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1

SAETHARA

“Don’t fail us, Saethara. We are counting on you.”

Lirion Faolborn – Fae Shifter – 1980 DV

Saethara straddled Korben, her movements careful to avoid waking him up. Positioning her knees to either side of his hips, she lifted her arms high above her head, dagger clenched tightly in both hands. The blade glinted in the candlelight, and The Eldrystone seemed to wink in response.

She licked her lips, anticipating the moment.

The amulet rested on his smooth chest, right over his breastbone. She would have to make sure it did not get in her way.

A nervous thrill traveled through her. She doubted so many times, thought she would never get this far. Yet, here she was, the most powerful object in existence well within her reach.

He slept peacefully, the fool. There was even a slight smile stretching his lips. He was handsome. She had to admit that much, but she was never attracted to him. It was someone else entirely who claimed that honor.

It hadn’t been easy to lay with Korben—the naïve and undeserving Fae King—but that was a small price to pay for what she was about to gain.

Securing her grip around the hilt, Saethara plunged the weapon downward. It hit its mark right above the amulet, between the “V” of its chain that snaked through its clasp.

The dagger was sharp, crafted by an expert and imbued with magic. It cut through bone and sinew as easily as a needle piercing fabric.

Korben reared up, gasping in pain and surprise, hands wrapping around her hands over the hilt of the dagger. His black eyes met hers, pupils blown, threatening to swallow her whole. His mouth opened, and he tried to speak, but only a dribble of red came out. Choking on his own blood, he fell back down on the pillow, his gaze never leaving hers. There was a question in his expression, a begging plea.

Why? he seemed to ask, even as his eyes flicked toward the answer: The Eldrystone.

His grip over her hands slackened, then his arms fell limply to the sides. Blood flowed freely, sliding over his ribs to their nuptial sheets, soaking them through. For good measure, she leaned into the weapon, using her entire weight and twisting the blade deeper and deeper.

Korben’s eyes rolled into the back of his head. More blood gurgled from his mouth, and a moment later, he went absolutely still.

“The king is dead. Long live the queen,” Saethara murmured as she unstraddled him and immediately set out to relieve him of the amulet.

It was crafted from a perfect opal, held within an intricate golden framework. The metalwork was a delicate array of swirling vines, the work of the finest fae craftfolk or perhaps Niamhara, the so-called Goddess of Radiance. Small runic symbols lined its underside, written in a script she did not understand.

Her hand wrapped around it, causing a wave of elation to course through her body.

Finally. Finally!

It had been a long journey, and it was over at last. She had been nothing but a young girl when the task was thrust upon her. For a long time, she believed it impossible. How could a nobody from a small village ever become Queen of Tirnanog? And now . . .

It was easy, so easy, to slip the amulet over Korben’s head and pull the chain free, his dead weight offering only a small obstacle.

And thus, The Eldrystone was hers. All hers.

Standing over her dead husband, naked and with the amulet in her hand, Saethara trembled. Years of yearning had come to an end. Niamhara’s power was hers.

A shiver ran up her spine, making her scalp tingle. She was suddenly filled with fear as she caught sight of Korben’s face, the color completely gone from his cheeks and lips.

I killed the Fae King.

She had been so focused on her task that she had barely stopped to contemplate how it would feel to kill someone or exactly what she would do once the years of planning had yielded fruit.

Her heart hammered, and her breaths grew sharp and shallow.

Unable to stand the sight of the gruesome display any longer, she turned away from the bed.

I have to get out of here, away from . . . him.

Her eyes wide and fixed on a faraway point, she put on a silken robe and tied it around her narrow waist. Hurrying out of the bedchamber, her steps guided her away. Her mind replayed the moment the dagger plunged into Korben’s chest. There had been little to no resistance, and it had felt easy, but now a nauseous knot was building in the pit of her stomach.

She thought killing would be easy, and it had been, but all that blood. Gods! She glanced down at the amulet. It felt cold between her fingers, empty. Numbly, she lifted it and stared at it more closely, even as her steps continued guiding her . . . elsewhere.

On closer inspection, the amulet—which had looked dazzling around Korben’s neck as he rode her, lost in the throes of his release—now seemed like a trinket from a cheap bazaar. Possessing it did not feel the way she had imagined. She had fancied it would fill her with a sense of power. Instead, a dire sensation crowded her chest.

She began to doubt herself, panic starting a loud ringing in her ears. Her steps changed direction, guiding her with purpose to Loreleia, her best friend, but when she found her bedchamber empty, Saethara started hyperventilating.

Korben’s people were going to kill her. Once they found out what she had done, they would sentence her to death. They would not let her be queen. She had murdered Korben Theric, the forty-first king from a long dynasty.

Niamhara had entrusted her conduit to his family thousands of years ago, and they had kept Tirnanog prosperous ever since. Othano Theric, a young farmer, was one of Niamhara’s faithful worshipers, and with the amulet, he brought the fae together, ushering them into progress and greatness, ending the squabbles that had plagued them since their creation.

The ringing in Saethara’s ears mounted to a deafening level. She turned away from Loreleia’s door and ran down the long corridor, heedless of the destination.

Her bare feet slapped the cold marble, and when she crossed the threshold into a small courtyard, she came to an abrupt stop.

Loreleia was there, sitting on the lowest branch of an earthbinder tree. Pink blossoms hovered around her, swooping down from higher branches as if she were made of light and they needed to be near her.

Her friend was reading a book, her expression as sweet and calm as ever. Sensing her presence, Loreleia glanced up, an automatic smile stretching her lips. As soon as she laid eyes on Saethara, however, the smile faded. Loreleia set the book aside on the branch and ran to her. The blossoms retreated.

“What happened? You look . . .” Loreleia didn’t finish her sentence. Instead, she scanned Saethara from head to toes, eventually pausing at the amulet clenched between her fingers and the blood staining them.

“I killed him,” Saethara said, her tone even, void of all emotion.

Loreleia swallowed, blue eyes growing wide. “Who? Who did you kill?”

“Him.”

“The . . . the king?”

Loreleia knew Saethara was supposed to be with her husband. They had just retired to consummate their marriage a mere thirty minutes ago, after all. They were supposed to be drowning in each other’s arms, blissfully enjoying their first night as a mated couple. But then Korben had been so eager, like a boy, undressing her quickly and taking her in a rush of passion that did not last.

“I love you,” he had whispered in her ear as he collapsed next to her, thinking he had satisfied her after she had made the right sounds for him.

“The king?” Loreleia repeated her question.

Saethara nodded.

“Oh, gods!” Her friend gasped, pressing a delicate hand to her mouth as horror filled her clear blue gaze. “Did he . . . did he hurt you?”

It took Saethara a moment to process the question.

Of course, innocent Loreleia, who had known Saethara since they were small girls growing up in Nilhalari, would not assume Saethara had done something so terrible, so hideous, without a justifiable reason. Of course, she would produce a perfect excuse for Saethara, one that she could use to explain away her actions. They would not harm her once she explained. She would tell everyone Korben had been rough and had—

The anxious thoughts stopped abruptly, and an unnatural calmness descended over Saethara, easing her agitated breaths and slowing down her heartbeat to a normal level.

Why had she panicked? There was no reason for that. She had The Eldrystone in her possession. The entire realm would bow down to her and the power she could now command.

Still, having an excuse was convenient. A little sympathy from her subjects was not unwarranted. It might even make things easier for her.

Conjuring tears to her eyes, Saethara nodded. “He . . . he was so . . .” Without finishing, she broke into sobs that wracked her body like physical blows.

“Oh, Saethara.” Loreleia wrapped her in her arms and squeezed tightly. “I am so sorry. I thought he loved you, but he was a deceiver. I am so sorry.”

Loreleia did not doubt her, not for an instant.

In the warmth of her friend’s embrace, Saethara smiled with satisfaction. It seemed she was condemned to be surrounded by fools. Well, not entirely. She had Lirion. He was a clever one. Saethara would have never gotten this far without him.

The sound of steps from within the palace tore their attention from each other. They pulled apart and glanced toward the archway that led out of the courtyard.

Saethara’s heart stopped.

Korben stood with a sword in his hand, dry blood caked all over his bare chest.

He is not dead! Why is he not dead?

Her heart went back to pounding out of control. What was she to do now? She had failed.

The Fae King roared in anger, an animalistic utterance that made the pink earthbinder blossoms retreat far up into the trees.

As his gaze landed on her, he bellowed, “Saethara! You filthy liar. I will end you.” He raised his sword and marched in her direction.
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VALERIA

“I wish I knew if Amira or Valeria inherited my shifting abilities, if they will be able to rely on them if the veil ever reopens.”

Rey Simón Plumanegra (Casa Plumanegra) – Human King – 12 AV

I’m breaking.

The sound of my fracturing bones translates to unbearable pain, and I scream.

I’m dying.

Korben is here, and Jago too. I sense them. Korben is talking, but his words make no sense. My ears roar with too many sounds, loud, overwhelming.

Something alien accompanies the pain. It festers across every inch of my body. My skin itches, prickles, burns. Bile rises up my throat. My mouth opens with the gag reflex, and a shrill sound comes out. My revulsion redoubles.

The pain stretches into agony. I forget who I am, only wishing for a swift death. No life is worth this horror. Oblivion is better than this.

Gods, take me!

After an eternity, I’m partially aware of the pain slowly diminishing, but I’m so lost in the aftermath that I miss the exact moment when it finally stops. The next thing I know, I’m lying on my side, enveloped by a myriad of sounds and a riot of colors almost as overwhelming as the pain.

I blink to clear my vision, but even that small motion feels foreign. I try to stand but fail. My body feels lopsided and . . . insubstantial. I kick my legs, and they move ineffectually, circling and circling without gaining any traction. I don’t know how to stand. My arms are no help as I try to push off the ground.

I hear a croak, and then someone pushes me to my feet. Standing feels as odd as lying down. My toes are digging into the earth. I glance down at them.

Gods! No, not feet. Talons!

Panicked, I shriek, sounding like Cuervo.

That’s when I realize he’s standing right next to me. He was the one who helped me up. I stare at him. He’s my size. No, I’m his size. I know it is Cuervo. I recognize his features. However, the colors on his feathers are nothing like I remember. Instead, they’re a thousand different shades of purple, blue, green. Hues I never knew existed.

“Friend!” he croaks, head bobbing.

“Cuervo,” I say, or at least I try. What comes out is an entirely different sound.

The logical part of my brain understands exactly what just happened. I’ve shifted into a raven. But understanding and accepting are two entirely different things.

I’m not ready for this. I’m not! I’m not even sure I want it, no matter how much I used to think I did.

I squeeze my eyes shut and wish for my human shape to return.

Nothing happens. I remain the same, a small creature with the world looming all around me. Korben’s boots are larger than me. He stands facing away from me, ignoring me. Why? Why when I need him most?!

“Greetings,” he’s saying, his voice ringing with a deeper quality in my new ears.

“Hold it right there,” someone responds, followed by the sound of a sword unsheathing, the zing of metal a melody of many tones. “You are hereby detained.”

“Detained?” Korben echoes. “Under what grounds and authority?”

“You are under arrest for . . . breaching the veil. By decree of Queen Saethara, you are under arrest.”

Memories rush back like an avalanche. For a small eternity, I was nothing but pain, followed by the sudden shattering realization that I did inherit my father’s shifting abilities. Except now, I remember exactly where we are and why.

I reopened the veil to Tirnanog, and now we stand in my mother’s realm, the place that saw her birth and that of half of my ancestors. Moreover, we’re in Korben’s kingdom. Twenty years after he disappeared. All that time, he was locked away in Castella while life went on without him here, and not entirely in the way he suspected.

Saethara . . . the female he married, the monster who tried to kill him on their wedding night, is still alive. Not only that, in his absence, she remains queen, and it seems she has been waiting for this day. Why else would people be here ready to arrest anyone crossing the newly reopened veil?

Saints and feathers! We have to get out of here.




3

SAETHARA

“Has anyone seen King Korben? Do not look at me with blank faces. Answer me!”

Vonall Darawin – King’s Adviser – 1999 DV

Upon seeing the Fae King striding in her direction, Saethara’s first instinct was to run. His sword gleamed, and it seemed to vibrate with a deafening zing, a cruel melody announcing her death.

It was at the verge of whirling around to escape that she remembered what she held in her hand. Like a breeze blowing away smoke, the thought cleared away her fear, leaving behind the thrilling desire to use the amulet for the first time and find out what it was capable of.

As Korben approached, his expression was unlike anything she had ever seen on his face. From the first moment they met, the Fae King had shown only solicitousness toward her. Now, she saw hatred.

When Saethara and Loreleia left their village, it had been in a flurry of nerves and uncertainty. Despite everyone’s reassurances, Saethara was not so sure she would win the Royal Mate Rite. Females from all across Tirnanog were traveling to the capital to appear before the king and face his scrutiny. They were to go through a series of meetings and tests to determine whether or not they were worthy of becoming Korben Theric’s wife and by extension Tirnanog’s queen.

For the first time in her life, Saethara felt uncertain about her ability to ensnare a male with her innate beauty. Her hair was the color of the summer sky, matched by bright cerulean eyes. Her plump breasts and rounded hips always caused males to ogle. And at an early age, she learned the power of her allure and used it to her advantage. Yet, she feared failure.

Her nerves were the reason she enlisted Loreleia to accompany her, practically forcing her to leave their small village, Nilhalari. Loreleia was demure and plainly pretty, so Saethara was not worried about her friend becoming a rival during the contest. She did it because she wanted Loreleia’s unconditional support and constant prattle about how wonderful Saethara was. Since they were little, Loreleia had tagged along like a house pet, the perfect acquiescent companion. This time it was no different. Despite having no interest in becoming queen, Loreleia agreed to accompany Saethara. The poor fool hardly had a thought of her own. Once Saethara became queen, she planned to keep Loreleia as her lady’s maid. It would be helpful to have someone she trusted by her side, once Saethara accomplished her assigned task.

Saethara should have never doubted herself, however. The king was immediately taken with her. It was clear to her and everyone else that he had eyes for no other. Afterward, every meeting and test became a mere formality.

Now, Korben’s dark eyes were fixed on Saethara, though void of the stupefied quality she’d grown accustomed to. Instead, in their depths, she saw only rancor, no evidence that mere moments ago there had been only love. His face wore the grimace of a predator, the scowl of an executioner. He meant to kill her, run her through the heart with his sword, just as she had done to him.

“He may not die,” Lirion had said in one of her many lessons before she got to Elf-Dún, this magnificent palace. “He is a shifter and has innate healing abilities. Though if he survives, it will not matter—not once you take the amulet from him.”

“You never cared for me,” Korben said, walking closer. “You only wanted The Eldrystone.”

“You worked that out all on your own?” Saethara asked, feeling untold satisfaction at having fooled him.

Next to her, Loreleia let out a quiet gasp. Her blue eyes wide, she regarded Saethara then Korben, a million questions seemingly rushing through her mind.

“It does not belong to you,” Korben said, taking one more step.

“I beg to disagree.” She dangled the amulet in front of him, its chain threaded through her long fingers.

“What have you done, Saethara?” Loreleia asked in a barely audible voice.

Saethara rolled her eyes. Sometimes her friend’s dull-witted personality was too much. “Did you actually think I came here to pine over this gullible male?”

Loreleia’s mouth opened and closed ineffectually.

“You vile snake,” Korben hissed. “I will destroy you and everyone you have ever loved, if you are even capable of such feelings. I will obliterate your village, and every wretched person who lives there. Nothing good can come from a place that spawns monsters such as you.”

“No!” Loreleia exclaimed. “You cannot do that.”

Korben ignored her and aimed his sword straight at Saethara’s heart. A few more steps, and he would be upon her.

Taking a deep breath, Saethara lifted the amulet above her head, ready to wish for Korben’s final demise. Then the unthinkable happened, Loreleia, her faithful pet, betrayed her, snatching The Eldrystone out of her hand at the very moment that Korben took one final step and ran Saethara through with his sword, plunging the blade down to the hilt and robbing her entirely of breath.

Knees buckling, Saethara crashed to the stone floor, trembling hands wrapping around the blade, attempting to pull it out and succeeding only in slicing her fingers and coating them with sticky blood.

Something warm bubbled up her throat and trickled out of the corner of her mouth. Lying on her side, she twitched and gasped in staccato bursts.

During her time of preparation, Lirion guaranteed her success.

“We have a powerful ally,” he had said. “Someone who can defeat Niamhara.”

Oh, how naïve Saethara had been. He had lied, and now she was dying, the future she had imagined quickly melting away, the path turning gloomy and promising purgatory as a destination.

“Korben, what . . . what are you doing?” a deep male voice suffused with shock called out from the edge of the courtyard.

Through blurry eyes, Saethara saw a pair of booted feet run past her. A physical struggle ensued. Someone else ran past, someone wearing dainty slippers and a heavy gown.

Loreleia!

Saethara reached out a bloody hand. The stupid woman was escaping with The Eldrystone while Korben fought whoever had decided to intervene. The sound of swords clashing filled Saethara’s ears, but it was faint. Everything was faint.

“Korben, stop! I beg. You have gone mad,” the same male voice said.

Her vision went black, and she exhaled what she thought would be her final breath. Death was a certain thing. Saethara felt it, gripping her soul in its cold hand. She had failed.

Pressure on her chest, on the wound. The sword was removed. A flash of green light followed, and as she blinked and her eyes cleared, she saw Korben’s friend—Vonall, was it?—hovering above her.

She began to sit up and scream.

“Easy, Your Majesty,” the male said. “You are going to be all right.”

Her scream came out as a weak whimper.

She looked around. Korben was nowhere to be seen. The trees in the courtyard appeared bare, with all the blooms retreated to safety. Her blood spread darkly beneath her, a large puddle with the shiny surface of a gruesome mirror.

“How do you feel?” the male asked.

She frowned up at him, scanning his face. Up close, she could see small lines starting to form around the corners of his eyes.

He must be ancient. Over three hundred years old, most certainly, she thought in a detached way.

He had a soft mouth with deep laugh lines that let her know he was one of those tenderhearted fools who thought everyone was their friend.

“I’m Vonall. Vonall Darawin,” he said in a reassuring tone, as if he could tell she hardly remembered him.

She had met him during one of the many receptions they held throughout the Royal Mate Rite proceedings, and she had seen him in passing many times after that. He always seemed to hang around Korben, though in what capacity, she did not know.

“Allow me to help you sit on this bench.” He lent her his strength, practically lifting her in his arms.

Saethara’s robe was soaked in blood, sticking to her chest. It was half-opened, but Vonall kept his eyes on hers, the picture of propriety. Her bosoms, a sizable handful and plump with youth, were her strongest attribute, in her opinion. Few were ever able to resist even a furtive glance, but this male seemed immune, a sign that he must be attracted to his own sex.

“I know you are distressed,” he said, his voice mellow and calming, “but I must know what happened? Did . . . did Korben do this to you?” He glanced at her chest now, but it was with a frown of concern and confusion.

She tried to speak, but her throat was parched. Besides, what could she tell him? That she had attempted to murder the king in order to steal his precious amulet? That she had failed miserably, and he had come looking for her, bent on revenge? That he had succeeded, running her through and through with his sword?

No, she could not answer his questions, so she shook her head, wrapping weak arms tightly around her middle and babbling incoherently.

“W-where . . . is he? And Loreleia. Oh, Loreleia!”

You stupid cow! You ruined everything!

“She . . . um . . . I bought her some time,” Vonall said, believing Saethara was worried about her friend’s safety, when in truth, she wanted to pick up Korben’s sword and actually kill someone tonight. If that person could not be the Fae King, Loreleia would do.

“I could not stop him,” Vonall went on. “I tried but he has always bested me with the sword. He went after her. Do you have any idea where she might have run to?”

Saethara shook her head.

“She . . . your friend . . . she had Korben’s amulet? How did that happen? Korben never takes it off.” He glanced down, suspicion creeping into his features.

Once more, she shook her head. It was a refusal to answer the question, but Vonall took it as something else. He thought Saethara was confused or didn’t know what had happened.

“It is all right. I know you are in shock. You need to calm down and then maybe you will remember and will be able to tell us. I will fetch someone to help you. Forgive me for leaving you, but I must find the king. He is not in his right mind. I have never seen him act that way. He looked . . . deranged. I cannot think of any other way to describe it.”

He left then, and soon after, several people came for her, including the royal healer. When they attempted to escort her to the bridal chamber, she grew agitated and insisted on going to the queen’s quarters. She had never spent a single night there, but Korben had made sure to show her the grand chamber, a place with a four-poster bed, a fireplace, a bath chamber, and even a library, a place where she could retreat when she needed privacy.

No one questioned her request. She had to make sure they did not see the evidence of what had transpired in the bridal chamber. They might draw conclusions that would undoubtedly lead them to the truth.

She could only hope Loreleia would finish the job. Korben had threatened to destroy her precious Nilhalari, and the idiot was only fierce when it came to defending her own. With any luck, she would use The Eldrystone to make sure he never got the chance. If she did, it would be a stroke of luck for Saethara. Not exactly what she had been after, but she would be queen. Vonall had called her Your Majesty, after all. And if no one found out what she had done, and Korben met his end at Loreleia’s hand, then she could hunt that insipid female down and take the amulet back from her.

It was a lot of ifs, but it was her only hope. That, and keeping her mouth shut. They would all ask questions the same way Vonall had. She had to prepare the perfect answers.

Answers that would also satisfy Lirion. He would be furious, and he was terrifying when he was furious. Though his love-making got rough when he was angry, and she liked that.

As soon as the healer tended to her, she dismissed him and everyone else. Elf-Dún was in upheaval. She had seen people running to and fro on her way to her queenly chamber. But in this area of the palace, things were quiet.

Unseen, she hurried to the scene of the crime. The bed was soaked in dark blood, and the dagger she had used to stab Korben lay discarded on the floor. Securing the main entrance, she cautiously opened the double doors leading to a private garden. The sound of trickling water from the sorcerer-made grotto in the back reached her ears. Before coming into the chamber, Korben had taken her out there in some misguided attempt at romance. He had explained he had the area designed specially for her. She had been forced to admit it was a lovely place, but she would have rather Lirion had built it for her.

Holding her breath, she fiddled with the ring around her index finger, then lifted it toward her mouth and whispered the designated words.

“By the moon’s silver glow, I call upon you, Servant of the true Goddess.”

As she waited, her breath hung in the air, thick with anticipation. A few tense moments passed during which she imagined herself alone, Lirion never coming to her aid. But he had never deserted her. He would surely come now. Or would her failure change everything between them?

Oh, gods, please do not allow that!

The relief that washed over her as Lirion appeared in the garden—his round eyes glowing yellow as he pushed past a thick hedge—was like a tender caress on her agitated heart. He padded in her direction, long black claws clicking on the slate floor. His gray fur was thick around his neck and tapered down through the rest of his massive body.

He stopped in front of her. Saethara knelt and hugged his neck, enjoying the silky feel of his fur against her face.

Lirion took a step back, his yellow eyes locking with hers. She felt his unspoken question pass between them.

Swallowing thickly, she shook her head.

His black lips pulled back, and fierce canines gleamed with saliva as he growled in displeasure.

A shiver running through him, Lirion shifted from wolf to male in the blink of an eye. He towered over her, a wall of muscle and foul attitude. He wore a pair of black trousers that disappeared into tall boots. Other than that, the only thing he had on was a pair of silver cuffs around his wrists. That, and a swirling tattoo on his back.

Her face was leveled with his crotch. It bulged, betraying his size. The king had been just as powerful, but Saethara’s hunger had never awakened in his presence, not the way it did when Lirion was around. Even though she feared his disapproval, she felt herself getting wet for him.

His nose twitched, likely scenting her desire. With a grunt, he grabbed her arm and pulled her to her feet.

“Why do you tarry?” he asked. “Kill him already.”

“I did,” she said, gesturing backward to point at the blood-soaked bed.

Lirion’s thick gray eyebrows drew together. His hair color matched that of his wolf.

“He didn’t stay dead,” Saethara said. “He woke up and ran me through with his sword.” She wished she still wore the bloody robe as proof.

He squeezed her arm. “Don’t lie to me, Saethara.”

“I am not lying.” She told him then what had happened.

He grew increasingly angrier with every word, and when she was done, he grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her.

“It was a simple task. How could you fail so miserably?” Lirion demanded.

“It is not my fault. Besides, things might still work out.”

“Not without The Eldrystone,” he growled.

“It will not be hard taking it from Loreleia after she kills him.”

“You’re assuming too much. Theric will have no trouble taking it from her. I must find them before that happens.”

“But how are you going to—?”

“Bring me something with his scent,” he said, the last word nothing but a growl as he finished shifting back into his wolf form.

He nudged her with his snout, and she hurried inside. Eyes roving around the room, she found Korben’s discarded clothes. She picked up his shirt and brought it outside for Lirion to smell. His black nose twitched once, twice, and then he was off, leaping over the hedges and disappearing into the night.

A moment after he was gone, Saethara let out a little whimper, cursing herself for forgetting to ask him to take care of the mess on the bed. What would she do now? Despondently, she walked back into the room to discover that the bloodstains were gone. He had helped her with his magic, after all.

She breathed a sigh of relief, pressed a hand to her chest, and mouthed a thank you up at the ceiling.
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