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For Ishie, 

I don’t know how you’re still sane. 

 

Maybe you’re not. 
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Chapter One 

 

Resting Monarchs 

 

My life had never been easy. Not by any measure. People either hated me or else they 

were drawn to me, a little too much for both their comfort and my own. The former was 

an aversion to my blood and the latter a desire for my power, for every synfee possessed 

some degree of allure. I had been alone for so long prior to starting at the Academy, and 

now I was at the epicenter of two very different kingdoms, two kingdoms that had 

nothing in common with each other and somehow even less in common with me. A year 

ago, I had nothing. Now I had friends, enemies and people in-between… mostly 

enemies, though.  

Harbringer burst into the room just as I bent to check the King’s pulse, causing me to 

tumble from my crouched position in fright.   

“It’s not what it looks like,” I pleaded with him before he had a chance to accuse.   

His eyes were wide, disbelieving. I followed the level expression, witnessing the scene 

as he might, with a rapidly increasing sense of discomfort. From Hazen, who was barely 

managing to retain consciousness on the bed—boasting the façade of a man who had 

just been dragged beneath a parade of carriages—to the unconscious King, and then 

back to me. I was still crouched over Fenrel’s too-big and oddly crumpled body.  

“It looks like someone knocked out the ruler of the Read Empire beside his son’s sick 

bed.” Harbringer strode forward and brushed my hands aside to check Fenrel’s pulse 

himself.  

“Well when you put it like that, I guess it’s exactly what it looks like.” I slinked back 

to give him some room.  

Fenrel groaned then, and Harbringer shot to his feet, grasping my arm and drawing 

me toward the door.  

“He’ll be fine, but if he wakes up and sees you, you’ll be dead.” 

I quickly scrutinised Hazen, but his eyes had already fallen closed again, and this room 

was the last place I wanted to be when Fenrel woke up. I let Harbringer pull me through 



the doorway and out into the hall, where two guards walked toward us from the top of 

the staircase. He slowed immediately and I collided with him, my forehead bumping the 

center of his back. It was like running into a stone barricade. After I recovered, we 

continued toward the men at a more civilized pace. Both of the guards nodded to 

Harbringer, eyes sliding over me only briefly. Harbringer fell into a run again once we 

were clear of them, pulling me behind him until we neared the ground floor. He took me 

down a back staircase through several narrow, damp-smelling passages that spearheaded 

into a maze of servants quarters. Many startled workers were forced to jump hastily from 

our path, muttering to each other.   

“This is not good,” he muttered, just as we tumbled from the kitchens, out through a 

service entry in the side of the building.  

“I’m not going to apologise,” I panted, clutching a pain in my side as he dragged me 

to a small maintenance gate at the end of the well-worn path from the kitchen exit.  

“Dammit, Harrow.” He slammed the gate behind us and then spun suddenly, pinning 

me back against it, his eyes fierce. “If you ever take off like that again without me, I won’t 

be responsible…” 

I gripped the wrought-iron bars behind me, my breath catching on a choking gasp, 

the speed of his ranger-like movements more of a fright than his warning, though that 

look in his eye would have been enough to send me running on a good day. He seemed 

to realise how badly he had scared me, and backed off the tiniest bit, but his hands rose 

to press against the bars on either side of my head, deliberately trapping me in. 

“Did you save him?” 

“Yes.” 

The corner of his mouth turned up briefly, “And I take it Nareon… distracted the 

King?” 

“I… yes.” I hung my head, ashamed because Nareon was my burden now. A burden I 

needed to learn to control.  

A wailing sound filled the air, trembling through the ground and setting my teeth to 

chattering. It had the robust tenor of a horn, reverberating from one of the higher towers 

at my back, still enclosed within the castle walls.  



 “Fenrel woke up,” Harbringer groaned, “let’s get you out of here before he has you 

hung.” 

He grabbed my wrist again and turned, barely waiting for me to gather my 

momentum before he was moving at an impossible speed. People on the paths beside 

the dirt road mostly ignored us. It had to be because the alarm had sent most of the 

Market District into a flurry of panicked activity, two more fleeing people were of little 

significance in light of the unrest brought about by the distress horn. It was possible that 

this was the first alarm to go off even though the castle had been attacked earlier. That 

struck me as strange, but I had no time to dwell on it as we came to a breathless stop 

outside of my father’s house.   

We barreled through the door and Harbringer slammed it shut, hands grasping fistfuls 

of his hair in pure agitation, the expression on his face strained, as if he were grasping for 

some notion which eluded him. It seemed as though the mental strings that he attempted 

to grasp were merely slipping through his fingers; no matter how he pulled at his hair, 

understanding could not be reached. I wondered if he were as confused about the alarm 

as I was, or if some other complexity perplexed him.  

“We shouldn’t stay here,” he announced, walking into the sitting room and flicking 

the curtains closed to block off the small stretch of yard that led to the road.  “I need a 

chance to talk to Fenrel. The whole place is in a panic and you’re on tender footing as it 

is.” 

“He saw me.” 

“Of course he saw you. Did he also see Nareon?” 

“No, just me.” 

“And then he wakes up, with a nasty bruise on his head and no way of telling that his 

son has been helped at all.” 

“Hazen woke up,” I countered, hurrying after Harbringer as he moved into the other 

room, probably to block out those windows too.   

“He looked pretty unconscious to—“ 

Harbringer’s reply died off, and just before I stepped into the room, he turned and 

grasped my arms, trying to turn me away. 

“Harrow, no…” 



But it was too late. 

“Dad!” I screamed, pushing past Harbringer, and falling to the carpeted floor, my 

hands finding my father’s white face, and then his chest, skirting the knife embedded 

between the second and third button of his vest.  

He was still almost warm, the death mark on his forearm looking faded and dull as it 

lay beside my knee. I shook him, the tears blinding my vision as I tore the knife from his 

chest in one sickening movement and tossed it aside. 

My voice tore with a plethora of rough, half-formed words as pain spread down my 

throat and welled within my chest. I was strangling on nothing, my head swimming, 

black spots flashing across my vision, “Hell… Say something… open your eyes… Please 

don’t do this!”   

I could hear Harbringer swearing, could feel him behind me, pulling me away. When 

his hand covered my mouth, I finally stopped struggling, and the sounds from outside 

permeated my despair. There were soldiers on the lawn already. They were shouting at us 

to come out.  

“I was wrong,” Harbringer whispered in my ear. “The King didn’t wake up and raise 

the alarm. He didn’t wake up at all.” 

I felt my whole body slacken, and if Harbringer weren’t holding me up, I would have 

dropped straight to the ground. 

“Nareon killed him?” My voice sounded flat, emotionless.  

What did I care? My father was dead.  

“No, he was fine before we left. Someone killed him after we ran.” 

“Who?” 

He released me and I fell to my father’s side again, this time silently.  

“I have no idea.” He paced to the window, where the soldiers were barely visible, 

mere flashes of gold and red peeking through the gaps in the curtains.  

I grasped my father’s wrist, trying to fool myself into thinking that he might still be 

alright, but his skin was considerably colder than the last time I had touched him. The 

stiffness of death was beginning to set in. My flame-haired, warm-hearted father was 

turning cold.  



“Joseph! Bring the synfee out and we won’t harm her!” someone shouted, banging on 

the front door.  

“We make no promises for you though,” someone else muttered, sounding far too 

close.  

There was a thump, a groan, and then another person yelled, “Nobody will be hurt if 

you just come out! Don’t make this harder than it has to be!”  

Harbringer moved back to me, plucking the knife from the carpet, and turning it over 

in his hand, his expression dark.  

“Harrow, look.” 

“Bea,” I reminded him numbly, not even realising I had corrected him, as I took the 

bloodied knife he offered. I was on auto-pilot.  

On the handle, a message had been carved.  

You should have killed me. 

I stared down at it in shock. It was a long time before my eyes wandered back to 

Harbringer, who appeared just as perplexed as I was. Our silent, private universe of 

shared confusion was invaded by the sound of a new commotion outside.  

“Fetch the King’s Guard! They have another body in there; the synfee was carving it 

up, I saw the knife in her hand!” A silence descended for the barest of seconds, and then 

there was chaos. “Take the fastest horse and head straight to the barracks, have them 

dispatch all men to surround the street. Now!”  

I spun around, my eyes meeting the gaze of a soldier through the gap in the curtain, 

and then Harbringer was pulling me to my feet again.  

“Is there a back door?” he asked, hauling me out of the room.  

I glanced once more at my father, a last tear spilling down my cheek as I tried to 

memorise his cold, pale face. I had an awful feeling it might be my last chance to say 

goodbye. Tying the bloodied dagger to my belt, I jogged toward the back of the house, 

Harbringer close behind me, and pushed through the door of the kitchen. We rushed to 

the door leading outside and had almost made it before a crashing sound behind us had 

me pausing. 



“Miss Harrow!” Gretal gasped, falling out of a cupboard and spilling a number of 

pots out onto the floor. “I was so afraid! That man… there was a hood covering his 

face… shouldn’t have let him… he just…” 

“Gretal,” I made a move toward her, but Harbringer grabbed my hand, his eyes on 

the housekeeper.  

“We can’t stay, there are soldiers outside. They think Beatrice killed the King, and 

now her father. We have to leave now.” 

Gretal squared her shoulders, pushing the rest of the way out of her hiding place, 

“You are my… mistress now… now that… It is all my fault—“ 

I swallowed and cut across her, not wanting her to voice the words. I knew that she 

would turn herself in to protect me, even if she had never liked me in the past. It 

wouldn’t work. She would probably die too.  

“I’m taking you with me. Hurry, Gretal.” 

We burst out the back door just as three of the soldiers rounded the side of the house 

and Harbringer flung out his arm, causing a large slab of earth to rise with a slow, 

grinding effort from the ground. It rose until it was the height of my father’s house, and 

I didn’t check to make sure it left no gap between this house and the one beside it. 

Harbringer wouldn’t have made such a mistake. We raced around the back of the row of 

houses, our pace a little slower now that we had Gretal in tow, though I found myself 

strangely glad of her presence.  

When we reached the Black Barracks, Harbringer disappeared for a few minutes and 

returned leading three horses, which we took through the gate into the abandoned 

garden. The barracks themselves were empty, which meant that the kingdom’s deadliest 

weapon had amassed at the castle, where there was no longer a threat. We had to skirt 

the wall until it connected up with one of the game trails, as the northern forest was 

otherwise too dense for the animals to be led through. Once we were mounted, there 

was no formal acknowledgement of the path that we would travel, but I turned in the 

direction of the one place that I knew no Read soldier would be able to follow us. 

Harbringer trailed me, having come to the same conclusion. A few hours later, as we 

drew near to the wastelands, I slowed my horse to come up beside Gretal. I would have 

to prepare her before we crossed over.  



She looked up from the trail, meeting my eyes with a devastated expression. It was the 

first time that she had ever looked to me with something other than fear.  

“Gretal…” I hesitated. 

“You’re going to the Tainted Ones. I know.” She twisted her hands in the reins, her 

expression worried. “Will we be safe?” 

“The soldiers can’t follow us over the border. There is some kind of repulsion 

enchantment. If they tried, they would just turn right back, thinking that there was 

something really important that needed to be done in their own kingdom. The only way 

you can cross is if someone takes you. Someone who has gone over before.” 

“Oh.” She looked down again and I dreaded the question that came next. “I didn’t 

mean the soldiers…” She hesitated. “I meant…” 

“The synfees?” 

“Them. Yes.” 

“Their King is dead. He died tonight or…” I looked at the sun, beginning to peek 

over the edges of the trees, wondering how I wasn’t yet tired. I had battled a group of 

powerful Force-users, been forced to kill Nareon, saved Hazen and fled the execution of 

Fenrel only to arrive at the execution of my father, all in the space of a single night. “He 

died last night,” I corrected myself. “He kind of left me in charge of, well, everything.” 

“He what?” Gretal seemed to lose even her sadness. The mask of everything that I had 

known her to be so far—fear and social rigidity; anguish and sadness—all crumbled away 

until only stark astonishment remained.  

“Their rulers are chosen differently to ours,” I tried to explain. “The old King was a 

complicated man. He breathed manipulation. If you ever found out something that he 

was hiding, it was only because he wanted you to. This is all a part of some grand scheme 

that he has whittled into being. And I suppose none of us will really know the truth until 

it’s too late.” 

“But he’s dead.” 

“Yes,” I muttered half-heartedly. “He’s dead.” And determined to haunt me forever, until he 

finds a way to manipulate himself back into the world of the living.  

“We’re almost there,” Harbringer called over his shoulder. 



I turned back to Gretal, reaching over and grasping her hand. She stiffened, but I 

ignored her. Gone was the little synfee girl who cringed whenever a stranger looked at 

her, or one of her own friends touched her. Someone harder and stronger now possessed 

my body.  

“You’ll be safe,” I assured her. “I’ll keep you safe.” 

I’d have to. Fenrel hadn’t been much of a loss to me, but once upon a time, before 

Hazen, Cale and Rose; before Harbringer and Nareon… there had been my father. My 

entire life. My only friend. Gone.  

We dismounted to cross the border, and I held tight to Gretal’s hand. She pulled away 

at first, as the enchantment worked its manipulation on her mind, and then she was 

clutching me as the usual group of soldiers ran to meet us.  

“Lady Queen!” Grenlow broke free of them, and deposited a quick bow before me, 

his eyes sliding only briefly to the other two. “It is good of you to return so soon. The 

people are restless that you have made no formal appearance.” 

“Grenlow,” I sighed, “If you don’t start calling me by my name, I swear I’ll replace 

you with Harbringer.” 

He flicked a look at the man in question, who was now grinning, and then seemed to 

pale.  

“Not the Power Thief.”  

“Good. Then cut out the formalities. We both know I didn’t want this. And spread 

the word. Any person who calls me by that title will be… ahh… in trouble.”  

Harbringer coughed, and one of the soldiers snickered.  

“They’ll be in trouble with the Power Thief,” I amended.  

Grenlow nodded, as if this were a better incentive, and then motioned toward the 

castle.  

“So you’re staying then?” 

“Yes. I’ve been framed for the murder of the King,” I stated as matter-of-factly as I 

possibly could. “I can’t return to the Read Empire until I have proved my innocence.” 

Grenlow frowned, a look of confusion passing over his face. Either he was confused 

as to which king I was referring, or else he, too, was mulling over the fact that both 



kingdoms had been attacked simultaneously. I wondered if he factored into account my 

proximity to each attack, and the fact that I had been responsible for at least one of the 

deaths.  

“I suggest we retire to the Council chambers to talk about this in a more private 

setting,” he said quietly.  

All I wanted to do was run as fast and as far as I could, until I crouched in some 

remote part of the forest. Alone. I wanted to cry until even the tears hurt, and then I 

wanted to curl into a ball in the dirt and sleep forever. Instead, I looked to Harbringer, 

who nodded, and then gently eased my fingers from Gretal’s, motioning Grenlow to lead 

the way. People stared more than usual as we passed through the gates, across the 

courtyard and into the fountain room. I looked straight ahead, trying not to notice the 

way that more than a few of them hurried away when they spotted me coming. I was 

Nareon’s successor, so they probably only assumed that I was just like Nareon. Which of 

course made me wonder what exactly Nareon did to his own people that had them so 

afraid of me—a thought that I had to quickly push from my mind.  

Thinking such things was dangerous, as I had always been on a ledge where Nareon 

was concerned. I feared him, and yet I found that his unwavering care for me only 

inspired a similar care in kind. I fought to protect him, and yet I wasn’t even sure if I 

liked him. I cried when he died, and yet there were times where I felt I might wish him 

dead, for the way he had manipulated me.  

But it was more than that, because Nareon was now a part of me, however 

permanently, however dangerously. 

The crowds thinned out the higher we climber in the castle, and yet I knew we were 

still a long way from the top when Grenlow paused beside a door and opened it. He 

waved us in and then closed the door behind us, moving to sit himself at the large, 

circular table in the centre of the room. I sat beside him and Harbringer moved to the 

window, looking down at what section of the grounds was visible below him. I gazed out 

to the closest town, which was not too far from the northwestern section of the castle 

wall. Gretal hovered by the door, still uncertain. 

“Have a seat,” I coaxed her, trying to make my voice as soft and calm as I could, as if 

she were some wild and abused animal, about to bolt at the slightest disruption.  



“I’m going to bring out Nareon,” I continued, once Gretal had taken a seat, and 

Grenlow began to nod vigorously as if this were a great idea, but Harbringer moved away 

from the window and leaned against the back of one of the chairs, frowning down at me.  

“You shouldn’t bring him into this world. I suspect it only makes him stronger. It 

feels wrong.” 

“We need him right now. He has answers, and you know it. Besides, he hasn’t been 

dead for very long, and whatever it is he’s up to, I doubt he’s going to accomplish it in a 

few days.” 

His frown deepened, and I braced myself for Gretal’s reaction. She wasn’t saying 

anything. I suspected that she had gone straight back into shock.  

“When Nareon died, it was technically my doing. He manipulated my power, and 

used it to kill himself.” 

“Why?” she squeaked, wide blue eyes jerking from my face to Harbringer’s, skipping 

straight over Grenlow.  

“When a synfee is killed by a weaker being, a piece of themselves is essentially saved. 

It latches onto the weaker person, but is enslaved to that person.” 

“How could they have died, if they were stronger in the first place?” 

“It doesn’t happen often,” Grenlow answered, though Gretal still refused to look at 

him, “It… almost never happens.” 

“So that’s why you are now Queen?” Gretal asked me. “You rule by proxy of the 

King living on in some way through you?” 

“He is no longer King,” both Harbringer and Grenlow said at the same time.  

“Do you remember what I said before?” I asked her, ignoring them both. “About 

Nareon always having a grand plan that none of us are aware of, until it is too late, or he 

chooses to enlighten us?” 

She nodded, and I could see a flicker of understanding pass across her face. 

“Whatever the most obvious reason is, it’s probably wrong. Whatever reason I can 

give you for this happening, it will be wrong.” 

 

  



Chapter Two 

 

Kinship through Queenship 

 

Nareon appeared as the first syllable of his name was on my lips. He was standing in 

the middle of the circular table, and seemed surprised to find himself back in the Synfee 

Empire. He strode across the table and jumped off, landing soundlessly between myself 

and Grenlow, and then dropped to his knees, his dark golden head lowered.  

“Forgive me, my mistress!”  

I frowned at his joke, not sure if he were mocking me for banishing him instead of 

killing the synfee that had been draining Hazen.  

“You know I will never willingly use that ability.” I tried to make my gaze solemn, as I 

looked down at him, but it still felt as if he were the King, and I the lost, half-human girl.  

Nareon sprang to his feet, the smile on his face telling me that he had indeed been 

mocking me, and then he strode part way around the table and seated himself next to 

Gretal, who was staring at him with wide, terrified eyes. He winked at her, and then 

turned back to me.  

“You should have killed him, Spitfire.” 

I opened my mouth to reply, and then locked up, a terrible, nauseating feeling settling 

in the pit of my stomach. I pushed out of the chair and fumbled with the ties that still 

held the bloodied dagger attached to my belt. I pulled it up before my face, my lips 

moving wordlessly as I re-read the words carved into the handle.  

You should have killed me. 

“God no…” I moaned, as Nareon floated out of his seat and tried to pluck the dagger 

from my fingers.  

The only problem was, Nareon was no longer real—or at least, no longer as tangible 

as the rest of us. His fingers glided right through the handle, and my own fingers. A 

shock of cold passed down to my wrist, and I dropped the dagger. Harbringer, who had 

been standing behind me, jerked forward and caught the hilt, and then gave Nareon a 



warning look. Though we all knew Nareon couldn’t be harmed in this world. Not 

anymore.  

“Let me try again,” he said, holding out his hand to Harbringer.  

The smile had melted away as soon as I brought out the dagger, but now there was 

annoyance in his expression as well. I wasn’t sure if it was our mental bond, forged by 

Nareon’s hold over my mind, or if I had just gotten better at reading him, but I felt that 

he was growing frustrated with his ghostly state. Perhaps he expected to have achieved 

something by now. Harbringer stared at his hand, clearly not willing to hand the knife 

over, but I nudged him gently with my elbow. He glanced down at me, and for a 

moment, I thought that he would still refuse. Harbringer wasn’t on a ledge about 

Nareon. Harbringer didn’t like Nareon; he hadn’t liked my involvement with Nareon 

right from the start, and I suspected this new arrangement had his dislike sliding into 

something more resembling hatred.  

“If he knows something about it, I want to find out,” I said as my eyes met 

Harbringer’s.   

I was still holding my grief at bay, but Harbringer’s mind ability was matched only by 

Hazen’s, and I was sure that he could see how much I needed Nareon’s input at this 

moment. As if spurred on by the thought, he nodded and tossed the knife to Nareon, 

who caught it successfully this time. 

I watched Nareon turn the blade over between his fingers, raising an eyebrow at the 

blood before reading the inscription. His face was unreadable, but he only looked at it 

long enough to read what it said before he placed it aside.  

“Who did they kill?” His voice had lowered, and while I wouldn’t have said that he 

sounded hesitant, I could tell that he was bracing himself for something bad.  

“My father.” 

Something passed across his expression, and I looked away, trying not to read 

anything into it.  

“I’m so sorry, Spitfire.” 

“Me too.” 

He looked as if he wanted to wrap me in his arms, cradle me while I wept, as he had 

done before. But I didn’t want to be reminded of that, so I sat back down and locked 



eyes with Gretal across the table. A year ago, I would have completely broken down at 

that moment. Even a month ago, I might have reacted differently. But I had cried 

enough over the last day that I no longer felt the grief that should have been tearing 

through me. It hovered at the edges of my mind, but it didn’t swallow me whole. Not 

yet.  

“Who was it?” I asked Nareon, still not looking away from Gretal, who was the only 

one here who might really understand how terrible it was to lose a man like John 

Harrow.   

“Nobody important, a foot soldier, a lackey, an assassin. Someone doing the dirty 

work of the person behind the attack here yesterday.” 

“Do you think they killed the King as well?” 

“The King was killed?” 

“Yes. Harbringer turned up, and then when we left, the King was still breathing.” 

“That’s why you’re here?” 

“They think I did it. Or we.” I gestured to Harbringer, and Nareon looked at him too, 

grey eyes glinting.  

“You’re going to need to send out an ambassador to the renegades. Something big is 

happening, and if it isn’t contained just within this kingdom, then the renegades will most 

likely have information. Send someone to their base camp. It’s a few days journey to the 

northwest, our scouts know the path well.”  

Grenlow—who had been silent until now—stood. “The renegades are unreliable, if 

their allegiance has already been acquired, they could feed us misinformation which 

could be dangerous. We are already in a precarious position.” 

“Yes,” answered Nareon. “Which is why Beatrice must take the throne test as soon as 

possible.” 

I frowned, but Nareon held up a hand before I could object.  

“You need to present a strong face. The weaker you appear, the weaker the entire 

kingdom appears, and it will incite attack or disobedience. For now, the people will be 

afraid of you, because they are afraid of the unknown. But very soon, your true nature 

will become a thing of gossip—if not ridicule—and if you are not secure in your seat by 

then, you will be looking at an uprising.” 



“If it will cause an uprising now, what’s to stop one later, even if I do take the throne 

test?” 

“The throne test is a public event. You are many things that a synfee ruler traditionally 

is not, but you are very powerful, Spitfire. They need to see that.” 

I nodded hesitantly. Since Nareon’s death, I had been transferred a good portion of 

his power, which had far surpassed my own. While I might have always been considered 

powerful by human standards, it was now possible that I would also be considered 

powerful by synfee standards.  

“Alright, I’ll do the throne test.” 

“And I think you should get rid of the Power Thief,” Nareon added.  

Harbringer didn’t bat an eyelid, and I cringed, because he had probably sensed the 

flash of rage that had spearheaded through me at the suggestion. I took a deep breath 

and met Nareon’s gaze head-on, which was easier now than it had been before.  

“Harbringer isn’t going anywhere.” 

Nareon frowned, and I felt another tinge of anger, though I had a suspicion that this 

one was not my own.  

“You don’t need a human watch dog anymore, Bea. You’re queen now, you have an 

entire synfee army at your disposal.” 

“It’s not all about power, Nareon.” 

He seemed shocked at my answer, and I didn’t realise until his winged brows lowered 

over his eyes and his fists clenched at his sides, that what I had said might have been 

misconstrued. Or was it a misconstrual? I had kissed Harbringer after all; my first kiss 

devoid of synfee hunger or compulsion, my first real kiss. But that wasn’t the reason I 

wanted him to stay. He was in danger just as much as I was, and I trusted him.  

Sighing, I let my head fall into my hands, and a silence stretched out that nobody 

seemed inclined to break, until Grenlow cleared his throat.  

“There is no real harm in the Power Thief staying. His kind of strength could be a real 

asset to us.” 

“It will help once everyone knows he’s fucking the Queen.”  

I shot out of my chair. “Nareon, that’s enough!” 



Harbringer’s eyebrows shot up, and I could tell that he was surprised at the direction 

Nareon’s thoughts had taken, which meant that Nareon must have been guarding his 

mind carefully. Or perhaps it wasn’t even possible to read the mind of a dead man. 

Those grey eyes were blazing down at me now, his jaw set, and a savageness to his 

expression that I had begun to associate with the tales of the old synfee King; the 

dangerous, insane and cruel one.  

“That’s enough,” I said again, a little softer now. Soothing him.  

For a moment, I was terribly afraid that my hold over Nareon might have slipped, but 

after a moment, the brutal edge seemed to fade away, and I no longer felt that I held a 

live grenade in my hand. I reached out, brushing my fingers across where his arm hung 

beside his torso, feeling the air drop in temperature where I should have scraped skin. 

There it was again, our bond. He smiled slightly, and then touched his head, looking 

behind him at something that I couldn’t see.  

“I need to do something,” he muttered.  

“Thank you for your help, Nareon.” 

He turned back to me, nodded, and with the faintest of smiles, disappeared.  

Grenlow let out a loud breath, and I slumped back into my seat, rubbing at my 

temples.  

“I think I need to get some sleep. We all probably do.” 

“I’ll get a servant to show you to your chambers, they should be ready by now. Wait 

here,” Grenlow said, already moving for the door, seemingly glad to leave the room.   

We sat in silence until he returned, and on the walk to our rooms, I only paused to 

ensure that we had been given connecting chambers. I didn’t want to be separated from 

either of them, Gretal especially. We went into our rooms and I barely spared a glance 

for the richly decorated bedchamber, the brocaded window seats, and the heavy, woven 

carpets. I stumbled straight for the bed, struggled out of my destroyed clothes, and as 

soon as I slid beneath the sheets, I fell into a deep sleep filled with gut-wrenching sorrow 

and blurred faces.  

When I awoke, it was late afternoon, and someone had already been in my room to 

clear away my dirty clothes and lay out new ones. There was an assortment of court 

dresses that I immediately overlooked, along with a few tunic dresses in my usual style, 



which I assumed some astute person had noticed in the few times that I had visited 

Nareon.  

I bypassed all of them and chose a shirt and tights combination that made me feel less 

fragile. The tights were black, and the shirt was white, both without adornment, which I 

immediately liked. I slipped on a pair of riding boots next, and re-attached the dagger 

that had killed my father before leaving the room. I knocked on Gretal’s door first. 

When there was no answer, I cracked the door open an inch, and found her fast asleep, 

buried beneath a pile of blankets, on a large four-poster bed similar to my own.  

I closed the door softly and moved to Harbringer’s room. The door opened just as 

my hand was raised to knock, and Harbringer ushered me in. He had bathed and 

changed, and looked as fresh and alert as I wished I looked.  

“How are you feeling?” he asked as I moved to a chaise against the wall and sank 

onto it, not waiting for him to offer me a seat.  

“Terrible. I don’t think any of it has sunk in yet.”  

He frowned and moved to sit next to me, but seemed to change his mind, and 

stepped back to the bed, propping himself on the edge of it to face me. I wondered if 

Nareon’s words had changed his mind.  

“Hazen is the king now. He knows you haven’t done anything wrong, and I’m sure he 

is working to clear your name. You just need to wait until he sends word.” 

“But him and Rose… It was their father, and I’m just hiding out here like a coward 

while they do all the work, and face it all on their own.” 

“Going back there will only cause more harm to them than good right now. You 

saved Hazen’s life. You did all that you could. Now you have to do what you can from 

here.” 

“Do you think I should take the throne test?” 

“I think the idea has its merits.” 

“I’m sorry about what Nareon said.” 

He didn’t respond, and for a moment he didn’t even look at me. Then he let out a 

breath and stood, moving to sit beside me.  



“I can’t pretend to understand how you feel about Nareon. In your head, every line 

connecting to him is muddled, tangled. It’s something I just don’t understand. It seems a 

farcical thing to ask, but are you in love with him?” 

“What?” I laughed, the sound foreign and humourless. “No, I don’t love Nareon, at 

least not in that way. I feel connected to him, and I don’t think I could explain it 

anymore than you could. But no, I’m not in love with him.” 

“I thought as much.”  

“I’m sorry that you’re in this with me.” 

“I’m not. Your father and Fenrel both trusted me to look after you, and now both of 

them are gone. The way I see it, my orders remain until the new King declares 

otherwise.” His voice was flat, not smoothing over the harsh realities of the situation.  

I thought about that, and wondered why my gut twisted at his answer. When I had 

kissed him, he had kissed me back, but that didn’t mean I was anything more than his 

duty right now. I chased the thought away before he could see it, and leaned back on the 

chaise to look at him. His hair, a shade darker than burgundy, wasn’t quite tame, and 

there was something in his expression, a shadow in his eye that didn’t entirely allow him 

to be beautiful. He was raw, powerful, frightening—though the look he was giving me 

now had me convinced that the latter was a rare occurrence, though it was in fact the 

other way around.  

“It seems I lead people to trouble, no matter what I do,” I thought aloud, my eyes 

trailing across his features. “Hazen and Rose have lost their father, my own father was 

killed just to spite me, and you have tumbled from your solitary tower, straight into the 

synfee kingdom, which has lost it’s King—also because of me.” 

“There are forces at work that you can’t control, Bea.” 

I blinked; it was the first time he had called me that instead of Harrow.  

“I need to do something. I need to find who did this.” 

He nodded. “Whatever we can do from here, we will do. I promise.” 

Something occurred to me then, and I stood, looking over Harbringer’s clothes. He 

was dressed similarly to me, in plain, combative clothing, and the thought made me smile 

faintly.  



“I think there is something I can do today. How do you feel about a ride? It might 

take a while.” 

“Sounds better than sitting in here.” 

“I’ll wait for Gretal to wake up—I don’t want to leave without telling her—and then 

I’ll meet you by the stables.” 

He nodded and I moved for the door, feeling a little less defeated now that I had a 

clear purpose in my mind. I knocked again on Gretal’s door and this time she called for 

me to enter. She was dressed in the same clothes as the day before, staring at the new 

clothes that had been laid out on the bed for her.  

“This isn’t me,” she said, turning to me. “I’m just a servant. I should have insisted you 

send me to the kitchens.” 

I bit my lip, unsure how to respond. I wanted to tell her that she was no longer a 

servant, but was unwilling to possibly insult her. Besides, I had a feeling that the more 

out of her depth I put her, the worse-off she would be.  

“What would you like to do?” I asked her instead.  

“Let me be your handmaiden, I’d rather not serve anyone else.”  

I opened my mouth to say that I didn’t need a handmaiden, but then closed it again, 

seeing the pleading look on her face.  

“Sure.” I nodded. “Thanks, Gretal. I would love that.”  

She seemed to relax a little then. “Good, now if you just point me in the direction of 

the housekeeper, I’ll get different chambers set up.” 

“Different chambers?” 

“These are only temporary, visitors chambers. I suspect they are waiting for you to 

chose which you want.” 

“Oh. Ah, I have no idea.” 

She smiled then, and I realised I had made the right choice. She would be much better 

in her own element, even though she was in an alien land.  

“Leave it to me,” she said. 

“I need you and Harbringer close.” 



“Of course.” 

“I’m riding out with Harbringer for the day to see what good I can do here, would 

you like to come with us?” 

“I can take care of myself Miss Harrow, I had a bit of a shock yesterday, that’s all.” 

“Bea, Gretal. Call me Bea.” 

She managed a semblance of a smile, and I squeezed her arm before turning to retreat 

into the hallway. I had no idea how to find the housekeeper, but as we descended to the 

lower part of the castle, I had a feeling that I wouldn’t have found her, even if I had 

recognised her. People still scrambled away at the sight of me.  

“Lady Beatrice.” A soldier stepped forth as we neared the bottom of the final 

staircase, and I immediately recognised him.  

“Benjamin.” I had put him under my compulsion only the day before. 

He smiled, apparently delighted that I remembered his name, and swept into a low 

bow.  

“I offer you my services, Lady.” 

Unsure how else to respond, I looked around, and then remembered what I had been 

in the process of doing. “Can you take my handmaiden to the housekeeper?” 

His eyes slid to Gretal. “Handmaiden to the Lady Queen, a great honor indeed. The 

other maids will be very keen to meet you—very keen.” 

Gretal seemed to swell at the compliment, though I found it a little harder to believe, 

and caught Benjamin’s arm just before he turned to lead her away.  

“If any harm comes to her…” 

His eyes widened, and he stumbled to assure me, cutting off my threat, which was a 

good thing, as I had nothing to threaten.  

“Oh no, I will step in to protect her myself, if I must, Your High—Lady. But it will 

not come to that.” He shook his head seriously. “A new ruler is such a rare occurrence in 

our land, it often ends in a complete upheaval of castle personnel. Many of those who 

remain here are waiting to see if they will lose their positions.” 



“They will not lose their positions,” I assured him, and then watched as he ushered 

Gretal away, wanting to also add that I was not their Queen, and that they may as well 

just assume that nothing had changed at all.  

But that wouldn’t do any good. 

I was proud to see Gretal walk away with squared shoulders. She, like me, had 

undergone a drastic transformation. We were both steel butterflies, emerging from our 

cocoons in spiked armour, ready to tackle the skies. I moved to the back of the castle, 

where I remembered the stables to be, and was waylaid once again, as a plump woman 

stepped into my path. She was still beautiful, the way every synfee was, but there was 

considerably more of her. There was simply something warming about her vastness, 

something almost maternal, or comforting.  

“Lady Beatrice.” She swept into a curtsey, and I wondered if I was going to have to 

put a ban on those too. “I am the cook, Marlean, if I may beg a moment of your time?” 

Nobody had ever begged a moment of my time before, so I just stood there stupidly, 

until I realised that she actually required a response.  

“Oh, ah sure.” 

“I sent trays up to your rooms, I didn’t realise you had already awoken. Will you be 

here for dinner?” 

“No, we’re riding to the damaged town—what is it called?” 

Her eyebrows rose. “Red Ridge. Will you be taking any of the men with you, Lady?” 

“No, just Harbringer.” 

She looked like she wanted to argue, I could see how she pursed her lips, but instead 

she nodded. “Will you allow me to put together a hamper of food, and fetch you a 

map?” 

“Actually I would really appreciate that.”  

She hurried off, and as I watched her go, I wondered if I should bring some of the 

men with me after all. The Read soldiers weren’t the only ones who wanted to do us 

harm, there were also the disbanded synfee attackers and whoever had been draining 

Hazen’s life away. I waited until Marlean returned, and then thanked her for the 

hampers, trying not to be suspicious of her kindness, before heading out to the stables. 



Harbringer was already there, with Grenlow and another man and woman that I didn’t 

recognise.  

Grenlow led a brown gelding over to me, and handed me the reins. “Good morning, 

Lady Beatrice, how did you sleep?” 

“Surprisingly well. Will you be coming with us?” I didn’t bother asking how he had 

caught wind of my movements so quickly.  

“Yes, this is Rohan.” He gestured to the man. “And Cereen. I’ve assigned them to 

your protection detail while you’re here.” 

I smiled at both of them as I tossed one of the hampers to Harbringer. The man was 

huge, with pale features beneath his golden mask, and a hint of light blue eyes. He 

returned my smile easily, and gave a short bow, but the woman didn’t. She was the 

darkness to his light, with long, raven hair and hard green eyes, her golden hue more 

muted than any I had seen before. I got the feeling that she didn’t like me at all.  

“You ready?” Harbringer asked, tearing my gaze away from the woman.  

“Yeah.” I jumped up into the saddle, and pulled up beside him, lowering my voice so 

that the others dismounting behind us might not be able to hear.  

“Are their minds protected?” 

“They’ll be no danger to you,” he assured.  

I let out a breath, and spread the map across my lap, searching for Red Ridge. It 

marked the last township to the north, with mostly plantations and farms stretching out 

behind it, and I searched for the path to the west of each of the towns we would have to 

pass. Nareon had steered us that way to avoid them. Once I had the route memorised, I 

tucked the map away and kicked the horse into action. Harbringer rode beside me, the 

fruit and scones piled into his hamper quickly disappearing, and the other three rode a 

short distance behind us. I ate only one of the scones and an apple, and then passed the 

hamper back to Grenlow, who divided it up between himself and Rohan. Cereen didn’t 

take anything. 

 

  



Chapter Three 

 

Harrowing the Line 

 

 We were almost at Red Ridge when Grenlow insisted we pull into Flintwood and 

stop for the night. The moon had taken the place of the sun, and nobody else seemed to 

be comfortable travelling the fields that stretched between the western mountains and 

the townships at night. Even though I wanted to push on, I had started second-guessing 

every shadow that sprang up before us over an hour ago, so I conceded, and followed 

Grenlow into the town, leaving the howling of wolves behind us. It didn’t quite seem a 

city, but was too vast to be considered a village; though the wagon-rutted roads and 

small, wooden cabins gave it that effect.  

It might have been an enchanting place at another time, with squirrels bounding out 

from behind one house to another, or the far-off twinkling of fireflies. But the place 

seemed to be hanging on by the faintest of threads. I couldn’t see much of the 

vegetation, but I could make out the scraggly, leafless branches that clawed into the sky, 

framed by moonlight. Most of the houses were in various states of disrepair, and all of 

them appeared to be empty so far.  

The closer we drew to the center of town, the more signs of life I began to spot. A 

small, dirty face peeking out from behind a ragged blanket hanging in a window, eyes 

illuminated by candlelight, another child even began to run aside our horses, until 

Grenlow threw her one of our leftover scones.   

“This is terrible,” I whispered to no one in particular, realising that the state of the 

place hadn’t improved at all since my last visit.  

“They have no water, no food,” Grenlow said. “The wells have dried up, and the 

further downstream the Raven River flows, the more poisonous the water becomes. By 

the time it reaches Flintwood, it is deadly. The crops refuse to grow… everything refuses 

to grow. The animals are just as desperate as the people; wild dogs and wolves have been 

attacking for weeks now. That’s why no one lives on the border anymore. It’s Red Ridge 

all over again.”  



We had reached the center of the town by then, where a huge bonfire blazed in a 

stone pit almost ten feet long, and where a good portion of the township had gathered. 

There was a large slab of meat rotating at the edges of the fire pit, and skinny children 

crouched around it, holding clay bowls and plates, eyes riveted to the turning meat. I slid 

off my horse as people began to notice us, and a hushed whispering spread through 

them. Some of the people dropped to their knees, some simply stared, but my attention 

had been captured by the edge of the fire pit.  

A sick, horrible feeling began to tense in the muscles of my stomach. I moved closer 

and closer to the fire, paying no heed to the children that scrambled away from me, until 

I was standing directly before the turning meat.  

“What is this?” I asked, pointing to it.  

I had directed the question at no one in particular, but now I looked at the only 

person who would meet my eye. He was a hardened man, synfee-handsome, but with a 

ragged edge and elongated, pointed features. His clothes were stained and torn, and his 

eyes were a focused red-gold.  

“Fleshmeat.” He seemed to smile as he answered, though I was too distracted by his 

sharpened teeth to take much notice of the sentiment behind the baring of them.  

A shudder ran down my spine, and I looked to Harbringer. His face was hard, his 

black eyes cavernous and hollow with some wild ferocity of emotion. I had seen that 

look before, and I found myself once again glad that it was not aimed at me, yet just the 

presence of it confirmed my fear about the ‘fleshmeat’. But what could I do? These 

people were starving; the children were so skinny that their bones poked through their 

skin. With a hardening resolve, I turned from the pit and walked back to Grenlow.  

“If I push that carcass into the fire, will they attack me?” 

He looked horrified. “No Lady, they know better. The synfees are not a heedless race, 

and a monarch’s decision is always final, no matter the… decision. But are you sure that 

this is wise? These people cannot afford to waste food.” 

“I will find other food.” I wanted to add make sure this doesn’t happen again, but I 

decided that this particular part of the synfee lifestyle might be a bit harder to stamp out 

than simply issuing another empty threat.  

I walked back to the fire and saw the glint of Harbringer’s smile as I stretched out a 

leg, anchored my riding boot against the oily surface and kicked the carcass all the way 



into the fire. It wasn’t a dignified burial, but cremation was still better than consumption. 

An outcry rose among the gathered people as the flames swallowed their meal, but when 

I turned, none of them would meet my eye. I felt a pang of guilt, and for a moment, 

Nareon’s face flashed before my eyes, but I pushed it aside.  

“Let’s go hunting,” I said to Harbringer. “Grenlow, stay here and make sure nobody 

takes the place of that last unfortunate soul.” 

The man nodded, though I thought for a moment that he would argue. Was it the 

assumption that their dinner was one of their own that he thought to counter?  

I pushed that aside too, and waited until Grenlow, Rohan and Cereen had moved to 

stand in a semi-circle around the pit. Cereen’s mouth was set, but she didn’t look at me 

as I passed, so I couldn’t tell how angry she was with my actions. I climbed back atop my 

gelding, and turned it around. If the border was where the residents were being attacked, 

that was where I would do my hunting. 

Once we were out of the circle of light spreading from the center of town, Harbringer 

shot me a look.  

“You’ve changed, Harrow.” 

“It’s strange. Hazen told me once that I was lost. I don’t think I’m lost anymore, yet 

everything that makes me who I am has been torn away.”  

He didn’t reply to that, and as we broke free of the township and spilled back into the 

neighboring field, we both paused, looking out to the darkness.  

“You should be back at the Academy,” I said finally, “teaching the kids to defend 

themselves.” 

“I will return—” he slipped from his horse and looped its reigns around a crumbling 

fence post—“and so will you.”  

I slid from my own saddle, and tied my horse up with his.  

“I don’t actually know how to hunt,” I admitted.  

“It’s easy with Force. Just close your eyes, open the connection, and search for a 

sizeable energy source.” 

I did as he told me, but while it may have been easy for him, it certainly wasn’t for me. 

It took me minutes to even locate him, and he was standing right beside me.  



“I’m not very good at this,” I muttered, stepping further out into the field, my eyes 

screwed closed.  

I felt his fingers slide through mine, and for a moment, my heart thudded painfully, 

my breath catching on a quiet gasp, but he was only pulling me further into the field.  

“Your heart rate just sped up.”  

I pulled my hand out of his. “No it didn’t.” 

He laughed, and I felt his hand on my jaw. “Open your eyes, Bea.” 

My heart was threatening to jump out of my chest, and when I opened my eyes to 

find him standing so close to me that we were almost touching, the nervous twisting that 

seized my stomach increased. He wasn’t laughing anymore, and his eyes flickered with 

that black heat that I remembered from the last time I had kissed him. He took my hand 

and placed it across his chest, where his heart seemed to be beating almost as fast as 

mine.  

“That’s what you’re looking for,” he said. “The rush of blood, the beating of a heart. 

It’s how you distinguish the plants from the living creatures.” 

I could only stare at him, my hand flattened to the plane of his chest, feeling the 

steady rise and fall of his breathing. But then his grip moved from my jaw, passing over 

my eyes, closing them again.  

“Hunt, Siren.” 

I smiled, amused despite myself at the name, and his heartbeat thudded in response. I 

spread my awareness out as far as I could, using the plants to guide myself, and then I 

did as he said. I searched for a heartbeat.  

It was only a short time in coming, and maybe that had something to do with the 

adrenaline already coursing through my system at Harbringer’s simple touch.  

“I think I found something,” I whispered. “Across the field, nine feet deep past the 

first ridge. Whatever it is, it’s big. It’s also higher up, atop one of the peaks.” 

“Well done. But that’s a wolf. You should probably pick something a little easier for 

your first time hunting.” 

“I’m going for the wolf, and you’re going to let me go alone.” 

He chuckled. “Nice try. I’m coming, but I’ll let you do all the work, if you insist.” 



I smiled again, and in that moment, I didn’t want to go anywhere. I wanted to stand 

there in the dark with Harbringer’s touch on the side of my face, his fingers linked gently 

through mine. I wanted to forget about the entire synfee kingdom, Nareon and Fenrel. I 

wanted to ignore the weight of the dagger tied to my belt, and the image of my father’s 

pale face. I wanted to ease the pang of loneliness and guilt now that I was separated from 

Rose, Hazen and Cale, and I wanted to smile and laugh again, as I only seemed to do in 

these rare moments alone with Harbringer.  

But I wasn’t weak anymore, and I couldn’t rely on people anymore. This kingdom 

needed my help, even if they were forced to receive it my way. I pulled away from 

Harbringer and sprinted in the direction of the wolf, my eyes still closed. The feeling of 

running through the field with my connection open and my vision thrown into darkness 

was exhilarating, the long grass tickling my legs, the wind blowing through my hair, and 

most of all, the buzzing energy that flew past me, and sprang up before me. After a 

while, I had to open my eyes as I neared the first mountain ridge, and then I also slowed 

my pace, not wanting to alarm the animal.  

I could feel it close by, stalking just beyond the first ridge, lower down now, as if it 

had moved nearer. I crouched down and scaled the smooth rock on my hands and knees, 

pulling the dagger from my belt just in case. When I reached the peak, I paused. I 

dropped my glamor carefully, as I still wasn’t sure of my new hunger urges, but the small 

burn in my throat was nothing to what I was used to, so I began to slide down the ridge.  

That was when it attacked. I could feel it preparing—the bunching of muscles, the 

abrupt burst of power—and I dashed to the side, jumping off the rocky edge into a 

narrow cavern between the two peaks. It slid against the stones, confused at my sudden 

disappearance, but when it turned, I could tell that it had found me again, and I lashed 

out immediately with my wind elemental. Its paws scraped against the stone as it slid a 

short distance backward, and then it was fighting against me and winning, gaining ground 

even as I pushed it backwards. He was a scrawny thing, with shaggy brown fur and wild, 

glowing eyes. 

I wanted to kill him quickly, painlessly if I could, and from what my father had told 

me, that was exactly what the death ability would do. The problem was that I refused to 

use that ability on anyone, even an animal that I planned to feed to a starving village. So 

instead, I focused on the energy that bound the wolf together. I stumbled backwards, 

trying to get a better grip on it, as I would only have one chance to get it right, and just as 



he pounced, I tried to yank the energy into myself. I might have even succeeded, if he 

hadn’t proved to be a lot faster than he had been moving so far. His claws caught my 

arm just as another shape hurled itself from the ridge and slammed the shaggy grey body 

into the opposite rock-face. I stumbled and fell into the rock, trying to remember how to 

breathe as Harbringer stood, slung the dead wolf over his shoulder and turned to me 

with a raised brow.  

“I want to go again,” I said.  

“You’re hurt.”  

“The blood will attract more of them.” 

He frowned, and then nodded. “Alright, but lets move back to the field.” 

I hurried after him, more than happy not to get stuck in that cavern with another 

wolf, and we jogged a short distance into the field, where Harbringer dropped the wolf 

carcass. I closed my eyes again, feeling the sting on my shoulder, and didn’t have to wait 

long before another, much larger concentration of energy began to move toward us. My 

eyes flew open in shock, and I turned to Harbringer.  

“What the hell is that?” 

“There are three of them.” 

I held the knife out before me in preparation.  

“Just out of interest, how would you hold up against three of them?”  

“Depends how hungry they are.” 

I could see them then, one brown, another grey and another black. The black wolf 

was the biggest, and she led the small pack as they stalked toward us, and then they were 

running and I had no more time to think.  

Kill, I thought, just kill them. The death ability was deceptively easy to draw on, and the 

black wolf yelped, stumbling mid-stride before falling. The others barely slowed, and I 

lashed out at them too, until the last—the brown wolf—fell seconds away from reaching 

me.    

It was silent for a little while, and then I spoke to Harbringer, who I could feel behind 

me.  

“I don’t feel as bad as I thought I would, is that a terrible thing?” 



 “I think you can forgive yourself for feeding a mass of hungry peasants,” he 

answered, fingers trailing briefly across my back before he stepped around me and 

moved to the furthest two wolves, grabbing a back leg of each, and carrying them to the 

one he had dropped earlier, throwing it over his shoulder again.  

I moved to the only remaining wolf and grabbed its two front paws, dragging it back 

to my horse, where Harbringer slung it over the back of the saddle. We rode fast back to 

the center of the town, because I was beginning to get worried that they might cook 

Grenlow, Rohan or Cereen if I left them there too long. The three were still stationed 

where I had left them, however, and Cereen was bent, playing with a small, dirty girl 

before the fire. She looked up when we reached them and Harbringer handed off the 

wolf carcasses to a few women that hurried forward to skin and string them up.  

Once again I couldn’t read the look on her face, but I thought that she seemed 

relieved. Grenlow appeared at my side, eyes on my arm.  

“It won’t stop them, you know.” 

It was the first time he had spoken to me devoid of formality, and it made me soften 

toward him, if only a little bit.  

“I didn’t expect it would. Tell me something Grenlow, do you eat that stuff as well?” 

He looked away, and that was all the answer I needed, though he spoke anyway.  

“Not anymore,” he said. “Not while you are in charge.” 

He walked away then, and I turned from the fire, catching my horse’s reigns as I went 

and walking along the road until I spotted a cottage that I was sure was empty. I tied the 

horse up again and removed his saddle, giving him a quick brush down, and setting the 

half sack of feed that had been tied to his back on the ground where he would be able to 

nudge it open.  

The door was half kicked-in, so I merely manoeuvred myself over the splintered 

remains and brushed a space clean in the corner of the room, below a window. I spread 

the blanket out that I had retrieved from the saddle and peeled off my boots, folding 

myself onto the blanket to better examine my shoulder. Three cuts ran deep, and half of 

the right side of my shirt was stained with blood by this point. I was surprised, because 

they didn’t seem that painful, but they would scar, and probably needed stitching.  

“Knock knock.” 



I looked up. Harbringer was standing in the broken doorway, nudging pieces of wood 

out of his way with his elbow.  

“The absence of a door probably negates the usual etiquette,” I pointed out.  

He rolled his eyes, and after finally making an opening big enough to fit through, he 

ducked through the doorway and came to kneel beside me. I noticed that he had a 

blanket slung over his arm, and a small drawstring bag hanging from his free hand.  

“What’s that?” I asked, pointing to it.  

He pulled it open instead of answering me, and as the medical supplies fell onto my 

blanket, I sighed.  

“Not this again.” 

He laughed, and then pulled out a pair of scissors, carefully cutting away the sleeve of 

my shirt.  

“Maybe you should have been a healer,” I noted as he cleaned the wound and began 

to string a needle together.  

He pinched the edges of the first gouge together and I looked away, feeling the 

sickening tug of skin as he began to close the wound.  

“I don’t think I would have been a good healer.” 

“Why? You seem perfectly capable to me.” 

“You forget that I feel everything you feel.” 

“I…” I never forget, I almost said, before I realised that he was right.  

I rarely forgot his ability when I wanted to keep my thoughts to myself, but I didn’t 

often think about the ramifications for him.  

“That must be hard,” I eventually said, “but surely the perks would outweigh the side-

effects?” 

“People tend to distrust me, or else they avoid me altogether, because they hate the 

idea of someone being in their mind, seeing their most private thoughts. But yes, there 

are moments where I am grateful I have this gift in particular.” 

“Do you ever ignore it, to try and give people privacy?” 

“As much as I can.” 



“You don’t seem to do that with me.” 

“I can’t.” He didn’t even bat an eyelid.  

I blinked, surprised at his answer. “Why?” 

“Because I’m always overstepping a line with you, Harrow, right from the first day. I 

want to be able to stop myself before I do something I’ll never be able to take back. I 

don’t ever want to hurt you again.” 

His eyes flicked to mine and I flinched, because it wasn’t often that people reminded 

me of that night. I had done a remarkable job of forgetting it, of burying the pain deep. 

It was only a shadow now, a shadow of remembered trauma, as if it had merely been a 

story of another girl. He looked away from me again and tied off his last stitch, moving 

onto the next laceration in silence. I wanted to say something to reassure him, even as I 

prepared to speak, only silence prevailed, and eventually I let my mouth fall closed. After 

he finished stitching me up, he cleaned off my arm again and wrapped it tightly in a 

bandage. I looked down at it and then handed him the scissors again.  

“May as well cut the other sleeve off now. At least it will look even.” 

 He took the scissors and leaned back as if to consider the task before him. “It looks 

better this way.” 

I groaned and took the scissors from him, attempting to wrangle the sleeve free 

myself, until he conceded and took control of the situation, half cutting, half ripping the 

material away. When he was finished, he threw the scraps aside and then stepped over a 

small pile of rubble to clear a section of the floor off for his blanket. Grenlow appeared 

in the doorway just as Harbringer’s tall form disappeared behind the pile of debris 

separating us. From the looks he shot us, it seemed as though he was surprised to find us 

sleeping separately.  

“Not everything Nareon says is true, Grenlow,” I muttered. “You should know that 

better than me.” 

He seemed to colour beneath the golden pallor of his skin. The tint made his usual 

shade seem grey beneath the synfee shine. Sickly. “Sorry, Lady Beatrice. The others have 

settled in the house next door, we’ll take turns guarding through the night.” 

“There’s no point. If someone tries to kill me, I’m sure I’ll wake up.” 

“But then what would you do?” I heard Harbringer ask. He was amused.   



I frowned. “I’d scream, so that you could do something about it.” 

Grenlow grimaced. “I’ll be outside.” He pulled his head back through the doorway. I 

watched his torso turn as he seated himself against the section of wall beside the 

doorframe.   

I shifted on my blanket to stare at the pile of wood chippings and dust balls, 

wondering why Harbringer even bothered. No matter what he piled between us, he 

would still know when I was thinking about him, and it would still make things 

uncomfortable, even if he couldn’t see me.   

“Go to sleep, Beatrice Harrow.” 

I glared at the pile and turned onto my back. “You know what? I don’t even care what 

your reasoning is. You need to learn to butt out.” 

He laughed. “You think this little pile of rubbish will protect you?” Our meager 

barrier seemed to tremble, as though he had prodded it from the other side.  

“I’m not scared of you, Harbringer.” 

“Yes you are, Siren.” 

	  


