her eyes for a few seconds trying to listen but her hearth thumping in her head wouldn't let her focus; she opened here eyes and looked around. Empty halls and an oil painting of a lady holding a crystal ball with a cat inside, it was looking at her in a frozen haughty gaze. Nobody. 
She started to smile and panic inside her stomach, like gurgling water in the middle of an oatmeal bowl. She walked to the main hall and stared wide eyed, nothing moved, kept on walking to the front door and pushed it open. Beautiful day it was, birds chirping about, sun climbing the sky, trees sifting the rays in lovely patterns. She would have loved to stay watching, mesmerized by the sunrise, but at this moment the beauty was all the more creepy. 
Not one person in the courtyard! She stood there holding the door knob mouth slightly ajar. The connections in her brain not quite working, when suddenly a scream pierced her brain awake.  From behind the house it came, she turned back half expecting to see a horrible scene behind her, but only the empty entrance hall and the hairs on her neck standing up, greeted her.  
She sneaked forward now, thinking that all the noise she must have made before could not have been helpful. Towards the back of the house she went, this time silently. Past the meal hall behind the library almost to the side door to the deck and she stopped a few feet away. She crept up to look out the glass of the deck door. However she could see nothing but the planks of the deck and a sunny view. She slowly twisted the knob of the door being careful not to make it creak she opened it only a few inches, maybe a foot so she could slip out. The wind was much stronger from this side of the house, and it wiped her skirt back, she slowly made her way to the railing and came to a stop holding on to one of the posts that held the small roof of the deck together. She peeked out below at the backyard and then even before she really saw what was happening below, her whole body felt burning with fear. 
Chapter 2

 However, her mind must have been playing tricks because all she saw below was a child, not such a young one, maybe a teenager, she couldn't tell really because his bare back was turned towards her. He was looking at something in the horizon, far out and she looked towards it guessing, she could make out far away on the road a small cloud of dust getting smaller and smaller. The kid held up a fist and screamed again, with less strength than before and an audible amount of breaking in his scream, he was crying. 
"Boy!” she called out. 
    Surprised the kid jumped 180 degrees and fell down on all fours with a cat like grace. He bared his teeth and looked her straight in the eyes. For a moment she thought the kid might bolt, but something clicked and he relaxed, slowly getting up and wiping some dust from his hands on his trousers. He still had tears running down his face, but he was wiping them away with the back of his hand and trying to regain his composure.
"How did you escape the enemies, serving girl?" He looked away from her eyes, slightly embarrassed, but his voice was haughty. 
A smile escaped her. She was estranged by the little dirty boy below, calling her serving girl.
"Enemies? What enemies?" was he playing a game? 
The boys expression grew hard and he waved his hand in the direction of the fading dust in the horizon. 
"Everybody was supposed to be out here girl, you must have disobeyed, get down here, we have lots to do. "
"Where is everybody, are you all playing games?"
"Are you daft, or maybe Stupid? Maybe that is why they didn't take you, I told you to get down here or else"
"Why should I listen to you boy?"
The boy looked confused for a second and then slightly awkwardly replied, "I'm Azil Monrich"
    Her stomach did a flip. All this time in their service and she had never really had to be face to face with one of the lords. She had been kept working in the kitchens or out in the back with the animals, generally maintained out of the way, that was the order of the mistress of the keys, and really she hadn't been interested in the lords. Of course she had seen them from far away once in a while, but this dirty ragamuffin boy did not cross her mind as being the lords’ second son. 
She scurried to the left of the deck, opened the small white gate and jumped down the stairs. She ran up to the boy and then jumped down on her knees bowing her head down. 
"I'm sorry Lord Azil Monrich, I didn't recognize you, I was confused ... I was umm"
"Shush girl, what is your name? " 
"oh um , Jeniffer Binkley of Monrich" she gave herself a moment to peek at his face when she said her name, and it seemed a small sourness came up and disappeared as soon as it came. She then added "lord" after a pause. 
"Well good, Jeniffer, you will help me pack and we will go after the enemies ... we must take supplies and clothes... weapons certainly... we shall need maps and water and..."  He kept on droning on listing things. Jeniffers gaze crept up is body meeting his eyes as his list got longer and longer, there must have been a crazy expression on her face because Azil soon stopped listing things.
"You will do as I say Jenniffer, you are my servant, remember that" the boy walked of towards the stairs in a stately manner and then jumped the first couple of steps up the stairs. 
    Jenniffers mind was reeling with the effort of trying to keep up with the situation. She followed the boy leaving a space between them. Not even paying attention to where they where going. What was she doing?  This wasn't a game, somebody had captured a whole mansion full of people with out her even realizing, there was this boy who was her lord, yet so young.  She was finally in an adventure like her many daydreams however everything was so off. She was supposed to be the daring adventurer and instead she found herself stumbling behind a 14 year old boy, a servant at his heel. 
This was all so confusing, how could everybody just disappear? If they had fought an enemy she surely would have heard screams and loud noises that would have woken her up, why didn't anybody wake her? She’s the lowest of the low, she knew that but everybody had always given her a special sort of room, like nobody wanted to be too close to her. Maybe it was because she was an orphan, that’s what she had accounted it to.  Mintra Binkley or momma Binkey as she called her was about the only person that paid attention to her and at times it seemed that even she who had taken care of her for so long, kept her distance.  Anyway this wasn't the time to be thinking about that, so egotistical, what is she supposed to think about? There must be something but her mind really felt like a block of mud.
    She found herself in a floor of the mansion which she had only visited once or twice in her whole life she had no idea where really, but she knew she was on one of the higher floors. Azil stood looking at a wall and then reached up to a painting, pushing it sideways. He then twisted a knob and then let the painting fall back into its normal position. The wall made a clicking noise and rotated forward. Jeniffer stared, a hidden passageway, cool. Azil swept forward into the dark passage, not looking back, used to this apparently. 
The wall started rotating back into place and Jennifer had to run to not be left outside. It was dark but she went straight following the wall with her fingers, it was a narrow passage and suddenly a sharp right turn that left her throwing her arm out to reach the wall. Strong light illuminated the passage when Azil opened what must be another rotating wall at the end.

"Would you mind hurrying? I don't want to miss the trail left behind" 

She leaped at the brightness quickening her stride. Her foul mood about the boy was coming back, it had been taken away by the surprise, but now it was slowly prickling her pride. Yet she held her mouth shut, maybe a bit too hard. 
The room they had entered was pretty dark only a small window high up lit it, it must have been a small attic like room. There were shelves over the walls and swords and other weapons filled them, a coat of arms with green stripes and black ravens hung at the center of the wall; It must be the older version of the Monrich crest she thought.

"Hold this girl, and don't play with it it" Azil held out a small sword in its scabbard, not really looking at her response but looking around the room. 

His eyes went from shelf to shelf. She took the sword but she noticed as his eyes paused looking at an empty space. 

Jennifer followed his eyes with interest catching his pauses. His mouth moved with out voicing anything, and she guessed that he was counting.

Clearly the missing spaces close to the center of the family crest belonged the to the Duke of Monrich and his oldest son Koel, another space there though, she couldn't think who else and of course there were other weapons missing further out from the crest.

"I don't think you can use a sword, with out chopping your fingers off...this might work for you" Azil was looking at her with keen eyes, holding out a sturdy & long looking stick. 

"What exactly are you planning to do ?" she crossed her arms clutching the sword in her right hand. "Chase after an army and then battle it yourself child? " 

Azil stared at her with out the slightest hint of surprise. 

"Move servant, we still have lots to do, follow me" and with that he strode right into her path going back towards the passage, knocking her out of the way, he spun around and dropped the staff, it made a loud smack as it hit the floor. "Don't forget that either", he walked into the tight passage. 

Bloody bloody lord, damn kid. She jumped after him picking up the long stick on her way back and held it in her left hand. Should smack him with it on his rump, that's what I should do, she thought to herself. They came out of the passage and made their way to the boys room where he jumped on his bed and sat down in the middle. 

Jennifer followed him into the room and stood there catching her breath, that's a lot of stairs she thought to herself. He stared at her, with his mouth like a sour grape. 

"You will pack appropriate clothing in my chest here, we will need something for travel, riding, and something for the cold, agreed?"

Her eyes grew two times normal size, “me?” 

"Yes, servant, you! That's your job isn't it?" 

"Me? I... um, I wash dishes, what would I know about clothes? " 

He fell back into the bed. "Lord ... just go over there and get me something, you're a woman aren't you?” 

She could have smacked him. Jennifer stalked over to the closet and pulled the door open roughly.

Her mouth fell open. It was a whole room! She walked in marveling at the colors, this was amazing. How many clothes were inside here, she could have put everything she owned in one of these twelve armoires! She stood there looking around feeling incredibly out of place, again. Why would anybody ever need so many clothes?
Chapter 3   (to be continued soon) 
