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  For Luca’s ladies,
Becky, Bethany, Kate, and Kayla,
for always keeping the support flowing.


CHAPTER ONE

Shianan hesitated in the shelter of an empty trellis, a dozen paces from the palace entrance. Guests streamed steadily through the brightly lit doors, oblivious to him in the dark as they shared conversation and called greetings. He tugged fretfully at his unaccustomed clothing, making the metallic gold and silver geometric bands in his doublet flash with reflected firelight. Overlapping black leather belts, one tooled with indigo and one with burgundy, shifted unfamiliarly over his hips without the weight of a weapon.

It was too much, really. The entire ensemble had been a gift from his majordomo and new estate of Fhure when Shianan had come into possession of a title, but it was too extravagant. Even as a count, Shianan had little reason to wear formal or rich attire; he appeared at court functions rarely and briefly, more often present in a military capacity than in his comital rank. He had put away the fancy trappings and nearly forgotten them.

But he could not appear in his usual serviceable gear to such an invitation as this, and he had retrieved the bundled outfit from the rear of a chest. It fit well enough and was not far out of fashion, and it was his only hope to be admitted gracefully. But…

He adjusted the cape’s textured edge and fidgeted once more with the pointed collar, his fingernail flicking a tiny dangling stone. He wasn’t sure he wanted to be here at all, in these clothes or any other. But royal invitations were not to be spurned. He straightened, exhaled, and started for the entrance.

“Commander,” said a familiar voice. “Good evening.”

Shianan peered over the collar at General Septime with a weakening stab of relief. “Oh, sir, good evening. I’m glad to see you.”

Septime nodded at the guards flanking the door as they passed together. A second rush of relief swept through Shianan; he’d been half-afraid someone would challenge his right to enter. But the general was unconcerned. “You, too, commander. I didn’t know if you’d be here.”

“I received an invitation,” Shianan answered too quickly. Steady. No need to be defensive.

“Of course.” Septime paused as a brightly dressed slave appeared to take his cloak. “I only meant I hadn’t pegged you for a dancing man.”

Shianan chewed at his lip. “Perhaps I only haven’t had the opportunity.” There had been few dances at the plains outpost, after all, and few women to partner.

But there were women here. The great hall was filled with people, dazzling in their finery and bright with laughter. In the center, the elite swayed and dipped to the merry music provided by liveried musicians in the balcony above, as encircling courtiers joked or gossiped or complimented or politicked or observed or posed. It was a brilliant and terrifying scene.

Septime had already moved into the crowd, greeting and laughing with acquaintances. Shianan blinked into the hall, suddenly quite alone. A part of him wanted to flee, to return to the dark night and grieve for Luca and stay safely away from this unfamiliar gaiety. But another part of him wanted to remain, to see what might be in this strange and fascinating society.

He moved hesitantly through the crowded room, smiling faces gliding past him on either side, and took refuge in the lee of a decorated column. Around him the music played, and people laughed and called to one another. He pushed his shoulder against the column and watched, trying to look as if he were waiting for someone.
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“Your Highness!” A lady gestured for Soren to join their group. “Come and see what Glynde has brought!”

Soren allowed himself to be drawn in. “What have you found us now, Glynde?”

“Look at this.” Glynde offered a stiffened paper to him. “What do you see?”

It seemed to be a mash of black and red, dots and lines swirled together. Soren frowned. “Nothing much. Perhaps an accident at the colored glass workshop.”

“Ha, the glass workshop!” Several in the group giggled more than the weak jest deserved, and Soren found himself annoyed.

Glynde shook his head with a smile. “No accident, and how curious that you mentioned colored glass.”

“Now try these!” urged a girl—young Lady Fanshawe?—as she thrust binocles at him, set with pale red glass.

Soren held up the binocles, feeling faintly foolish, and looked at the paper. The colored glass muted the red ink, and now he could see a leaping horse. He was impressed despite himself. “Very clever. Where did these come from? Who thought of such a thing?”

“There’s a craftsman in my march who first brought them to me,” Glynde explained. “Very clever, as you say. Here, look at this one.”

Again, viewed by itself, the card was an uninteresting blur. But with the colored binocles, Soren saw a lady having her hair coiffed by a slave.

A surreptitious nudge at his arm interrupted his viewing and he glanced over his shoulder to glimpse Ethan. He nodded and turned back, presenting the card and binocles to Glynde with a smile. “Duty calls,” he said lightly, and he withdrew from the group amid a flurry of bows and curtsies.

Ethan waited a short distance away at the edge of the wide stair landing. He handed Soren a fresh goblet of wine and murmured, “He’s here, my lord.”

“Where?” Soren looked over the hall from their vantage point. It was hard to distinguish a single face in the blur of dancing and socializing.

“At the far end. Near the oak leaf column.”

“There! I see.” Soren took a drink of the wine. Shianan looked lost, even at this distance. “How long has he been there?”

“He came only a few minutes ago. I had his arrival from a slave taking cloaks.”

Soren nodded. “I have another task first. Keep an eye on him, if you would, please. I’ll want to find him later.”

Ethan made his typical small bow and Soren left him. He threaded his way down the stairs, as much a gathering place now as a means of ascent or descent, and moved through the crowd. Along the way he smiled and nodded and promised to return, never pausing as he worked toward the knot alongside the dancers.

“Your Highness!” A hand landed on his arm, a bit forward for catching the attention of the prince-heir. “Will you join us? Bansbach has just wagered that Barstow will ask Lady Selina to dance, and Barstow swears he will but he’s as reliable as a skinny chef or a fat mage—”

“I beg your pardon,” Soren inserted politely. “I’m on my way to my lord father. Could I come back to you in a few minutes, perhaps?”

He slid into the cluster of courtiers that marked the king’s presence and smiled his way to the center. He seized a moment when his father was taking a drink and leaned conspiratorially close. “That was well done, Father.”

King Jerome glanced at him. “What’s that?”

“Bailaha’s here. That will clear up any questions regarding your faith in his innocence and his commission.” Soren nodded approvingly. If manipulation was a tool of royal governance, he would use it toward his own end and general benefit. “I was perplexed as to how to reassure the court and troops of your trust in him after the trial, but this will quell any rumor. That was brilliant.”

“He’s here?” King Jerome’s eyes jerked about them. He kept his voice low. “Where—”

“Didn’t you think he’d heed your invitation? He’s there, at the end, by the column. Waiting for someone to join him, by the look of—”

“I didn’t send for him,” whispered the king.

Soren knew that. “You didn’t? Someone must have supposed you meant to. And it will only help—”

“Get him out.” Jerome’s hand fell heavily on Soren’s arm. “Your mother’s here.”

Soren went suddenly hollow. “I—she came? After all?”

“She did.” The king’s voice was tight. “If she sees him…”

“I’ll watch him,” Soren said quickly.

Jerome nodded. “And be sure that—”

“Your Majesty,” someone gushed drunkenly, turning to them, “may I tell you how lovely this occasion is?”

“I’ll see to it,” Soren murmured, and he withdrew.

He fled toward the stairs, ignoring the greetings and cheerful hails. His mother had come? He hadn’t expected it—not this time of year, not without letting him know, not tonight—

He took the steps two at a time, heedless of the startled glances as he passed. If he had any luck at all, she would be in the north wing. He glimpsed Ethan at a distance as he spun around the balustrade at the top of the wide stair.

The door was open to admit the hall’s music. She was in what had once been her favorite room, waiting as a maidservant sponged a spot from her gown’s skirt. She glanced up in surprise as he burst through the door. “Soren! How good to see you—but what’s wrong?”

He shook his head to calm her worry and took a few deep breaths. Surely his condition wasn’t that poor; he was only breathless with alarm. “Nothing’s wrong, my lady mother,” he answered, and he approached her, making a courtly bow before taking the hands she offered him. He kissed first her knuckles and then her forehead. “I ran because I only just heard you had come. I did not know you would.”

She gave him a fond smile. “How could I not come? Celebrating the renewal of the shield that protects us—it’s a worthy cause, at least, unlike so many silly balls.” Her face took on a resigned look. “And I’d thought, when I set out, they were trying the bastard for it. I heard on my arrival that he’d been released.”

Soren nodded. “I was at the trial, Mother, there was no evidence for it. He’s the one who recovered the Shard, in fact.”

“I know, I know.” She sighed. “I only hoped it was true.” She glanced down at her skirt. “Is that spot gone yet? I want to go out.”

“I’m just finishing, mistress.”

Soren fidgeted inwardly as the maidservant blotted the skirt dry.

“There, mistress, bright as new. Is there anything else you require?”

“No, thank you, Eve. My son will see me downstairs.” She glanced toward Soren as the maid gathered the cleaning items. “You will escort me, won’t you?”

“Of course, my lady mother.” Soren bowed and offered her his arm. “It’s been too long since our last visit.”

He was fond of his mother, though now he saw her only rarely. He did not want to have to deceive her now, and concealing Bailaha felt like a kind of deception. Still, having her encounter him unexpectedly might be worse. She had left Alham when he had been called to the city. Any interaction between queen and bastard would be a public scene, no matter how stiffly formal she might be.

They moved down the corridor and to the stair. Soren glanced down to the wide landing and saw Ethan waiting, nodding. Becknam was still visible below.

Someone jostled Ethan, throwing a dark look, and Ethan bowed his head respectfully as he tried to press further into the worked stone balustrade. Soren frowned. “Ethan!”

The slave worked his apologetic way through the crowd and came to Soren’s side. “Bring Her Majesty a drink,” Soren directed. Ethan bowed and disappeared, safely out of the disdainful crowd.

They descended slowly, smiling and nodding around them, and paused on the landing. Queen Azalie looked over the bright hall, smiling. “Such a glad group. Happy, and with reason. I’m afraid I don’t know everyone as I should, though, as I’ve been so long at Kalifi. Who is the gentleman in red, down there?”

“That’s the Marquess of Stowmarries. He came into the title only last year; before that he spent little time at court.”

Soren glanced toward the end of the hall and saw Shianan, now picking a path through the crowd, a mostly-full drink clutched in his hand. He paused and spoke briefly to someone who laughed, nodded, and then moved on. Shianan rotated slowly to look across the room, fully visible from the landing. Soren swore mentally. “Mother, did you know that—”

“One moment, Soren, I’m enjoying the view. We don’t have so many balls at Kalifi, and you should let me enjoy my ogling. That’s a pretty couple, don’t you think? It’s too bad he’s contracted to wed her cousin.”

Ethan arrived with two iced drinks on a tray, and Soren handed one to the queen before seizing the other. He gulped too large a mouthful before catching himself. Should he simply tell her Bailaha was present? Would that be worse than hoping she somehow did not see him?

She was sipping the drink, gazing over the hall. “You’ll have to dance with me, Soren, at least twice. Everyone else is so unpleasantly formal, and of course he’s an awful dancer. Always has been.” She smiled.

“I’ll be glad to dance with you, Mother.” Soren took another drink.

“Are you all right?” She gave him a concerned glance. “You seem nervous.”

He forced a smile. “It’s been an eventful few days.” Would it be better to escort her to the main floor, where her vision was less sweeping, or to keep her here, where she would not meet him as they passed? Perhaps he should simply tell her. But not here. He’d have to find a private area.

“I suppose so. I heard you went out to find Alasdair, too, when he was lost.” She shook her head. “Somebody ought to do something about that boy.”

“Well, you are his mother.”

“He wasn’t my idea.” She raised an eyebrow at Soren and then laughed at his dismay. “These things happen.”

Soren chuckled. “Spare me the sordid details, Mother. I trust we were born, and that’s as far as I care to know.” He turned his head and caught Ethan’s eye before glancing significantly toward the main floor. Go and take him out of sight. Find an excuse.

Ethan understood—there was a reason he had been with Soren for a dozen years—and started down the stairs.

“Who is that? In the dark doublet, standing apart?” Queen Azalie nodded toward Shianan Becknam, standing alone below them. “Handsome man. He favors you a little, which helps of course.” She laughed.

She did not know him! But of course she wouldn’t. She had not seen him since he was a child.

Soren hesitated, but he had to give an answer. “That—that’s…”

She looked at him, caught by the change in his tone.

“He’s no one, Mother. No one.”

“No one?” Her lips thinned. “You seem oddly upset by this person of no consequence.” She looked toward Becknam again. “He is—but I said he favored you, didn’t I?”

Soren’s stomach rolled. “That’s the Count of Bailaha, Mother. Commander Shianan Becknam.”

She did not move. “Is it? I didn’t know him.” She hesitated. “I have not seen him since… He must have been three, perhaps four. Four, I think.”

“Mother…”

“Oh, Soren, don’t be a fool. I’m not going to scream or faint or embarrass anyone.” Her fingers shifted on the stone. “Do you know him?”

“A little.”

“What do you think of him?”

“I—I think he’s an interesting man.”

She gave him a critical look. “Safely spoken.”

Below them, Ethan had nearly reached the commander, who turned and addressed a passerby, probably some military associate. Ethan hesitated, unable to interrupt their conversation, and glanced apologetically toward the landing. Soren shook his head; it was irrelevant now.

The corners of the queen’s mouth quirked upwards. “You really were afraid of me seeing him, weren’t you?”

Soren shifted. “You have been very careful to avoid him.”

“Yes.”

She stood very still, only her eyes moving as she watched the count. Soren’s stomach clenched as her mouth pinched.

“Soren,” she said, “please call back Ethan for me.”


CHAPTER TWO

Shianan smiled, made a polite comment, and watched as Escher moved away through the crowd, leaving him alone again. This was miserable, he should never have come…

“Shianan!”

He whirled, his ears burning, and Ariana leaned toward him to be heard over the music and chatter, her face bright with exertion and excitement. “I did not know you were here! I’ve been trying to see you for days—but how smart you look! This really suits you.”

She was in a gown of deep red, her dark hair arranged high and cascading down her back. Above her left breast was a gauzy black scarf twisted into a perfect circle and pinned into place, denoting her honored position. Her eyes ran over Shianan, possibly admiring his extravagant clothing or possibly looking for evidence of his beatings.

“I—er—thank you,” Shianan stammered.

She laughed. “You needn’t say it like that. I did mean it. You never believe a compliment, do you?”

“I’m sorry. I’m not really myself at the moment.” He shifted inside the prickling collar. “Welcome back. Welcome home.”

She sobered. “Yes. Thank you. I’m glad I had the chance, before the shield was recreated.”

He caught his breath. Did she know? Did she know what he had done to save her?

But she smiled and continued, “At least I had the chance to participate this time.”

No. No, she did not know.

He stood there, absolutely still in the whirling crowd, uncertain of what he could say. Her eyes shifted, looking over his shoulder to some excitement beyond him, and in sudden panic he sallied, “So we’re safe, then? No more Ryuven?”

This somehow seemed to sadden her. “No more Ryuven,” she repeated. “We’re safe. No more war.”

“Most think that a good thing,” he answered, trying to tease back her cheerful expression. “No more war with the Ryuven, no more massacres, no more fighting or starving.”

She nodded, still a little wan. “That’s right. No more soldiers dedicating their lives to danger and dying to protect us. You can live a normal life.”

Ice lanced through Shianan. No more soldiers… But that was all he was. He could not have a normal life, not the bastard. Every honor, every recognition, every scrap of praise had been hard-won by military accomplishment. Without the war…

“You can all live normal lives,” Ariana said with determined relief. She tipped up her chin. “Do you dance, Shianan Becknam?”

He blinked. “I…”

“It’s a simple enough question. Do you dance?”

“Not well.”

“Good,” she declared. “Then I won’t feel too ill-suited for you. Come with me?” She grasped his arm and pulled him into the maelstrom of music.

Shianan had little time to consider refusal, and they were promptly surrounded by swaying couples barring his escape. She transferred her grip to his hand and began to pace with the others, giving him an encouraging smile. Shianan moved haltingly, stiff with uncertainty and hot with embarrassment. But Ariana kept hold of his hand and matched his pace, and gradually he began to move more freely. She twirled and came to face him, her hands resting on his forearms, her face lifting toward his as she laughed at her own play, and he caught his breath. She was so near, and so joyous, and they were both alive.

“You’re not doing so badly,” she told him.

His hands ached to slip about her waist, but this was a different style of dance, and that might be too forward. He tightened his fingers about her arms and leaned nearer to her. “My lady mage…”

The music ended with a pipe trill and the dancers about them paused to breathe, laughing and speaking. Ariana hesitated a moment in his grasp, looking at him, and then she drew away with a quick, shy smile. “That was a fine dance, once you began. Thank you for partnering me.” She plucked at her skirt.

Shianan swallowed. “My lady mage, you—you’re beautiful,” he blurted. Horror swept him. “I mean, you look absolutely beautiful tonight.” That was hardly better. “I mean…”

“Your lordship.” A voice came from behind him.

Shianan tightened his fingers on Ariana. “Yes?” he asked, turning his head over his shoulder.

But it was Mage Hazelrig who smiled disarmingly back at him. “Only a moment.” He held out two decorated cups. “I thought the two of you might want something to drink after that.”

“Er, thank you,” Shianan accepted awkwardly. He took the cup which Hazelrig offered and drank. Chilled watered ale, safe enough.

He looked again at the older mage, dressed in a doublet of rich midnight blue. It made a stark contrast with the white scarf pinned to his chest, twisted in an exact circle.

“Your scarves are too perfect,” Shianan commented. “Mere cloth shouldn’t be able to hold that shape. Are they magicked?”

Ariana laughed aloud. “No, no. They’re wrapped about a metal ring. See?”

Hazelrig was amused. “We needn’t use magic for everything. That would be both difficult and wasteful.”

Shianan chuckled. “I suppose that’s true.” He took another sip. “Thank you for the drinks.”

Ariana nodded and looked about. “Linner was asking me to dance,” she said in a lower voice, “but I don’t see him now. Which is just as well, because I’m hoping someone else will ask me for the next one.” She tossed a pointed glance toward Shianan. “After all, I issued the last invitation.”

Shianan caught his breath and glanced toward Hazelrig, but the mage only smiled at his daughter. Shianan looked from the White Mage, unconcerned about the bastard, to Ariana, sipping her watered ale to hide a grin, and for just one moment life was perfect.

“Excuse me, your lordship,” cut in a polite voice. “One moment?”

Shianan turned to a bowing slave.

“If you please, your lordship, I am instructed to bring you.”

The slave straightened, his eyes respectfully below the commander’s, and Shianan’s brief joy shattered into icy crystals. This was Prince Soren’s personal servant—Allan, or Efren, or Ethan, yes. Had the prince seen him dancing with Ariana? What did he want?

“My lord?”

Shianan gulped. “I—yes. I’ll come.” He turned to the two mages, who looked concerned. He must not have guarded his expression well. “Please excuse me.”

Ariana reached for his arm. “My—Shianan,” she began, her voice quiet and urgent, “is it the king?”

“Prince Soren has sent for me.” Beside him, the servant gave a small cough.

“Will you—will you come afterward? To dance?”

‘Soats, she saw right through him. She was worried for him.

He forced himself to smile. “I’ll come when I may. Enjoy yourself.” He bowed to the two of them and turned to follow the waiting slave.

Ethan led him through the crowd and out a heavy, carved door. They would be meeting in private, then. They made two turns in the corridors and Ethan paused to knock at another carved door before opening it. He bowed and gestured Shianan inside.


CHAPTER THREE

Shianan’s first thought as he entered was that someone had moved the great portrait from its prominent palace corridor. Then he saw she was no portrait, and he realized he had entered the wrong room. He fell into a bow and retreated a step, hoping for quick escape, but Ethan was already closing the door behind him.

No, he had been brought deliberately to this. He collapsed more than knelt and dropped his head low over his knee.

“Good evening, Bailaha.”

“Your Majesty,” he forced.

“Thank you, you may rise. I want to see you.”

He did so, keeping his eyes on her feet. Silently he cursed. How had he come here? How had he even received an invitation when the queen would be present? He drew in a breath, awaiting the worst.

Ethan was gone. Shianan was alone before the queen.

“I did not expect to see you here tonight,” she said neutrally.

“I—I did not know Your Majesty would be attending. I offer my deepest apology—”

She rose from her chair and started toward him. Her movement silenced him, although it should not have.

Shianan straightened and clenched his jaw as when he’d awaited an eviscerating scolding from his captain, as when he’d been verbally flayed by the king. At least if he was to be scorned and humiliated now, there was no one else to see it.

She stepped to one side and tipped her head to regard him. “You would not have come tonight had you known of my presence?”

He stared stiffly at the chair she’d vacated. “I would not have troubled Your Majesty.”

“Troubled?”

Offended, then! he thought madly. Why did she torment him? “I know Your Majesty would not be—pleased to see me.” He blinked and hoped she would not see fit to correct his understatement. Not pleased? I hate your odious form.

“No,” she agreed, “I was not. But you were a boy when I saw you last. Before you were sent away.”

“I was, Your Majesty,” he answered the chair.

She sighed. “Am I so fearsome as that? You needn’t look so—so military. I’m not one of your generals. I wanted to speak with you, not hear monosyllabic agreement.”

He did not know how to respond to that. He glanced momentarily at her, a fleeting impression of Prince Soren’s eyes, and then looked forward at the chair again.

She sighed again. “I suppose that outpost or wherever left its mark. Very well. What are you now?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Tell me something about yourself. I want to know something about you.”

“I…” Shianan faltered. How could he answer, when every promotion he’d earned, every position he’d held was an affront to her?

She waited a moment, watching him, and then she turned back toward her chair. “I think I believed you would be like Lucien. He was never acknowledged, but we inside knew it. The duchess’s extra son. He was an insufferable little pustule.” She stopped and looked at Shianan again. “He, at least, would not have been utterly tongued-tied when asked to speak of himself.”

“Oh, Bailaha can speak, my lady mother,” Soren offered as he entered by the far door. “He can wax quite eloquent on the subject of ugly pigherds, for example.” He came to stand beside the queen as Shianan bowed. “But I never knew old Baron Lucien was illegitimate.”

“You weren’t meant to know,” she answered. “And you probably believe he died in battle, too. Well, that much is true, at least, but we don’t know for certain whether the guilty blade was theirs or ours.”

Soren was visibly startled. “He was killed? For his birth?”

“It’s possible, though I rather think it was for for his wretched personality.” She seated herself again and gave Soren a significant glance. “For example, he was often inserting himself where he wasn’t wanted.”

Soren acknowledged the reprimand with a chagrined expression. “I only thought to drop in and see how you were getting along. After you borrowed Ethan—”

“I am quite capable of managing without you. You have guests. Go see to them.”

Soren made her a bow before retreating. The queen looked after him curiously and then glanced at Bailaha. “Well, he did say he found you an interesting man.”

Shianan did not know what she meant by this, but he felt somehow more vulnerable now that the prince had departed.

Queen Azalie put two fingers thoughtfully to her chin and regarded Shianan as if he were a portrait to be approved. He stood utterly still, almost without breathing, wishing he were anywhere, anywhere at all but here.

“Shianan Becknam,” she said finally. “That is it, isn’t it? Your own name?”

He opened his mouth and found his voice had fled. He nodded.

“Commander Shianan Becknam, Count of Bailaha.” She blew out her breath. “I must admit, I was furious when he ennobled you. I raged in Kalifi.” She quirked her mouth. “I overreacted.”

If there were a way that he could flee, without flagrantly disregarding all conventions of respect and obedience… If only there were an attack on Alham that required his defense—if the Ryuven were to besiege the Naziar Palace—if Pairvyn ni’Ai himself were to burst into the room—

“Shianan Becknam,” said the queen, “I have something to say to you.”

Shianan’s knees obeyed before he could think. He knelt and bowed his head, awaiting her scorn or her orders or her warning.

“I have been a foolish woman. It is not the first time I have been, and it is not the first time that my foolishness has cost another.” She paused. “What are you doing on your knees again?”

His throat worked frantically. “Your Majesty…”

“Get up, man. You cannot kneel to hear my apology, that’s hardly fitting. Stand and listen to me.” She watched him get to his feet.

His thoughts whirled. For decades he had been trained to avoid the queen, and he could not navigate these waters.

“Shianan Becknam, I once hated you. I hated you because you were not a person, in my mind. I never thought of you as a person. You were a living sin, a name, nothing more.”

Shianan swallowed against the stone in his throat.

“But you did not have a part in your birth, and now I see you for yourself.” She looked at him with cool eyes. “I do not pretend that I know you and like you. I do not pretend we shall be friends. I only know that while I hated the concept of you, you were in fact only a boy, a young man, a soldier, a courtier, and I have wasted myself in spite.” She shook her head. “Part of it is hearing his bragging, of course. It’s cruel to praise a bastard to the mother of your children, isn’t it? But that is another of his crimes, not yours.”

Shianan stared at her in disbelief. “Your Majesty…?”

“And Soren likes you, so that says something for you as well. I didn’t know; he’s never spoken of you. Perhaps he was worried for my reaction. Regardless, I hold his opinion in high esteem, so there must be something worthwhile about you.”

Shianan’s knees were weak. He could not speak.

“Bailaha?”

“I—I never meant to offend you—I never wanted…”

She gave him a small, grim smile. “It was never a matter of what you intended. But it seems you are determined to prosper here regardless of my favor, so I might as well grow accustomed to the idea. Perhaps you’re not the horror that I thought.”

Shianan bowed low. “I shall try not to be, Your Majesty.”

“Good. Now go out that door, but slowly. It won’t do for the prince-heir to be caught listening at keyholes.”

Shianan could not think of a safe answer for this, and so he bowed again and backed to the escape of the door.

As he closed it safely behind him, he saw Soren waiting a dozen paces down the corridor. “I’m sorry,” Soren said immediately. “I’m sorry. I had no idea she would be here. I tried to keep her from noting you…”

Shianan shook his head, confused and alarmed at the prince’s consternation. “No, no—my lord, Your Highness, it is my fault for coming here.”

“No,” Soren said firmly. “It is not your fault. You were invited, weren’t you? Then you should have come.” He looked down. “It’s all right. I’ll talk with her later. I’ll tell her something.” He glanced at Shianan, almost nervously. “Was she—did she challenge your invitation?”

Shianan shook his head. “No, my lord.” In fact, he was stunned at how—indifferent she had been. He’d never thought to meet the queen face to face and walk away intact.

Soren relaxed a little. “Still, I’m sorry for that.”

Shianan didn’t understand why the prince would apologize for such a thing. “No, it’s all right.” He hesitated. “If it pleases Your Highness…”

“What? Oh, certainly. Go back to the ball.” Soren gestured up the corridor. “Good evening.”

Shianan bowed. “Good evening, Your Highness.”

He was nearly at the hall when he heard Ariana’s voice. “Thank you, but again, no. I’m waiting—”

“Yes, darling, I heard, but you’re still here. He can’t be worthy of you if he makes you wait so long. Come dance with me.”

“No, thank you, I will wait.”

Ariana. Shianan’s spine elongated and his shoulders squared as he exited the corridor. Ariana and a young baron glanced at him.

Shianan pointedly ignored the young man. “I beg your pardon, my lady mage,” he pronounced as he bowed to Ariana. “I was detained, and I apologize.”

“Oh, you’re nearly forgiven, your lordship,” she answered smoothly. “Linner did not leave me alone.”

Linner squinted as he tried to work out if he’d been insulted or complimented. Shianan straightened and put an arm casually against the wall over Ariana’s shoulder, leaning near her. “How thoughtful of him.” He looked at the baron for the first time. “Then he’ll be glad of the chance to return to his other friends.”

Linner stared back, startled. “What do you mean to say?”

Shianan loosed his practiced commander’s glare. “I owe Lady Ariana a dance yet, and she would appear rude if she left you here alone. No thoughtful gentleman would put a lady in a position to appear rude.”

Linner visibly swallowed. “I see, your lordship.” He bit out the honorific with hardly concealed distaste. “Then I will leave the lady to your care for now.” He made a stiff bow to Ariana and none to Shianan before he merged into the crowd.

Ariana cleared her throat, and Shianan self-consciously withdrew his possessive arm. Before he could decide how and for what to apologize, she shook her head and smiled. “He wasn’t so bad as to deserve that,” she scolded gently. “But he’s probably none the worse for it.”

Shianan exhaled. “I’m sorry for overstepping.”

“I had him in hand, but I appreciate the gesture.” She tipped her head. “How are you?”

“I’m sorry?”

“I don’t know if I have the privilege of prying, but I saw enough to wonder.”

His gut clenched. “What did you see?”

Ariana’s eyes widened. “Don’t look like that! I won’t ask any more, if you want. I only wanted to—”

Shianan shook his head. “No, I’m sorry. What did you see that concerned you?”

“Only what was obvious. When the summons came, you looked as if someone had poured snowmelt down your collar. You walked away as if going to your death.” Her voice was pitched low, careful no one else would hear.

Shianan winced. “Was it so plain?”

“Only to those who were looking.” She hesitated and then touched his arm. “If I can do anything…”

“No. No, it was the queen.” Shianan took a deep breath. “The queen sent for me.”

Ariana’s fingers tightened on his arm. “She’s here? Did—are you all right?”

He didn’t know how to answer her.

The prince emerged from the corridor beside them, and Ariana pulled away from Shianan to curtsey. Shianan half-turned and made the obligatory bow.

When he straightened, Soren was smiling faintly. “That didn’t take long.” His smile broadened as he turned to Ariana. “Are you enjoying the ball, my lady mage? It is, after all, partly in your honor.”

Ariana was not practiced in speaking with royalty, but she made a valiant effort. “Oh, no, Your Highness. I’m only the most junior member of the Circle.”

“Ah, but the Black Mage is a part of the Circle, yes?” Soren grinned at her. “Enjoy yourself this evening. Bailaha, may I expect you in the morning?”

“At what time, Your Highness?”

Soren glanced over the swirling gaiety and one corner of his mouth twitched. “Nothing too early, I think. Or rather, nothing early to my pampered eyes, as early to a commander is probably not even within my cognition. Come when you will. Tomorrow I have no appointments before noon.”

Shianan bowed. “I will, my lord.”

Soren excused himself and went out into the ball. Ariana watched him and then looked toward Shianan. “You don’t look apprehensive at that.”

Shianan realized he did not feel apprehensive, either. But he was not sure he felt much of anything at the moment. The dizzying exchange of joys and despairs of the last hour had left him exhausted. “No.”

She waited a moment and then faced him. “Well, then, my lord, will you pay your dance debt, or must I go and chat with my dear friend Lady Bethia Farlyle?” She nodded toward the striking young woman casually intercepting the prince’s path.

Shianan looked at Ariana’s expectant expression and a little of the weariness left him. She was trying to distract him, but he did not mind. And perhaps he could feel something, after all.

He bowed. “Forgive me, my lady mage. A man must always pay his debts. And I think the Lady Bethia would prefer that you not join her and the prince-heir.”

Ariana raised an eyebrow. “You’ve heard?”

Shianan attempted a smile. “It is quite the rumor, if even I’ve heard their betrothal will be announced before long.”

“No rumor, I had it from Bethia herself. It’s the most open secret in Alham.” She extended one hand to him, her chin raised in mock imperiousness. “Enough court gossip. Let us find music.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Tamaryl came gently to the ground, his wings stretching pleasantly as they flexed against the air. It was good to be himself again, his own Ryuven form. A warm breeze brushed over him, welcoming him from the cold human world.

His first duty was to report to the Palace of Red Sands. He had stayed longer in the human world than expected, and he should explain himself. He must also find a way to break the news that the shield was renewed. After Oniwe’aru had finished being disappointed in him, Tamaryl would go to his house and see how Maru fared, and whether Daranai’rika had thought to bring formal complaint against him for breaking their betrothal contract.

He sighed. There was much to do here, so far to go, but in the end, this was his home. He could do good here. He’d studied what he could find of human agriculture, wrestling with books on crop diseases and treatment in his hours away from assisting Ewan Hazelrig. Their flora was not identical, but there were similarities and shared species, and he hoped for new insight on the problems which had led to so much. They could work away from their dependence on the human world.

He folded his wings against his back and started toward the palace. The guards knew him and directed him to the aru.

Tamaryl entered Oniwe’aru’s audience chamber and dropped to one knee. “I have returned, Oniwe’aru.”

“So I see. I had expected you before now.”

“I apologize, Oniwe’aru. I wanted only to be sure that there was nothing more to be done.”

He had evidently interrupted a conversation. A rika stood near Oniwe’aru. Her emerald-black hair was bound in a high tail which dragged over her wing and shoulder as she turned her head toward Tamaryl. He recognized her, and the cobalt sash she wore from right shoulder to opposite hip.

Oniwe’aru nodded. “At least you are taking your duties seriously. Edeiya’rika, you will pardon us?”

“Of course, Oniwe’aru. And I will set more guards on the storehouses.” Her eyes flicked to Tamaryl as she left, as if assessing him. Given the sash she wore, she might well have been. Tamaryl would have nodded respectfully to her had he not already been on one knee.

“Rise, Tamaryl’sho, and tell me why your steward begged so politely to decline on your behalf my invitation for you and Daranai’rika to dine with me.”

Tamaryl’s chest tightened. “Ah. Er, I’m afraid I am not sure how best to explain… I wish to break our betrothal.”

“Break it?” Oniwe’aru frowned. “That is a significant step, especially after so many years.”

“I was not here for most of those years.”

“All the more reason to be cautious now. You left her in contract, locked in a partnership without a partner, unable to negotiate a new joining. Even when her house faltered, even when her aunt died, she did not ask to be freed of the contract which could not be completed with you in exile.”

“She wanted the position of a prince-doniphan’s mate more than the prince-doniphan,” Tamaryl snapped.

Oniwe raised an eyebrow. “I remember once you were pleased.”

“I was. I was glad such a beautiful and vivacious match was chosen for me. I could do far worse.” Tamaryl took a breath. “But I have seen what she is, and I won’t be joined to her.”

“Strong words, Tamaryl’sho.” Oniwe’aru scratched at his chin.

Tamaryl had to be careful how he presented his complaint. Ending a betrothal severed a link both familial and political, and discipline of a nim was hardly a crime, even if the nim was Tamaryl’s friend. “She is unhappy in this betrothal, and cruel in her unhappiness. She has taken nim as lovers, and against their will.”

“There are many nim who would not argue at the chance to share a rika’s bed.”

“That may be true, but those who did protest were coerced into acceptance.”

“What did she do to your friend?”

Oniwe saw so clearly through him. “He would not lie with her, and she tortured him for it.”

Oniwe’aru frowned. “As I recall, you left him in her household while you were away, and she has the right to discipline a servant.”

“Not for refusing to bed his lord’s betrothed. And it was not the typical minute or so of fup; she was stripping his power from him.”

“I did the same to you, if you recall.”

“I was a condemned outlaw. You were quick and efficient about it—not that it was pleasant, and by the Essence I would be pleased never to taste it again, but it was different. This was a slow process, intended to force him into submission.” Tamaryl tried to keep his voice level. “At first she lied, saying he’d assaulted her, but—”

Oniwe’aru snorted. “Maru, attack a rika? Not at his most foolhardy, and never successfully.”

Tamaryl was relieved at his agreement. “She blamed me and my absence. She resented me and—and you. I think she might be as glad to be done with me.”

“Oh?”

“She called herself the traitor’s betrothed. She was caught between position and notoriety.” Tamaryl was unwilling to defend Daranai’s actions but obligated to express her frustration. And if he emphasized that the engagement should have been long ended, perhaps it would be simpler to end it now. “I know my duty, but I cannot condone her taking lovers by force. Nor one bound in service, which is too near force.”

Oniwe blew out a long breath. “Daranai’rika was not often present at court, though I heard of her frequently. I had thought—well, I was wrong, I see.” He eyed Tamaryl. “But you won’t repeat that, will you?”

Tamaryl tried to gauge the ruler’s humor. “I will forget your confession the moment my betrothal is dissolved.”

Oniwe’aru gave a small chuckle. “Bravely spoken.” He drummed his fingers absently. “But the law allows. You are certain she wants to be free of you as well?”

“I do not know. She may not know herself. I believe she wants to be matched to someone, especially someone with privilege, but whether she favors me over another is uncertain.”

Oniwe’aru nodded. “I will speak to her.”

“I am afraid she will not have kind words for me.”

“I am not interested in her kind words,” Oniwe’aru answered shortly. “I am interested in whether she wishes this betrothal ended.” He looked frustrated. “With the deaths of her aunt and father, she became less of a political benefit. If she is unhappy with you and you with her, there is no reason to pursue this.”

Tamaryl felt relief, mixed with a faint fear that Daranai might refuse only to spite him and retain the powerful association of his house.

Oniwe’aru sighed. “I wish she had said something to me before now. Or you, Tamaryl’sho. You never led me to believe you might want someone other than her.”

Tamaryl eyed the floor. It had never occurred to him that he might, either. He had always known that he would conjoin for the good of the court and clan, and he had never considered an alternative.

Oniwe’aru gestured toward the open doorway. “You know Edeiya’rika?”

“By reputation, and briefly—long ago—but not well.”

Oniwe’aru raised a significant eyebrow. “You should. She will likely be Edeiya’silth in the future.” The leader of the Ai.

“I see she is Tsuraiya ni’Ai now.” The cobalt sash marked a hard-won prestige, one that would be useful to carry her to the head of the Ai.

“Indeed, and most respected in that role.”

Tamaryl considered his next words. “While conjoining the Pairvyn with the Tsuraiya, who may become silth, would indeed be a coup, I observe that entering a new betrothal just as one is dissolved might be—”

Oniwe’aru laughed. “Be at ease! Even I wouldn’t throw you into a match so abruptly. And Edeiya’rika takes her duty very seriously; I doubt she would accept a mate tainted by humans.”

Tamaryl frowned. “I am not so corrupted as that.”

“You might explain that to her,” Oniwe replied, chuckling, “but not near my fragile valuables, if you please.”

Tamaryl sighed. He had known he would be doubted. It would pass. Eventually.

Regaining his abandoned position had not been simple, and Oniwe’s assignments were a simultaneous punishment for his long-ago treason and probe for his present loyalties and abilities. But they had been necessary and practical tasks, Tamaryl admitted. Oniwe was not wasting him in petty make-work, and Tamaryl could be proud of what he’d done since his return.

He was less proud of what he must do next, but it was necessary for the welfare of his struggling people.

“Oniwe’aru, I have brought something more from the human world.”


CHAPTER FIVE

The Palace of Red Sands had one of Tamaryl’s favorite gardens, a small jewelbox of fountain, moss, and vivid flowers cascading across and down from a few thin overhead chains and down a wall, providing both color and a modicum of privacy in the roofless space. Tamaryl slipped into it and sank onto a narrow stone bench, warm with the sun. Safely out of sight, he slumped and put his face into his hands, his wings hanging low behind him.

“Is it so terrible to be home?”

He jerked upright and twisted on the bench. It took him a moment to identify her form through the tumble of flowers. “Edeiya’rika. I am sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude.”

She shook her head as she came around the vines. “I usually find this place empty, too. That’s why I like it.” She sat on the edge of the fountain, facing him. “I’m sorry I disturbed you.”

“I was only thinking, and it probably needed interrupting.” He blew out his breath in a long stream. “It was something about you in a way. About your duty, I mean. To be perfectly honest, I was envying you.”

She cocked her head, her emerald-dark hair falling over the crest of one wing. “Oh?”

“You know each of your fights is right. You fight only for defense, and when is it wrong to defend your home? So you can face battle, or thoughts of battle, with confidence and a clear conscience.”

She nodded. “It is one of the joys I find in my duties as Tsuraiya. Most of politics is not nearly so clear.”

“I want it, some part of it, some piece at least, to be clear.”

She waited, watching him, inviting him to speak if he wished.

Words he had not been able to speak in Alham tumbled free. “Before I left—I was focused on the fighting, I suppose. Yes, I knew the crops were poor, I knew there were shortages, but I was the Pairvyn, and what I saw was the raids themselves. I saw sho strategize to maximize their own glory. I saw che sabotaging tactics to put warriors at risk so that they could come in later as heroes and win recognition and reward. I knew this war would undo us, and I decided I could not fight it.”

She nodded, though of course she knew all this.

“But I saw only what was immediately before me. I did not see how severe the famine was growing. I did not realize that by refusing to participate in the sho’s and che’s petty competitions, I was sacrificing the people I had pledged to aid. When I returned… I saw with fresh eyes.” He looked at her, expecting to see judgment.

But her expression offered a sad empathy. “You were not as blind as you think. In truth, it has worsened considerably since you left, despite our best efforts. People are growing more frightened. There was a riot at one of the Union storehouses a few days ago.”

Tamaryl winced. “I can’t bear to think that I helped to cause that desperation. But I don’t want to undermine social stability and set inexperienced che to oversee fields that aren’t producing and yes, kill human farmers who are also just trying to survive. I can’t focus on only my duty. I don’t know if I can be the Pairvyn as I should.” He forced an unconvincing chuckle. “I’m not sure why I am, to be honest. I didn’t hazard to ask, but shouldn’t I have been replaced after so many years?”

“He didn’t dare.” Edeiya leaned back, dangerously near the splashing water. “As you’ve seen, the situation has been worsening, and Oniwe’aru manages his ministers tightly. He could not afford to place a representative of another family as Pairvyn, not when he needed to consolidate power.”

“Was there no one in the South Family to serve?”

“He did consider Gann’sho for a time, but then Gann’sho died in a raid, so that effectively ended his candidacy. After that, he could choose someone from one of the other families or keep the position of champion empty under your name. Which is what he did.” She shook her head. “It’s been a dangerous field, and I am frankly impressed that Oniwe’aru has managed so well the last few years without the Union recalling his vote.”

The four ruling families voted upon a silth or aru, who would serve for the next thirty years—if he or she safely navigated the three confidence votes at the conclusion of the first, third, and seventh years and then governed well enough to avoid a recall during the ensuing reign.

“It sounds as if no one else would want to take his place, not with things the way they are.” Tamaryl looked at her. “Though I have heard you are a candidate.”

Edeiya did not downplay it with false humility nor puff up with pride. “I am one. Frenses’sho of the West Family is another, and I do not know if the North Family has settled on someone, or if they mean to put anyone forward.”

Tamaryl remembered how Edeiya had, with a quiet observation, smoothed tensions between Ariana and Oniwe while simultaneously destroying Daranai’s social standing. He did not know if she had done it because of Daranai’s assault on Maru or for another reason, but it had been subtle and efficient. “You will be a formidable silth.”

She smiled. “I am honored that you think so.”

“Do you have any hope for this?” Tamaryl asked, and the question came out more urgent than he’d intended. “I’m sorry, I meant to say, I expect you have ideas to help mitigate the suffering here.”

Edeiya sat up, looking somber. “I wish I did. We can expand attempts to magically infuse the fields to help speed growth before the blight strikes, but that’s been only minimally successful so far and I’m not sure we can rely on it. To be honest, I believe there will be more riots and protests, and I don’t think we can survive without the raids to bring supplies.” She turned toward him, hair swinging. “But you have been too long in the human world, and this bothers you.”

“If we do not raid, we will indenture more nim, and we will turn on each other for ever-diminishing resources, and we will starve. And if we do raid, we will fight and perhaps kill people I love.”

She bent toward him, elbows on her knees, shifting her wings away from the fountain’s splash. “A leader should choose the greatest efficacy with the least harm. But when there is no perfect solution, and there rarely is, something will have to be sacrificed.”

Tamaryl closed his eyes. “I know. I thought before that it could be me, that I could sacrifice myself, stay away and not contribute to the harm. But that isn’t so.”

She tipped her head again, regarding him. “So you came home. You chose.”

He took a breath. “I chose.”


CHAPTER SIX

Luca folded his chained wrists to his chest and rested his forehead on his knees. It was cold in the slave stable, making the warmth of his breath valuable, and burying his face let him hide the tears from the silent slaves around him.

Shianan had sold him away. It did not matter that it was to Luca’s own brother—he had not even asked Luca whether he wanted to go. That was his right as a slave’s master, but it was not what Luca had expected. It was not what he had believed.

Jarrick had not come to the caravan staging ground where Luca waited with the other slaves. Luca had sat in such a stable before, weeping and praying his father or brothers might come for him, but they had not. They had left him, then as now, chained, helpless, alone.

He heard himself whimper and tried to disguise it with a shiver. It was no worse than before, he told himself. At least now he was free of that despicable Furmelle collar, no longer marked a dangerous rebel. Perhaps he could be fortunate enough to find a reasonable place again.

Or, if Jarrick came, Luca could go home with him. He could live upon the Wakari Coast, watch the ships again, maybe return to his father’s accounting—

His stomach writhed like a provoked serpent. Would they welcome him? Would—would he be glad to return to them?

Jarrick had searched for him, he’d said. He had at least searched.

Luca shivered, a real shiver this time. His cloak had been left in Shianan’s office, and he could see his breath when he lifted his head. Thin moonlight through high windows showed the dark forms of other slaves, huddled together or curled tightly as they slept. There was a clink of metal as someone shifted in the straw.

Someone began arguing outside. “Let me…!” snapped a voice before it dropped again. Luca glanced toward the door. Jarrick? He wasn’t sure. There was a sharp exchange of voices, indistinguishable, and then silence.

Luca dropped his forehead to his knees again. If Jarrick did not come, then he would be a nameless and helpless slave once more. If Jarrick came, he would have to face the family that had abandoned him. If he had stayed with Shianan, he would have remained a slave forever, while if he went home to the Wakari Coast, his family could free him…

He sighed. He did not even know what he would choose—but he did not have the power to choose. Shianan should never have remade him into a thinking, feeling entity once again. It had been cruelty to enslave and brutalize Luca the first time, but it was beyond cruelty to offer him friendship and then return him to what he had been.

But no, Luca would not think of Shianan. Not now. He would not think on the friend who had betrayed him at his most vulnerable.

He would sit here, passive and silent, and wait for what would come.
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Luca woke, stiff with cold, as the stable door opened. He picked his way to a corner to relieve himself, glad they had not chained his wrists behind his back.

The overseers moved through the stable, addressing their various tasks. A boy of eight or ten started down the aisle with a bucket of mush and a shoulder bag of wooden cups, dipping each cup efficiently and dispensing them among the slaves. Luca accepted one with his bound hands and gulped at it, though it was cooled and thick. He knew enough of caravans to take breakfast when offered, and quickly.

Indeed, a moment later an overseer went to the stall beside Luca’s, jangling keys and chains. “Up, now! On your feet. Move it.” There was a general shuffle as the slaves were directed toward the wagons.

Luca sucked the last of the viscous mush and rose with a few other slaves as another overseer came to their stall. The overseer muttered and toed a body still curled in the straw. Luca’s stomach tightened; this was all too familiar. He shoved his hands before him and waited, eyes on his wrists.

The overseer reached him and hesitated. “You’re a tack-on, right?”

Luca hesitated. “I’m sorry?”

“You’re not ours, you belong to a passenger. Who’s your master?”

Was Jarrick coming after all? “I served Commander Becknam until yesterday, when—” His voice broke as he discovered a slave could learn yet new humiliation.

The overseer didn’t seem to notice. “Don’t know your new master yet? You’ll go in the line.” He nodded toward one of the wagons being pulled into the yard.

Luca glanced hopefully at his wrists. The overseer scowled. “No one walks free in the line. Go.”

Luca obediently moved toward the indicated wagon, where another overseer linked his wrists to a long chain which stretched from the rear of the wagon. The weight pulled lightly at his arms.

Luca recognized the slave chained opposite him but did not speak until the overseer had moved on. “Andrew?”

The slave glanced at him. “Oh, you. The commander’s servant.”

Not anymore. “Luca. What happened?”

Andrew shrugged. “They didn’t need as many hands in the kitchen, I suppose. Lent me to the warehouses for a day, then another, and then decided they could do without me.”

Andrew had only one wrist chained; Luca had not done well to struggle in Shianan’s office. “Will you sell as kitchen help or labor?”

“I don’t know. I think they—”

“Move up!” came the order. “Into line, now, let’s go!”

The wagons were shifted into formation, the slaves evenly distributed. The boy was coming down the lines now with a heavy bucket of water, offering the ladle to each slave. A movement caught Luca’s eye, and Jarrick hurried into the yard. Luca’s throat closed.

Jarrick addressed the nearest overseer while scanning the closest line of slaves. The overseer pointed toward Trader Matteo and Jarrick hurried toward him, followed by a slave bearing a roped chest on his back.

Luca watched as Trader Matteo pointed Jarrick’s slave—other slave—toward a wagon to stow the cargo and nodded for an overseer to take charge of him. Few slaves traveled loose with a caravan since Furmelle.

Jarrick asked the trader a further question, but the trader shook his head impatiently, busy with the final organization of the caravan. He gestured at the wagons, and Jarrick started for the far end of the line. Jarrick’s name formed in Luca’s throat, but he knew better than to call.

Knew better than to let Jarrick ignore his call.

An overseer directed two more figures alongside Luca’s line. Trader Matteo signaled and they paused as he drew near. He studied them for a moment, appraising them with an expert eye. One was a thin, dark-haired man, the other broader with fair hair, both with their hands shackled behind them. Troublemakers.

Trader Matteo looked at the thin, dark one. “You’re not strong enough for a single, I hear. But you had a good price. We’ll fatten you a little and see if you can’t be motivated for a multi-hitch. Put him behind number three.” He turned to the broader man. “And you’re the overseer who didn’t work out.”

The man licked his lips. “I did as told, master.”

“Orcan says you embarrassed him in front of his patron and a dozen others. Says you make a better draft than overseer, from his trial.” Matteo frowned. “Bend over.”

The slave hesitated. “Master…”

“Bend over.”

The slave eased forward gingerly, his face tight. Matteo sighed. “Orcan’s sharp about that, anyway. You’ll go in the line for a day or two, give your back a chance to close, and then we’ll move you to draft. Number three.”

The two slaves were fastened behind Luca and Andrew. Neither spoke, and the thin one seemed to lean away from the other, stretching at the end of his single wrist chain. The demoted big slave was pushed into line and chained by both wrists. Luca turned his eyes away from the overseer.

And then Jarrick was running toward them. “Luca! Trader, that’s my slave. I want him released.”

“Released?” repeated Matteo from the next wagon. “Why?”

“He doesn’t need to be in the line. I want him with me.”

The boy with the water reached Luca’s line. Andrew took the ladle.

Matteo shook his head. “You can manage for a week. I’ve got a reputation of never having lost a one, and I mean to keep it. If you need him for some chore, let me know, but he’ll walk with the others.”

Luca shook his head as the water boy came to him, intent on the conversation at the edge of his hearing. The boy regarded him curiously and then offered the ladle to the dark-haired slave.

“But—but he’s my…”

What excuse would he give the trader?

“He’s my brother. I’m taking him home. Let me have him, please.”

The broad slave fumbled the ladle in his bound hands, spilling. The boy glanced nervously at him and dipped another.

Matteo stared at Jarrick. “Your brother, eh?” He shook his head. “You say that, but to me, he’s responsibility. He’s a slave, and a slave until we cross the border. If I free him before then, I break the law.”

“But just to unchain him, to let him ride with me—”

“Hey!” An overseer came from the other side, a switch in his hand. “What are you about there?”

The water boy jumped and snatched the ladle back from the big slave, retreating.

“One ladle each, runt. Don’t waste time.” He scowled at the demoted slave. “And you—think you’re something special?” The line of slaves ducked and flinched away in unison, but the switch landed solidly on the slave’s broad shoulders. “You’re common labor, now, and you’ll act like it.”

Luca cringed, afraid the switch would descend again, but the overseer moved on. He looked back toward Matteo and Jarrick, who were walking away together, still in conversation. Jarrick glanced back over the trader’s shoulder and their eyes met.

Luca, Jarrick mouthed. Hold on.

Luca’s stomach clenched. It was no different. Endure, Luca.

The final checks were completed, the cargo of feed and supplies confirmed, and the orders came to move. Luca shuffled forward with the others, chains ringing and pulling at his wrists.

Endure, Luca.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Tamaryl consciously flattened his wings, worried their restless tension would betray him, and looked down the line. Mostly nim, one or two che per group. It should be enough. He hoped it was enough.

He hoped this was the right choice.

To his right, Edeiya’rika landed gracefully and walked to stand beside him, her eyes on the gathered nim. “You came to watch them?”

He nodded. His chest was too tight to speak.

“I know what this must cost you,” she said softly, her eyes just darting to him and then moving quickly back to the others.

He wasn’t sure that was true, but he appreciated her effort. He clasped his hands behind his back, attempting a more open posture. “I heard about the raid last night.”

“An Ientu attack on our westernmost repository. They came in force, but we were able to drive them away. They suffered significant casualties; I hope they will not return soon.”

“Thank you for your service.”

She nodded once. “Two days ago the Lian made a probe to leap the between-worlds, testing the shield, but of course that was unsuccessful. We did not even bother to shoo them away, letting them carry back word that it would be futile to try again.”

Tamaryl nodded. “And the storehouse protest this morning?”

Her face was somber, her eyes directly ahead. She’d known he was working toward the question. “I handled that myself. It was unpleasant for all. But we distributed enough to calm the panic and buy time.”

Tamaryl drew a slow breath, exhaled it, unclasped his aching fingers. “I hope it is enough.”
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Soren yawned and shifted beneath the heavy blankets, already sensing the tingle of cold outside the bed. He heard the subtle creak of his door and the soft sound of someone crossing to the fire, stirring and fueling it. Soren said nothing; he did not want to admit to being awake yet. The ball had finally dissipated sometime around dawn, and he had only then made his way back to his rooms, dropping his formal clothes to the floor and falling into bed. If he remained still, he might slip back into sleep…

How did Ethan do it? He’d dismissed the slave sometime before dawn, but surely Ethan had seen to other duties before going to his own bed.

A hand caught the edge of the hanging curtains and drew them back. Soren squinted against the light and turned his face into the downy pillow. “Not yet,” he mumbled into it. “Go away.”

“I’m sorry,” answered Ethan, “but you’re called.”

Soren groaned. “I specifically told the commander not to come early.”

“No, master. It’s His Majesty.”

Soren twisted, cool air shocking his bare chest as the blankets fell away. “Find me something to wear.”

He stumbled out of his room with his doublet over one shoulder, Ethan doing up the sleeve lacing while Soren ran fingers through his uncombed hair. By the time he reached the private sitting room, the doublet was over both shoulders, fashionably unlaced at the collar, and his leggings were tucked securely into his boots. He glanced to Ethan, who nodded to confirm no escaping shirttail betrayed him, and then he raised a hand to signal the page beside the door.

King Jerome was seated at a table set for a meal, but without any food. He had a sheaf of papers before him, several in one hand, others scattered about the place settings. “Soren, good morning, come in,” he said, barely looking up. “I thought you could join us for brunch.”

“Us?”

“Your mother and brother will be coming shortly. We can take care of some state business before they arrive.”

“Certainly.” Soren waited for his father’s gesture and then took a seat.

Jerome raised a handful of paper. “I see the embargo situation has not been dealt with. How is that?”

“My lord, you know I’ve been bending on that task for—”

“Too long, far too long. We are losing revenue, the merchants are losing trade, and I am losing patience.”

Soren took a breath. “Sire, the route in question has been in dispute for over thirty years. I cannot arbitrarily order a resolution, and I must be seen giving consideration to—”

“Are you fretting about your image?” demanded the king. “Worried what the courtiers might think of you?” He shook his head and deposited the papers in another stack before rising from the table to pace. “You have two lords locked in disagreement, and you cannot let them wallow in their past contentions. Speak with them, understand them, and then do what must be done.”

Soren stood as well. “I will review our work with an eye toward more immediate resolution.”

The king paused, and something changed subtly in his expression. “Bailaha dedicated himself entirely to retrieving the Shard.”

Soren was cut. “As I am working toward this end.”

“Our trade routes are critical to our thriving despite Ryuven predation. See that it’s resolved.”

Soren bowed, stung. “Yes, sire.”

“Good morning,” said Queen Azalie as she entered. She eyed their respective positions on opposite sides of the table. “Let’s sit down together, shall we?”

The king and queen took seats sharing a corner, a little distance apart but facing one another amiably. Azalie lifted her cheek for Soren. “It’s not too early for you, is it?”

Soren grinned. “I stayed with the last of the guests, I’m afraid.” He moved toward her and kissed the cheek she offered.

“What did I interrupt?”

“Nothing much,” the king said. “We were talking about Shianan Becknam. I had not expected him last night. I am sorry.”

“It wasn’t so bad as that,” Azalie answered. “I had not seen him since he was a small child. But I was surprised he appeared so boldly at an event to celebrate that which he was accused of destroying.”

“He was acquitted,” Soren said quickly.

His mother smiled, a personal smile of acknowledgment; he had revealed something to her in those few words. She did not play him like his father, but she could always ferret out what he hadn’t meant to say aloud.

But he had no time to think on it before the king continued, “I won’t have him inserting himself. The queen has long troubled herself to be rid of him, and then he, without invitation, took our royal hospitality while the touch of the High Star was still on him. His wings must be clipped.”

Soren’s heart quickened. “Father, I said last night it was good he’d come, that it demonstrated your faith in him after the trial and acquittal. I complimented you on his inclusion. Don’t you remember—”

“We did not invite him!” snapped Jerome. “And when I find who did, there will be dire consequences, even if it is Alasdair who did it.” He frowned and looked at Azalie. “You don’t suppose it was Alasdair, do you?”

Soren had never dreamed his mother would come, that there might be any trouble with his sending Shianan’s invitation.

“Most likely he came of his own initiative,” the king muttered. “Without an invitation. The fools at the door neglected to confirm his entry, and he sought to appear a member of the court again.”

Soren shifted. “Er…”

“Is he so presumptuous?” The queen rang for food to be brought. “But then he was certainly alarmed to see me. Perhaps he’d gambled on attending—”

“He’s not presumptuous,” Jerome interrupted gruffly. “Bailaha sacrificed himself to recover the Shard—sacrificed his standing with the public, the guards, his men, even with me. He should have told me his plan, but he was wholly dedicated to his project.”

The familiar jealousy stabbed through Soren. I am sorry that my work does not permit me such glorious triumphs.

For a moment he wanted to shout that Shianan had lied, that he had indeed stolen the Shard—but it would do great harm and, he saw now, mean little. Now that he had seen the trick of it, he could recognize the manipulations, if he did not allow himself to believe them.

He must not allow himself to believe them.

“The man would have been killed if his plan had not succeeded,” the king continued. “That is confidence. And his dedication—’soats, did you see him when they brought him to the Court?”

“I saw him,” Soren answered.

“Then you saw what he suffered for his work.”

“The king does not attend the Court of the High Star,” Soren ventured. “How did you see him?”

“I observed when they first brought him back to Alham—as was only natural, being curious about potentially so great a treason.” The king’s answer was quick, his voice pitched too casually, his eyes darting to the queen who was carefully folding her napkin.

Slow suspicion formed in Soren’s mind. The king had been truly grieved but had not dared to show his concern for the bastard. He took a breath but hesitated, unsure how to broach the question. “Father—”

“He wants to earn his place. That’s his best characteristic, his willingness to please. Makes him useful. But he’ll do anything to catch one’s eye, even risk offending my queen.”

Willingness to please! Soren pressed his lips together.

“Maybe that’s his crime,” Jerome continued. “He was uncertain of his place after the trial, and he came to the ball to show he’d lost no position. No, he’s not presumptuous, but he is ambitious—”

The door opened and Alasdair came inside, one hand on his swaggering hip as he swayed to show off a new doublet. “Good morning, everyone,” he greeted, making a brief bow toward his royal parents.

“Good morning, dear.” Azalie glanced back at Jerome. “What will you do with Bailaha, then?”

Alasdair made a face. “Bailaha.”

“You don’t like him?”

“He’s a sniffy soldier who thinks he’s one of us. He walks around and calls himself a count, but he’s nothing but a bastard.”

“Alasdair!” snapped Soren, nearly in unison with their father. Even aside from his cruel disparagement, to mention Shianan’s birth before the king and queen together—!

Alasdair frowned, sulky but unabashed. “He thinks he’s better than he is. He’s annoying.”

“Rather like some little turd who barges into other people’s conversations?” muttered Soren.

Alasdair started to turn, half-hearing and sensing insult, but his mother spoke first. “Let it be, Soren. Why do you say so, Alasdair?”

He faced her, eager for an audience. “He was rude to me! He criticized me for coming home without Clemb and losing the deer when I fell in the ravine.”

Soren sighed. “I doubt Shianan Becknam is so foolhardy as to insult you directly. And if he did criticize your decision to abandon your guide during a night storm, then I suppose he had the right, as he was the one to find your soggy hide.”

“He was the one?” Azalie asked Alasdair, surprised.

Jerome cleared his throat. “If not for Bailaha, we might have lost our younger son.” He frowned, watching for the effect of this statement which simultaneously justified his siring of the bastard and criticized Soren for not finding Alasdair himself.

“He was so rude to me!” Alasdair protested. “He actually turned his back on me!” He delivered this with an air of finality.

“If you mean that he led the way to—”

“No, no, it was deliberate. He made me help a slave, pull him up, I mean, and then he deliberately turned his back on me while we were speaking and walked away.” Alasdair jutted his chin toward Soren.

Azalie exhaled sharply, her brief forbearance toward the bastard overturned. “Even if we allow that Alasdair might have been somewhat…shrill, perhaps, in his distress, he is still a prince and he is to be treated as one—most especially by those who might sometime consider themselves deserving of the same rights. This is intolerable, Jerome.”

Soren rarely heard his mother address his father by name. The king nodded in agreement. “He can’t be suffered to presume upon the princes’ rights and privileges. I’ll see he understands his place.”

Soren fumbled for words. “But, my lord, consider what censure at this time would mean in the court. If you want your soldiers to have faith in their leaders—”

“Confound it, Soren, I am not a fool! I can manage my own well enough. I will see him privately.”

Privately… Soren’s unease grew. There was something about his father’s dealings with Shianan Becknam which shamed the commander, rather than honoring him as a private audience should. Becknam had deflected questions with a poor jest, and his slave had begged not to answer. The commander is merely a slave to the king.

Azalie nodded, frowning toward Alasdair. “As you say.”

Soren remembered Becknam’s discomfort and stiff conversation in the cleft that stormy night. He had no doubt Becknam had been equally distant with Alasdair, but not openly rude. But he could not disprove Alasdair’s report, and he was helpless to defend his friend.

“Oh, Soren.” Azalie held out something which barely filled her palm. “This is for you.”

It was a miniature portrait of a young woman. Soren’s stomach twisted; he did not recognize her, but he knew who it must be. He accepted it slowly, almost reluctantly, and studied the dark-haired beauty, all careful brush strokes on catobelpas ivory.

“What do you think of her?” his mother asked.

It was hardly a fair question. “She’s very pretty,” he replied neutrally. “Though I wouldn’t expect anything else from a court painter.”

She chuckled. “True enough. Well, keep it for now. Lord Adoniram left it with me when he came to Kalifi.”

Soren nodded. “Thank you, madam.”

He looked at the face in his hand—flat, empty, a false smile on a false face. The painter had given her beauty without expression, a face without a soul. Perhaps there was little soul to portray.

He looked at his mother, smiling expectantly, and nodded again. “Valetta is a lovely name,” he offered gamely. “I shall wait for further word.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Shianan knocked at the black-painted door and heard a muffled, “Come!” He entered and found Ariana stretching between her workbench and storage shelves, trying to push a half-fallen book back into place on a high shelf with one hand and cradling a bowl with the other.

“Oh, good!” she gasped. “You can help me.”

Shianan dashed across the room and reached for the bowl. “Here, I’ll take—”

“No!” she snapped, but without jerking back. “No, don’t touch that, it’s nearly pure phlogiston. Can you take the book?”

He reached over her and pressed the book into its place. “Got it.”

She relaxed but kept the bowl steady. “Thanks. I caught my foot on the table leg and threw myself against the cabinet to keep from falling with the phlogiston, which seemed like a good idea at the time. Then I was terrified of dropping the book into it or spilling on the whole shelf.” She grinned. “Thanks for saving me.”

Thanks for saving me.

Shianan stayed still, faintly smiling, as her flippant words lanced through him.

Ariana had already turned away toward the rear room. “I just stopped in to separate some of this for Mage Tadak. Give me one moment to put it safely away and I’ll be ready to go.”

Shianan shook free and moved away from the shelf. He took a folded report from his wallet and read it again, letting his mind fret over more familiar worries.

“What’s that?” asked Ariana, returning. “It’s making you frown.”

“Just a patrol that got into trouble.” Shianan folded and replaced the report. “Nothing to worry your fair head about.”

Ariana placed her hands on her hips. “Shianan! I’m a Mage of the Circle!”

“Don’t talk down to mages,” advised a new voice. “They can turn you into an alley rat if you annoy them.”

They turned toward the open door, where Mage Parma stood in her silver robes.

“I wasn’t speaking down to her,” Shianan said, a little defensive. He’d meant the comment to subtly carry his tentative compliment, but now he could hear and regret the dismissal in his clumsy attempt. “It’s a military concern, and the Circle wouldn’t ordinarily be involved.” He tried a grin. “Besides, I’m pretty sure she can’t really turn me into a rat.”

Ariana snorted. Mage Parma smiled. “That’s probably true. Ariana’s only the Black Mage, after all.” She raised an eyebrow significantly.

Shianan hesitated, uncertain how to respond.

Ariana laughed aloud. “I think we’ll be fine without any rats today, thank you. Was there something you wanted?”

Mage Parma stepped inside. “The larger treatise on Gehrn history is gone from the library, and I thought you might have borrowed it after recent events.”

Ariana shook her head. “Not at all. I’m happy to remain ignorant about them. What do you need a history of the Gehrn for?”

Mage Parma waved her hand in dismissal. “A question about the ongoing trial. Nasty, exhausting business all around. Perhaps your father has it. I’ll keep looking.”

“I’ll let you know if I happen across it,” Ariana said. “Shall we go, Shianan?”

He offered his arm, and she took it, and it was splendid.

“One moment,” Mage Parma said, and Shianan’s stomach tightened. But she only plucked a piece of string from Ariana’s dark shoulder. Then she took a step back to allow them through the door. “Have a good morning, wherever you’re going.”

“The paper market,” Ariana answered. “I need some new packet slips, and I want to introduce Shianan to a friend.”

Shianan hadn’t known they were meeting someone. The news that she wanted him to meet a friend warmed him.

The market crowd was swollen even so early, and they had to squeeze their way through past some of the more popular stalls. Ariana purchased a bundle of small sheets which could be folded into powder packets, and then she led Shianan to a bookbinding shop. “Hello, Ranne!”

“Ariana!”

The two women embraced as Shianan stood awkwardly, and then Ariana turned to him. “This is Ranne, and we’ve been friends for years and years. Ranne, this is my friend Shianan. Well, the Count of Bailaha, I’m sorry.”

“Shianan will be fine,” he said quickly. The bastard had no ground to parade status; his title was only armor to be used among the court. “I use my military title more than my noble one, and you’re exempt from soldiers’ discipline.”

Ranne laughed and put out her hand. “Nice to meet you, Shianan, then.”

The words hung pulsing warm in the air. Only a few months ago he had told Ariana there was no one to call him by his name, and now he was being introduced by it. “It’s good to meet you, too.”

“Military, eh?” Ranne smiled, and he saw she was working hard at not recognizing him as the bastard. “So what will you do, now that the war is over?”

The question struck him as if for the first time. What would he do now? He was a soldier, a commander, a defense against the Ryuven—but with the shield restored, what need was there of these?

Ranne must have seen the change in his eyes. “But of course you’ll be protecting us from bandits and the warlords to the south.” She glanced at Ariana.

“Oh, Shianan,” Ariana said, smiling, “with the war ended, you can be anything you want.”

He made his head move up and down, but it was not a nod. She did not understand. He had never been what he wanted, would never be.

Ariana and Ranne were already talking again, and they did not notice when Shianan turned to examine a stack of unbound books waiting for covers. He needed only a moment, and then he could face them again.

How quickly his mood could swing, when he was with her, from elation to despair. She weakened him, opened him anew to emotions he had long controlled, and he could not understand why he liked it.


CHAPTER NINE

Shianan knocked at the courtyard door to the prince’s office and jerked at his tunic. This time Soren would not turn him away. He would keep his promise.

“Commander!” came a voice behind him, and Shianan glanced over his shoulder as the door opened. The servant at the door looked from Shianan to the approaching soldier and waited. The soldier jogged toward them and then drew himself up to face Shianan. “Sir, there’s a messenger at your office asking for you. You’re summoned to the king’s presence.”

“Who’s keeping the door open?” came a voice from within.

The slave stepped backward and answered the voice. “It’s Bailaha, master.”

The soldier and Shianan executed twin bows as Soren came to the door. “Becknam! You’ve come. Please, come in.”

Shianan hesitated. “Your Highness, I’ve just received word the king has sent for me.” He gestured to the soldier beside him.

Soren looked sharply at the soldier. “The king?”

“He’s sent for the commander, Your Highness.”

Something shifted in Soren’s expression. “I see. Well, Becknam, last time I found myself unable to meet as promised. This time, it seems you have duties which call you.” He hesitated. “Will you come and see me when you are finished? This afternoon?”

Shianan was surprised and somewhat unsettled by the prince’s tone. “I will come to you when I can, Your Highness. As soon as I have answered the king.”

Soren nodded. “This afternoon,” he repeated, making Shianan wonder at the urgency. And then the door closed, leaving Shianan to blink at it.

He had little time to wonder, however; the king had called him. Had the queen complained of him last night? He swallowed against his unease and asked, “Where am I to attend the king?”

“In the old wing, sir,” came the answer.

Shianan’s stomach sank. She had complained of him. Protests that he had not meant to offend her, that he had not known she would even be present, all would be in vain. The king would be angry, and he would tell Shianan how unwelcome he was at royal events.

Shianan took a deep breath. Unkind words had not killed him yet. There would be nothing new in hearing the queen despised her husband’s bastard and Shianan should keep his offensive self out of sight.

There were few courtiers; the king was not holding other audiences or meetings here. Shianan was admitted and knelt inside the door as the king waved the servant outside.

“Rise, Bailaha, and come closer. We have business with you.”

The king was not alone. Prince Alasdair was seated at a table with him. Surely the young prince would not be involved in chastening Shianan’s attendance of the ball?

“Bailaha, you have served us for years.”

“From my childhood, Your Majesty. I surely was not much use as a boy, but I have been allowed to serve more in recent years.”

“In positions of authority granted in reward for your loyalty,” agreed the king. “And you claim you are a loyal servant.”

Shianan bowed his head, partly in respect and partly to hide the sting of the words. “You know I am, my lord.”

“And are you loyal to our line? Will you serve the next king with equal fervor?”

“My lord, I am a faithful servant of the throne. I have fought beneath the royal banner for our people, not merely for one man, however deserving.”

“Hmm.” King Jerome rose from his chair and came around the table. “Then why do you show disrespect to our prince? How can you disdain your rightful lord?” He beckoned Alasdair to join them. “You shall honor and obey Prince Alasdair as you would any other royal.”

Shianan stared, feeling a treacherous expression of confused incredulity break over his face. “I—Your Majesty, what have I done to—”

“Be quiet.” King Jerome jerked his head toward the floor. “Kneel.”

Shianan obeyed, his mind spinning. He had not even seen Alasdair since the night of the search, and the next morning the king had seemed pleased. What could have happened? What story had reached him?

“You will apologize to your prince for your ill manners,” said Jerome flatly.

Shianan was stunned. “My lord, when did I show ill manners to the prince?”

“Denial will not serve you! You will apologize.”

Shianan blinked up at them, seeing the king’s stern face and Alasdair’s smug smile. He dropped his eyes to the floor, as much to block the view as to demonstrate respect, and fumbled for words. “My lord prince, if I have treated you out of accord with your station, I humbly apologize and beg your forgiveness.” It galled to abase himself further before Alasdair, but there could be no further protest to the king.

Alasdair made a tiny sound nearly like a giggle. Shianan shifted on his knee, hoping for permission to rise. Was this why he’d been called? To apologize for a slight to the spoiled young prince?

“Very good, Bailaha,” allowed the king. “And now, you will swear your oath to him.”

The words shocked Shianan. He lifted his head and stared in open amazement at the king. “Sire?”

“You will remember your place!” snapped the king. “You may believe because the Court of the High Star did not condemn you that you are privileged above your circumstances, but that is not the case, Bailaha. You will acknowledge and respect the distinction between your position and the prince’s. If you are trustworthy as you claim, you will swear service and obedience to my son.”

The words cut Shianan as if to draw blood. For a moment he could not respond.

“Bailaha!” The king was displeased by the hesitation. “You will pledge your fealty to your prince.”

Shianan licked his lips and clenched his fingers on his bent knee. “Your Majesty,” he began carefully, “I honor my prince as I do my king. But it is you, sire, who are my lord and master.”

“Fealty to your prince will not conflict with fealty to your king.”

“But I am meant to serve as a soldier, for the good of Your Majesty and the kingdom, and I cannot in good conscience pledge to obey a boy who may not comprehend—”

The king’s kick caught him in the chest as he knelt, taking his breath and shoving him backward. “Mongrel!” snapped Jerome. “Swear!”

Alasdair’s eyes jerked wide and his smile vanished. Shianan stared in hurt shock as he gulped air. “Sire…”

“Will you deny your king’s command? Is it true your ambition makes an enemy of your prince?” The king kicked him again, this time striking his shoulder as Shianan involuntarily shrank backward. “Is that why you seek recognition in the court?”

“No!” protested Shianan breathlessly.

“Then swear your obedience!”

Shianan fell forward, his eyes on the floor before their feet. He slowly resumed his formal posture. You are a slave to your master. You do not choose your master; he is chosen for you. “I…”

“Swear now, or declare yourself a traitor.”

You must obey your master’s commands, even when you would not. You are a slave. Shianan licked his lips. “I am a loyal servant of the throne,” he began, hearing his voice quiver. “I solemnly pledge my service to the crown and to those who might yet bear it. I hear and obey my lord the king and then his—son, my prince.” He gulped. “I swear obedience to my lord the Prince Alasdair Laguna.” You must obey without question the orders of a master you cannot choose. “I pledge my service to him, as it pleases my king.”

He swallowed against his closing throat, terrified his humiliation might spill into sight. Above him, he could just see Alasdair’s face slowly lose its horror at his father’s violence and regain its pleased gratification as Shianan, shamed, swore to obey him. Shianan clenched his teeth and his fists, wanting only to flee—flee the room, the fortress, the city.

The king nodded stiffly. “That is acceptable. Now I have your word to respect my son as he is due. See that you keep it in your daily actions.”

Shianan only nodded, not trusting his voice.

“You take too much upon yourself, Bailaha. You presume to appear at our court ball although your presence is not wanted while your queen was here. You treat your prince with disrespect. You recover the Shard in a way to draw the most attention and laud to yourself instead of correctly reporting your suspicions to your superiors, as if you craved glory and advancement. Is your word good?”

Shianan closed his eyes against traitorous emotion, his face bowed toward the floor. “I am your servant, my lord.”

The king did not move. “I wonder if I did not make a mistake in bringing you here.” He sighed. “Bailaha, I have seen you serve faithfully in my army—but within the capital, when you move through the court…”

Shianan swallowed. “I am ever your servant, my lord.”

“You may go, Bailaha.”

Shianan nodded tightly before opening his eyes. He rose and, keeping his head bowed, backed to the door.

Once safely outside, he passed a hand over his face and started briskly down the corridor. He wanted to be away, he didn’t know where, he wanted to be away from the castle and the fortress. He wanted to see Ariana, to hear her talk of things which had nothing to do with the king’s sons. Any of them.

He brushed again at his face. At least Luca had found his freedom. One of them was no longer bound.
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Luca came to a grateful halt as the wagon’s wheels stopped. Beside him, Andrew stumbled and jostled him. “Sorry,” he muttered. Kitchen work had kept him busy but not conditioned for the foothills.

They had the additional misfortune to be alongside the former overseer, whom Matteo’s overseers seemed to have singled out for punishment. With Andrew’s slow feet and the big slave’s sore back, their line had lagged behind the wagon and the switch had visited them all.

Luca was thirsty. He’d missed his opportunity for water that morning, and the road’s dust clung to his throat. He started to lower himself to the ground, but an overseer was approaching their line.

“Where’s the cookslave?” The overseer frowned at the line. “Which of you is it?”

Andrew raised his free hand. “I am.”

The overseer came to unfasten him. “Hand out bread while we change teams, and you’ll make the mush tonight. Meal’s in the fourth wagon, boy can fetch water with you.” He released Andrew and gestured him on his way. Then he paused and looked critically at the big slave. “And what are you looking at? Keep your eyes down!” The overseer moved back a step and the line flinched as one. The switch struck the slave’s back, making him grunt. “You’ll lose that sniffy look or we’ll skin it from you. Go ahead, stare again—got your eyeful?”

The slave shifted under the residual sting of the switch, eyes on the ground. The overseer stomped on, faced with too many tasks to linger and torment them. The slave crouched and went carefully to his knees, grimacing.

“They don’t like you much,” observed Luca, sinking to the ground as well.

The slave shook his head. “They can’t. It’s one stroke of bad luck that keeps them from my place.” He threw a dark look at the slave chained beside him. “It’s easier to believe I deserve it than to face that they could be here in the span of a bad day.”

Luca nodded. That made a sort of sense. The former overseer was strong, well-spoken—if he could fall from a master’s capricious grace, so might anyone.

Even Luca.

Another stockman passed and, without warning, struck the man again. He grinned at the yelp and snapped, “Get out of the way. We want room behind this line.” He brought down the switch once more, and this time it bit across Luca’s shoulders. “Move up!”

Luca and the others obeyed, bunching against the rear of the wagon. Luca shrugged against the sting, wishing he had a hand free to rub it. Still, the hurt was not what the switch was on bare skin, and almost nothing to the whip skimming flesh from his bones. He would endure.


CHAPTER TEN

Ariana looked around her office and workroom, breathing deep the familiar scents of clay and ink and the pungent perfume of arcane materials. It would be good to settle into routine again. She had spent much of the morning with Ranne and Bethia, giving them a carefully told version of her adventure—keeping the role of the slave boy Tam artfully minimized, repeating the supposition that she had been released out of respect for the Circle as worthy opponents—and then recounting the ball with Bethia for Ranne, and letting them spoil her with sweets and welcome. But she had been away from her work for long weeks and, as glad as she was to have returned to her own world, she was beginning to feel uncomfortable with all the close attention. She had always thought to earn her place in the Circle and her respect there, rather than to fall into it by ill chance and a concealed Ryuven.

She closed her door, guarding herself against the string of well-wishers and curiosity-seekers who would certainly start again, and turned to her table. 

A part of her wished she had stayed with Ranne and Bethia. She felt a subtle unease here in her workroom, which made no sense. That was just the disruption of her absence, and everything would fall into place again now that all was normal once more.

Where to start?

There were a number of projects waiting for attention, including a new ink Mage Renstil had suggested, infused with energy to speed arcane tasks. That might be fun to experiment with.

But they were always in need of healing amulets, long to form, thirsty for power, and familiar in their execution. She could start a fresh set of amulets in her sleep. She pointed at her athanor and sparked the little furnace to life.

Or she tried, but nothing happened. No power leapt at her guidance.

She looked at her hand, as if it had betrayed her, and at the athanor. She closed her eyes, envisioning the magic more clearly than she should have needed, and tried to light the tiny fire.

Nothing happened. She felt nothing.

Confused, she opened her eyes and tried to raise a small flame in her hand. Then she turned and tried to push a stack of papers from the table. She groped for power, feeling as if she were grasping in the dark for an elusive strand. There was nothing there.

The magic was gone.

Her heart raced. What had the Ryuven world done to her? But no, she’d worked magic since returning—she had helped with the creation of the renewed shield.

She hurried to the board of colored crystals in the corner of her room, brushing the white crystal to harmonize with the matching stone in the White Mage’s workroom. But without a little flare of power, she touched only her own stone.

Air wheezed in her throat. She was the Black Mage, a Mage of the Circle, and her power was pledged to the good of the kingdom. She had trained all her life for this, this was to be her life, and she had nothing.

She left her workroom and started for her father’s office, forcing herself to breathe slowly—a count of four in, a count of four out—and to walk instead of drawing attention by running. She knocked and let herself in without waiting for an answer.

He looked up and saw her expression. “What is it, darling? What’s wrong?”

On the edge of panic, she raised an unsteady hand and gestured uselessly at the items on his desk. “I have no magic.” Her voice shook. “I have no magic.”
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Ariana huddled in a chair at her father’s table, her arms wrapped about herself. She wasn’t cold, but she somehow felt she should be.

Someone knocked at the door. “Ewan?”

Her father opened to admit the Silver Mage and locked it behind her. Elysia Parma went directly to Ariana and sat beside her. “Oh, Ariana. Tell me.”

Ariana had to lick her lips to speak. “It’s gone,” she said simply. “I reach for the magic and—and it’s not there. I can’t see it, can’t feel it. There’s nothing. It’s like I’m not a mage.”

“Show me. Spark that candle.”

It was a simple task, a beginner’s lesson so ubiquitous as to be a joke, and Ariana teared up to think that she could not do it. Obediently she raised a hand and pointed at the candle, and obediently she called the spark. Nothing happened, not so much as a glow on the curled wick.

Mage Parma’s face betrayed no trace of disappointment, and Ariana wasn’t sure if she loved or hated her for it. Mage Parma asked, “When did this start?”

Ariana shook her head. “I don’t know. I suppose it has to be something from the Ryuven world.” She sniffed. “The magic there—it’s so strong. It nearly killed me. That’s why they drugged me, to dull my senses.” She tried to clear her closing throat. “But when I needed the magic, to help Maru, I let it all in, I let it run through me. I must have burned myself out.”

Mage Parma sat back. “And did you use any magic after that, while you were there?”

Ariana shook her head. “Only a little, and it didn’t always go right.” She remembered a moment of alarm as a shield failed to coalesce around her. “But I didn’t try much. I didn’t want to do anything that might appear to be a threat, not when Oniwe had only left me alone because he thought I was helpless and useless.”

“That was wise,” her father said. “You were the first human mage to survive. They might well have ensured that you didn’t.”

“But we can’t be sure exactly when this started,” Mage Parma said. “Though you helped with the shield.”

Ariana licked her lips. “I did.”

Mage Parma glanced at Ariana’s father, who leaned forward. “And?”

Ariana should have felt shame at the admission, but all other emotions were buried beneath the loss of magic. “I was afraid. When the shield came up, and I saw it rushing toward me—just like that day when it collapsed.”

Her father nodded. “That’s understandable. But you did the magic with us?”

“It was hard. I did it, but it was difficult. I thought at the time it was just because it was such a large spell, requiring so many mages, but was it perhaps because I was losing my magic?”

Mage Parma pursed her lips.

“Can you see anything?” asked her father.

Elysia Parma scented magic, and the Amber Mage felt it through the skin, but Ariana was a seer. She watched the Silver Mage cup her palm, as if preparing to throw a bolt, and she closed her eyes. She looked, she hoped, she wished.

“Nothing,” she choked. “Just my own eyelids.” She opened her eyes and looked back and forth between them. “I’m only the Black Mage,” she said, her voice unsteady, “and I haven’t been in the Circle for long. You can replace me.”

“Replace you?” repeated her father. “What are you—”

“The Circle is supposed to be the best mages, the most useful in case of need. I’m not even a mage now.”

Mage Parma put a hand on her forearm. “You are a mage. You have been a mage for years. Now something has happened, and yes, it’s something we haven’t seen before—but we can work to learn what it is. Don’t give up so easily on yourself, or on us.”

“But the Circle—”

“Needs mages who can keep their heads through surprise.”

“Surprise? This isn’t a surprise!” Ariana shook her head. “I have lost my magic. I was only barely in the Circle anyway, and—”

“Why do you say that?” interrupted her father. “You are a full Mage of the Circle. Didn’t you hold Mage Callahan in awe when he was the Black?”

She almost laughed, and it came out as something like a hiccup. “Not just for being in the Circle.”

Her father smiled. “Now be kind. He’s a bit… intense, but that’s all.”

“Ariana, listen,” Mage Parma said. “If we determine that nothing can be done, that you really have lost all magic, then we’ll make the necessary decision at that point. But we are not yet at that point. Don’t you remember a time when you couldn’t light a candle? And didn’t you work your way past it?”

Ariana looked at her in incredulous despair. “I was a child then.”

“And when Mage Odderman broke his leg and could not walk, just like a child, didn’t he work to get better?”

“This isn’t a broken leg!”

“Obviously not. You’re tough; you wouldn’t whine so much about that.”
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