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Chapter 1




It was the deepest hour of the night. 

Rain and wind lashed at Feather Bay, turning its usually tranquil surface into a turmoil of white-capped waves. Merchant ships anchored in the seething waters listed heavily, pulling up hard against their anchors, spray soaking their open decks. 

The Shadowhawk stood still, hands folded loosely before him, voluminous cloak hiding his form. His attention focused on one ship amongst the many. Having arrived earlier in the afternoon with barely enough time to anchor before the storm hit, it had yet to unload. 

Anticipation kindled in his stomach with a slow burn that he savoured like fine wine. As the sensation unfurled and spread through his body, he remained outwardly still, ignoring the rain driving into his masked and hooded face and the wind tearing and clawing at his cloak. 

His gaze narrowed, tracking a moving pinprick of light on the deck—likely the handheld lantern of a crew member with the unenviable duty of checking everything remained locked down in the storm.

Abruptly the Shadowhawk shifted attention, warned by a flickering in the shadows of the narrow alley to his left. His hand slid to the narrow blade he wore tucked into the small of his back.

A man emerged. Familiar. Offering a slight nod as he came to stand at the Shadowhawk’s side.

The Shadowhawk moved his hand away from the blade and slid his gaze back to the ship.

“We’ve been watching the docks since The Merry Raven berthed. Two Falcons on board, with a shift change every four hours. Next shift change should be dawn.” The man’s voice was pitched above the sound of the wind and held no trace of nervousness or uncertainty.

The Shadowhawk’s lip curled. Only two Falcons. “And your group is in position?”

It was always a different group, each led by a different man or woman who knew nothing about the other groups. Each had a different way of communicating with him.

And none of them knew the Shadowhawk’s face.

“Awaiting your word.”

The Shadowhawk nodded. “Wait a half-turn then follow me out. Make for the cargo hatch at the stern.”



It was too dark, the weather too wild, for anyone to notice the shadow slipping over the starboard railing of The Merry Raven and making straight for the main hatch leading inside. It lifted easily, a faint light glimmering from below, but nobody shouted or called the alarm.

The Shadowhawk dropped inside, crouching on the top step and securing the hatch behind him. Immediately the driving rain was cut off and he was left with only the roar of the wind and waves hurling themselves at the ship. 

At the bottom of the ladder, two narrow passageways led in different directions. The light was coming from under the door of a cabin at the end of the passageway leading straight ahead—probably the captain’s room.

The Shadowhawk turned left.

Darkness was his friend, and as he moved, he gathered the shadows around him, allowing them to shroud his cloaked form. He padded quickly through the ship, moving with the lurching of the floor under his feet. One lit cabin at deck level held a handful of sailors playing cards—presumably those on watch—but the rest of the crew should be below trying to sleep through the storm. 

He turned away. He needed to find the sleeping crew. They would likely be positioned close to the cargo hold, and despite the sound the storm was making, he couldn’t take the risk that they might hear him.

He’d done this many times before, and it didn’t take him long to make his way down into the bowels of the ship and find the sleeping berth. Keeping the shadows close—anyone watching would see only moving darkness—he pulled the door closed and latched it.

At the quiet snick of the latch falling into place he waited, breathing to stay calm. But nobody inside roused.

He thought about going back up, locking in the captain and the sailors playing cards. But they were awake. If one of them heard him doing it or tried to leave… but the storm was loud. It was unlikely they’d hear anything happening down in the cargo hold. And if they did, well, merchant sailors weren’t soldiers.

Decision made, he moved down the narrow passageway leading to the cargo hold. It was there he found his first obstacle—two armed Falcons standing guard on either side of the hatch. 

Not that either of them would strike fear into anyone trying to get in.

The Shadowhawk couldn’t help the sharp smile of amusement that spread over his face at the sight. One was half-leaning against the wall, his skin a green hue almost matching the colour of his wings, his left hand clutching his stomach. The other just looked bored. Their immaculate teal uniforms and silken wings contrasted sharply with the rough wood of the ship’s interior and the dim light from two flickering torches further down the passageway, making them seem horribly out of place.

Briefly he considered sneaking past them in the shadows. He discarded the idea the moment he thought it. The seasick one was practically standing on the hatch and the lamplight was strong enough to make the shadows surrounding him look unnatural if he stepped into it. 

A single steadying breath, and he summoned the deep, husky voice of the Shadowhawk. “I’ve got an arrow drawn and pointed at your heart. One move and I let loose.”

He was unarmed apart from the knife at his back, the knife he never used, but they didn’t know that—he was utterly hidden by the darkness beyond the pool of lamplight. The two Falcons jumped, the seasick one adding a shade of yellow to the green tinge of his skin. The other one’s hand dropped to the hilt of his sword, but the Shadowhawk barked, “Don’t! There’s no need for either of you to die tonight. You know who I am. Do as I say and you live. Start walking backwards. Slowly. Arms up.”

They shared a glance, neither willing to attack with the threat of an arrow coming out of the darkness at them, but still reluctant to leave their post.

“My patience is running out.” His voice turned edgy, dark. “Start walking, or I loose this arrow. The second will follow before the remaining one of you can get anywhere near me.”

His glance fell on the face of the seasick Falcon—a young man surely no older than twenty—and for a moment guilt tried to flicker. He squashed it ruthlessly.

After sharing another glance, the two Falcons began inching backwards up the passageway, hands in the air, their wings making their usually graceful movements awkward and clumsy in the confined space.

He moved them back until they reached a hold he’d spotted earlier, on his way from the sleeping berth. “Inside. Not a sound. Shut the door behind you. Go.”

They hesitated only a moment longer, the seasick one swaying, clutching his stomach harder. The second one opened the door and shoved his comrade in before following suit. Once the door swung shut, the Shadowhawk moved quickly, dropping the bar over the doorway.

The sharp scent of penned sheep had hit him earlier as he passed the doorway—the hold where livestock were kept would be one that could be barred from the outside, holding back any panicked animal herd trying to flee. A perfect place to trap someone.

Besides, there was no small satisfaction in sticking the pretty winged Falcons in with stinking sheep. 

Mouth curling in contempt at their uselessness, the Shadowhawk returned to the hatch leading to the cargo hold, listening hard through the rain drumming on the deck above. Nothing else loomed out of the darkness, so he opened the hatch and dropped through before pulling it closed and securing it from the inside. It should prove a good enough obstacle if the crew on watch worked out what was happening.

The two Falcons wouldn’t be missed until shift change at dawn, still at least two full-turns away. Once that happened, he wouldn’t have long before many more Falcons descended on The Merry Raven.

The sheer number of crates stacked in the hold gave him pause—but his informants on the docks had told him they were all full of supplies of wheat from Montagn. His eyes tracked the dim interior of the hold until landing on the unloading door at the stern.

He winched it open, ignoring its loud screech and the icy wind rushing in as the door splashed down into roiling ocean. Several two-man rowboats were waiting, rocking wildly on the storm-tossed waves. At the sight of the opening door, one of the boats came in closer.

It unloaded four men into the hold. Seasoned sailors all of them, with the way they easily jumped the gap from boat to hold, not even a glance at the raging ocean below their feet. At a nod from the Shadowhawk they began working, dragging crates over to be loaded onto the waiting boats. 

By the time the third boat was full, his shoulders and arms ached, but he gritted his teeth and increased his pace, forcing the pain to the back of his mind. When all the boats were filled with crates, he looked up at the sky. The rain and low clouds made it difficult to tell the time, but they couldn’t have longer than a half-turn before dawn. 

The first three boats were already almost back to shore as the fourth one turned and began following. The Shadowhawk straightened his aching back and looked up towards the citadel.

It was time to go. Any longer and he’d risk getting caught. And he was too smart for that.

Casting a regretful look at the remaining crates, he reached inside his cloak and drew out a carved wooden arrow, fletched in black. After carefully placing it on the floor by the hatch entry, he headed over to the cargo door and leaped across into the final boat. “Go, get out of here,” he barked at the rowers. “We need to make it to shore before light or the Falcons coming for shift change will spot us.”

The wind was bitingly cold and the water hadn’t calmed. The two men at the oars struggled for what felt like ages against the strong current, the work made harder by how heavily laden they were. An edge of anxiety tugged incessantly at him despite his physical weariness—Falcons would be searching the water and shoreline relentlessly once they reached The Merry Raven at dawn and saw what had been stolen. And though he’d done this many times before, he never took for granted that one day he might be caught. 

Dawn was a faint pink glow on the horizon when they finally dragged the boat up onto the sand of a beach on the western headland of Feather Bay. Panting, aching, and stiff with cold, they all clambered out and joined the hive of activity around the other boats already ashore. They’d been pulled up high onto the sand, and more helpers were there to unload them and carry crates away.

He recognised one of the rowers—a kahvi brewer in another life—and a handful of the others helping unload crates. It had been a while since he’d worked with this group, but they were well-practised and efficient. 

Apart from leaders of each group, he didn’t even know their names. And they had no more idea who he was than any other man, woman or child on the streets of Dock City. It was safer for all of them that way.

As each boat was unloaded, its crew pushed them back out into the water and rowed south. Once the sun rose, they’d be nothing more than one of the myriad fishing vessels out to get the morning’s catch.

None spoke to the Shadowhawk as he began helping to move the crates from the fourth boat into the backs of two large wagons. Dawn began inching across the sky, and the wind lost some of its strength, the pounding rain dropping to a light drizzle. They were tying down the load on the second wagon when a familiar figure appeared, stalking towards him with her customary confident gait.

“You got my message.” He stepped away from the wagon to speak with her, not wanting any of the workers to overhear.

“You would have been shit out of luck if I hadn’t,” she observed.

True, but letting her know too long in advance… that was risky. He shrugged. “You know why I don’t give you more notice.” 

“Yeah, yeah.” She lifted a hand from where it had rested on the hilt of the dagger she always wore on her belt, dark skin blending with the dim light as she dismissed his words with a sharp gesture. Even soaking wet from the rain she was calm and collected. “The first wagon is already sorted, and we’ll have the rest away by midday. After I’ve taken the cut for my people, we’ll get the rest up north to Mair-land for you.”

That was the usual arrangement. He used his people to identify the ships to hit and steal the supplies from. Saniya’s network hid and distributed the goods to those who needed it.

“You never have told me how your ‘people’ are different to the rest of Dock City or Mair-land,” he said casually. 

“And I never will.”

He barked a laugh. Fair enough. “And that’s why I’ll never give you advance notice. I don’t trust you.”

It was her turn to laugh. “I don’t give a flying flea’s shit about your trust, Shadowhawk. It’s enough to know that neither of us could operate without the other.”

“Shadowhawk!” 

He turned—the kahvi brewer was pointing southeast, where two winged figures were outlined against the ever-lightening sky, making directly for The Merry Raven. Scorn simmered in his gut—they’d clearly waited for the storm to calm before risking flight and completing their shift change.

“Didn’t want to sprain a wing, I suppose.” Saniya’s voice mirrored his contempt.

He turned away, gaze following one of the wagons as it trundled away. Satisfaction displaced the scorn and the lingering cold and exhaustion. There had been enough wheat in those crates to replace the yield destroyed in a recent avalanche that had badly affected several villages who relied heavily on farming for survival. 

But quick on the heels of his satisfaction came a burning shame. It wasn’t enough. He should be able do more, and hated that he didn’t have the courage for it. Sighing, he rubbed at the beginnings of a headache throbbing at his temples. Always the same argument with himself. It got old, and tiring.

“Go, get out of here.” Saniya’s sharp voice dragged him from his thoughts. “I’ll make sure the last wagon is sorted before the Falcons start searching the beaches.”

He nodded, taking a final glance at the remaining wagon before setting off with quick strides along the beach. Once out of sight of Saniya and the wagons he tugged off his mask, shoved it deep inside his tunic then shrugged out of the cloak and balled it up, tucking it under his arm. 

By the time he reached the waking streets of Dock City, he was just one of the crowd. An average, unremarkable human.








  
  
Chapter 2




She’d allowed herself to keep one good memory from  before. It was nothing special, and she rarely let herself do it, but sometimes, in her worst moments, remembering it would lift her depression just enough to allow her to breathe. To put one foot in front of the other. To get out of bed.

The other memories she’d wrapped up and buried—as far away as she could push them—in the back of her mind. Those had the power to leave her gasping on the floor, unable to think under an overwhelming tide of grief.

But this memory…

It had been a perfectly ordinary summer afternoon. She’d walked into her Callanan partner’s house, through the back door and without knocking, as she’d done a million times before. Sari had been sprawled on the small, brightly coloured couch, one eye on her little son playing by the window and the other on a long sheet of parchment. Warm sunlight shone through the windows and the house smelled of tomatoes and salty sea air.

Sari was already looking up with a grin before Talyn stepped through the doorway, warned of her arrival by their instinctive awareness of each other’s presence. Her pleasure at Talyn’s arrival was clear despite the fact they’d only seen each other late the day before, arriving back in the city after their latest assignment. An echoing pleasure had beat through her. Always like that. In perfect rhythm.

“Ta!” Tarquin had heaved himself off the floor to wrap his chubby arms around her leg in greeting before going to join his father in the kitchen. A moment later, his voice drifted back, high-pitched with excitement, as he’d asked if he could help.

Roan was cooking dinner—the source of the tomato smell. “Staying for dinner, Tal?” he’d asked, waving a wooden spoon around and sending sauce splattering to the floor when she ducked into the kitchen to say hello. Tarquin had shrieked with laughter. Sari had rolled her eyes, Talyn’s presence probably saving Roan from a sharp word. 

She had stayed for dinner. They’d talked and laughed over the food, then while Roan put their son to bed, she and Sari had sipped glasses of wine out in the garden, enjoying the balmy night. It had been easy, and warm and home.

Her Callanan partner had died two months later.

A sharp sideways step from the restless mare beneath her brought Talyn crashing back to the present. The mournful howl of baying hounds faded into the distance as the hunting pack reached the other side of the valley and entered thick forest. She touched the reins lightly, holding her copper mare in check.

“FireFlare looks eager to run.”

Talyn looked up at the man riding his grey stallion towards her, hoping he hadn’t noticed her drifting off. She gave a casual shrug, summoning a teasing tone of voice. “She’s the fastest here and she knows it. Greylord is going to have to get used to second place today.”

There had once been joy—and smugness too—in having one of the finest pureblood Aimsir mares in the country, but that was gone along with everything else. It was hard to remember what those things had felt like.

Ariar Dumnorix threw back his head and laughed. “Remember your place, Cousin. I am Horselord, and several years older than you.”

His laughter eased something inside her. The ruling Dumnorix blood were a close-knit, powerful brood of whom much was expected, but there was something magical in the way they gave each other strength. She’d needed that desperately when she left Port Lathilly for Ryathl a year earlier—not that they had any idea.

Ariar’s shock of golden hair, glinting with red highlights in the sun, wasn’t typically Dumnorix, but his unusually luminous blue eyes marked him clearly as one of them. Bright as starlight in a clear night sky. All Dumnorix had those bright eyes, a physical manifestation of that hint of magic that ran through all their veins.

“You wouldn’t want me to let you win, now would you?” Talyn’s gaze roamed over the assembled nobility gathered on the plains outside Ryathl, waiting for the hounds to get the scent of a fox. “Uncle wouldn’t like that.”

“I can’t believe he’s managed to drag himself out of that draughty palace for the afternoon.” Ariar’s incredulousness was exaggerated, but a smile still curled at Talyn’s mouth as they both glanced towards Aethain Dumnorix, ruler of the Twin Thrones. It was impossible to be completely depressed with Ariar around. She’d once been just like him.

The king was in his mid-fifties, his curling black hair still showing no signs of grey, his amber eyes sharp and intelligent in a handsome, rugged face. Ariar constantly ribbed his elder cousin for his serious and reserved nature. Talyn was more forgiving—she shuddered at the thought of the heavy responsibility the king of the Twin Thrones must bear.

“Six thrices, Talyn, you’re not paying a jot of attention to what I’m saying, are you?” Ariar’s voice interrupted her reverie. “Please tell me you’re not mooning over Tarcos Hadvezer.”

Talyn started, cursing herself again. She had to stop drifting off. Ariar’s gaze was far too knowing for her comfort. She took his jibe and ran with it, summoning an irritated scowl. Tarcos was sitting his horse near the king. “I do not moon. Ever. End of story.”

The distant baying of the hounds cut across Ariar’s response, and FireFlare leapt into a gallop before Talyn could even dig in her heels. She settled down in the saddle without thought, doing her best to give in to the momentary freedom of her mare’s speed and the wind whipping past her face.

The Twin Thrones Aimsir were legendary for their riding prowess and the speed and agility of the horses they rode—used as a mobile archer force in battle, they spent peacetime hunting to supply the northern villages of Calumnia during the long, rugged winters when they were mostly cut off from the rest of the country. It was in tracking, chasing down and killing the dangerous kharfa—massive animals with thick hides used for clothing and meat that could supply an entire family for a week—that Aimsir had developed their skills in horsemanship and archery.

Growing up in the north, it had been inevitable that Talyn would become Aimsir, and now it was impossible to remember a time when she hadn’t been one, even though she’d left home and the unending plains in the north that were the Aimsir heartland to join the Callanan the moment she was old enough.

Ariar—who’d never left the Aimsir and had commanded them as Horselord for three years now—passed Talyn on Greylord within moments and took the lead as they raced across the open plains towards the forest in the distance. Aethain was in between Talyn and Ariar on his own Aimsir stallion, two of his Kingshield guards keeping close, their focus on their charge, not the hunt.

But FireFlare was rapidly closing the distance. 

Talyn edged the mare out to the left, the wind tearing through her raven hair and bringing tears to her eyes. They gained steadily on the king until FireFlare was flying past him and closing in on Ariar. An echo of the old Talyn came rising to the surface, and she whipped her knife out from her belt, flipped it neatly, and tapped Ariar on the back of the head with the hilt as FireFlare raced by.

Greylord had the faster acceleration but FireFlare was swifter than anything alive over longer distances.

“Cheat!” Ariar roared good-naturedly at her, the wind ripping his words to shreds.

FireFlare edged ahead of the pack, with Ariar closest behind, followed by Aethain and the handful of his Kingshield guard that could keep up as they hit the forest and pushed through.

The nobles were left far behind. 

The baying hounds had a fox cornered in a wide clearing not far beyond the tree line. Talyn reached back for her bow, Ariar barely three strides behind her. Dropping the reins and controlling FireFlare with knees alone, she yanked an arrow from the quiver on her back, knocked the bow, and…

The hiss from behind froze her mid-draw.

Panic sprawled up through her chest in a torrent so forceful she literally couldn’t think. Then her logical brain caught up.

Ariar had fired in the second before Talyn could. It was just his arrow flying through the air behind her.

It hit the fox cleanly, two breaths before Talyn loosed her arrow, which buried itself in the fox’s side inches away from Ariar’s. Talyn guided her mare around in a wide circle, slinging the bow back across her saddle and trying to return her breathing to normal before her cousin noticed. Fortunately he was too busy letting out a loud whoop of triumph to do so.

That was when the ruler of the Twin Thrones burst into the clearing, reining his horse in with easy skill once he saw the fox was already dead. 

“What was with the hesitation?” Ariar complained. “I thought you weren’t going to let me win.”

Her heart plummeted when she realised he’d noticed. The panic threatened to return. She cleared her throat and lifted her left hand. “My wrist is still a little sore. Besides, I did win, FireFlare beat you here.”

“Liar.”

Talyn resolutely shoved the voice away. She was currently in a phase of pretending it didn’t exist.

“But Ariar’s arrow landed first. He takes the win,” Aethain said, approval in his voice as he nodded at Ariar. Her cousin grinned in delight.

“Thank you both for the outing,” Aethain continued. “Can you join me for lunch tomorrow?”

“I can’t. I’m sorry, uncle,” Talyn apologised. He wasn’t technically her uncle—her mother was his first cousin—but the diminutive was easy. Those of Dumnorix blood never used titles when speaking to each other, even if one of them did sit on a throne with two countries under its rule. “I won’t have another day off for a while.”

“Of course. The next posting assignments are decided next week.” Aethain’s amber eyes brightened. “I’m sure Lark will put you somewhere important given your background. You must be excited.”

She wasn’t. In fact, the very idea terrified her. The Kingshield posted new recruits to guard details every six months. A broken wrist in sparring practice had gotten her out of the last one—the first since she’d left the Callanan and joined the Kingshield—but that excuse wasn’t going to work again. 

“I can’t come either. I’m off back to the mountains.” Ariar looked cheerful at the idea. “More brigands to slay, that sort of thing. We’ll do dinner when I get back though.”

Aethain frowned. “Nothing too serious I hope?”

“Not at all,” Ariar assured him. “In fact, we’re planning an assault on one of their main supply bases near Port Lathilly.” A sideways glance at Talyn. “One of the Callanan informants there came through in a big way.” 

She gritted her teeth. Ariar’s look told her the informant was one she and Sari had developed before her partner’s death. She tried to be glad their hard work in finding him had paid off, but she failed miserably. Her hands had tightened unconsciously on the reins, the leather cutting into her skin. She almost welcomed the pain.

Aethain’s amber eyes settled on her a moment, as if he sensed some of her distress despite the mask she wore. But eventually he nodded. “Good work. Keep me apprised of the outcome.”

With that, he wheeled his horse around to turn back for the castle. 

“Talyn?” Ariar asked, looking concerned. He knew the story, they all did, but after a year she’d developed a good enough pretence that they thought she’d moved on. The last thing she wanted was for them to realise how broken she actually was. 

“Try not to get hit by a poorly-aimed brigand arrow,” she said lightly. “Ryathl can be a drag without you around to liven things up.” 

“Don’t I know it! You just stay here and polish your pretty Kingshield sword like a good little guard and I’ll be back quicker than you think.” Lightly meant, there was still a hint of confusion in her cousin’s tone. Ariar would never understand why she’d left the life of an Aimsir to be a Callanan, and now a Kingshield. With a wink, he wheeled his horse and galloped away after the king. Soon after he was surrounded by his own Kingshield guard, who’d been left trailing valiantly in his wake.

Talyn let out a breath. Being amongst her relatives made her stronger, calmer. But it also meant having to summon the effort to maintain a semblance of what she’d been before. Now, left alone in the clearing, she was both relieved and tired.

Sighing, she turned FireFlare back towards the city. She had just enough time to wash off the smell of horse and change before a promised meet up with friends in the city.

And somewhere between now and then she’d need to summon the strength for more pretending.   

That came sooner than she’d hoped. She emerged from the clearing well behind Ariar and Aethain to find Tarcos Hadvezer, the Firthlander prince living at Ryathl court, waiting for her.

As per custom between the Firthlander warlord and the king sitting the Twin Thrones of Calumnia and Conmor, Tarcos had come to Ryathl three years earlier to live at court. Technically, he was a hostage, but nobody ever used that word. The Twin Thrones held sovereignty over Firthland, but Aethain, and his father and grandfather before him, essentially allowed the Firthlanders to run themselves.

And to ease the sting, the Dumnorix often sent one of their brood to Samatia for a similar purpose. Ariar had spent five years there when he was younger.

Tarcos’ smile was reserved, but his hazel eyes were warm against his dark skin. Unlike the wild hair and beards of the fierce Firthlander Bearman detachment stationed with him in Ryathl, he was clean-shaven and wore his dark hair cut short. 

He caught her gaze, and his faint smile widened slightly. She gave him a quick smile as she rode up to him. They’d been lovers on and off since they’d met during a brief assignment that Talyn and Sari had been given in Ryathl, but it had never been anything serious. There was no room in her for anything serious, not anymore, and he seemed happy with that arrangement.

Not that her uncle would be unhappy if they were serious. A match between her and a Firthlander prince was about as perfect as it came, and she supposed one day it would be official. Imagining that day was utterly impossible. But she liked Tarcos a lot.

“Is your uncle going to ensure you’re posted to his guard detail?” he asked eagerly as they began riding together back to the city.

Talyn winced. She wished everyone would stop bringing that up. “No. In fact, he’ll do the opposite. We’re Dumnorix, Tarcos. Neither of us would appreciate him pulling strings on my behalf.”

Thank everything for that.

Tarcos sensed enough in her tone to let it drop, instead turning the subject to the hunt. She liked that about him—that he knew when to let things lie. And while she chatted with him about who had come first and last in the hunt, her mind turned over her options for how to manage what was coming the next week.

Part of her rankled at the endless drill and sparring that had been her life in the year since joining the Kingshield. A much larger part was terrified she wouldn’t be able to handle returning to active duty. If anything happened like it had just then—when the sound of an arrow firing had frozen her and cost her the win—she’d never forgive herself. A lapse like that on active duty could lead to the death of her charge.

Another sparring injury would be too obvious. No other ideas came to her, short of asking her uncle to intervene. That would mean telling him the truth, a conversation that was even more terrifying than getting posted to a detail in the first place.

Tarcos seemed to sense her distant mood and left her at the city gates with a warm kiss and a promise to take her to dinner the next night.

Her melancholy mood followed her all the way back to the Kingshield barracks, despite the ride and time with her Aimsir mare. Once she’d washed, she found herself standing at the window of her shared room. Outside, the sun was setting, soft orange rays lighting the courtyards and gardens of the Kingshield barracks in amber.

Idly, she placed her palm on the window, savouring its cool touch. In the drill yard below, warriors wearing the black uniforms of the Kingshield called out to each other as they sparred. The emblem on their chests—a hundred tiny stars stitched into the shape of twin crossed swords—gleamed amber; almost as bright as the real things. 

Like stars in a night sky. 

Burn bright and true.

The Dumnorix oath. She held that thought, kept holding as she breathed in deep.

Leaving the Callanan to join the Kingshield at twenty-five was far from unheard of. The Kingshield—solely responsible for the protection of the ruler sitting the Twin Thrones and all others of Dumnorix blood—only accepted the elite from across the various Calumnian and Conmoran fighting units.

But being Kingshield wasn’t something Talyn had ever planned on. She’d only ever wanted to be Callanan, to experience the thrill of battle, weapon in hand and adrenalin pumping through her veins. It had meant leaving her family farm and the quiet life her Dumnorix mother had won for herself when she’d withdrawn from court and its politics upon choosing to marry a commoner. It meant leaving the Aimsir and the joy of a fast gallop and the open plains. None of that had mattered, she’d wanted to be Callanan so badly. After all, it was in her blood. Her mother had been Callanan—the Dumnorix line was littered with Aimsir, Callanan and SkyRiders.  

But after Sari… she’d tried but couldn’t do it. She’d fled the Callanan and gone to the Kingshield.

But what they didn’t know—her little secret, one that could destroy her if it got out—was that she didn’t want a posting. She wasn’t at all certain she wanted to be in a fight ever again. Wasn’t certain she could handle it.

But she couldn’t let it go either. 

Curling her hand into a fist of frustration—would she ever stop dwelling?—Talyn stepped away from the window and cast around for her cloak.

She was already late to meet her friends.



Sari had been Talyn’s Callanan partner, but they’d had many close friends amongst the Callanan before Talyn’s abrupt departure, two in particular. It made the idea of spending time with Leviana and Cynia equally painful and comforting, and Talyn could never decide which was the stronger emotion. Most of the time it just hurt.

Leviana Seinn was the only child of the wealthy and powerful Lord Rodrich Seinn, who had doubled his wealth and power overnight when he’d married her mother, one of the Firthlander warlord’s cousins. Talyn had met Leviana in Ryathl her first week after leaving home in the north, during a dinner hosted by Aethain. 

After that night, Talyn quickly decided she hated all such events. Too many prying eyes and questions on topics she found too boring to even contemplate. Leviana had been gorgeously dressed, a popular member of the young, elite set of Ryathl court whom Talyn had absolutely zero interest in joining.

It had taken those members a total of about three breaths to give up on courting the friendship of the newest and most mysterious Dumnorix family member in town. Talyn supposed her conversation on the relative merits of daggers versus sais—at some point she was going to have to choose her specialist Callanan weapon—might have had something to do with that.

She’d therefore been astonished to see Leviana standing amidst the small group of Callanan recruits the next morning at Callanan Tower. 

“Well, parties are all very exciting and everything, but I have to do something with myself.” She’d correctly read Talyn’s shocked expression. “Can’t sit around my father’s mansion all day for the rest of my life. I’d go mad with boredom.”

Throughout their apprenticeships and all the years since, Leviana had maintained her involvement in the social set, often disappearing at night for parties or dinners, but she’d become a friend like all those in the small group training together had. She was also one of the fiercest fighters Talyn had ever encountered, especially given her tiny stature.

And while Talyn and Sari had essentially partnered by the end of that very first day, it hadn’t been until graduation as full Callanan Warriors four years later that Leviana and another member of their small group—Cynia Leed—had formalised their partnership.

Leviana and Cynia were already there when Talyn entered the overly-warm interior of their favourite inn. Both women smiled and waved Talyn over. As pint-sized as her partner, Cynia was also half-Firthlander, but whatever noble blood ran in her family was distant and generations back. She’d grown up on her family’s small farm just west of Ryathl.

Off duty, Leviana was wearing a beautifully tailored dress which brought out her eyes and shining dark hair. Her shoes were similarly stunning. In contrast, Cynia wore a simple shirt and breeches, with the sleeves of her shirt rolled up to the elbows. They made a disparate sight.

“How many knives have you managed to conceal in that thing?” Talyn asked as she took a seat. She couldn’t see any. In full uniform, Leviana usually had about ten of her signature weapons stored in assorted positions around her body. It had become a game to guess where.

“Six.”

Talyn snorted. “No way.”

“I can show you if you like?” Leviana offered, beginning to reach down the back of her neck.

“No, that’s fine.” Talyn lifted her hands in surrender.

“I can confirm.” Cynia rolled her eyes. “She’s already explained to me where each of them is. To be honest, it sounds uncomfortable.”

“Pfft. What’s a bit of discomfort in comparison to being prepared?”

“For what?” Cynia asked. “A sudden brigand attack in the middle of Ryathl?”

“You never know,” Leviana said airily.

Cynia shook her head, then turned to Talyn, a teasing note to her voice. “Tarcos not with you?” 

“Tarcos had plans with some friends of his,” Talyn said firmly, shutting down Leviana before she could say whatever it was she was about to. If Leviana had her way, they’d have been married the moment they met. The words ‘perfect match’ were often bandied about. Talyn detested those words. 

“That’s good. It means we get some time with you, Tal.” Cynia smiled. “How have you been?”

Talyn shrugged as she leaned back further into her seat. This was the first time she’d seen them in months—they’d been away in the west on assignment. “I’m good. The posting assignments happen next week.”

“You’re more patient than I am.” Leviana made a face. “I’d have quit in high temper by now. Everyone knows how good you are. How is it they’ve still got you in drill training?”

“You know they only post recruits twice a year. They like to make sure we’re thoroughly trained in guard procedures,” Talyn said mildly.

“They should have posted you the moment your wrist healed. Your record speaks for itself.” Cynia was the ruthlessly practical one and saw through Talyn far more clearly than Leviana.

Unconsciously, the fingers of Talyn’s right hand crept to her now fully-healed left wrist. She fought to keep her face bland, not wanting to confirm any suspicions Cynia might have about that injury. “Cynia—”

“You’re one of the best.” Leviana burst out. “It’s a waste for you to be shut up in the Kingshield barracks doing nothing but polishing your sais. You and Sari were the best of the best—no Callanan out there could match you. That hasn’t changed.”

Under the table Talyn’s hands curled into fists. “I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Talyn.” Leviana’s voice softened. “I—” 

“We thought we were the best!” Talyn shot to her feet, trying but failing not to shout. “And she died for it.”

The chatter filling the inn paused temporarily, those sitting closest swivelling in their direction to see what the fuss was about. Anger gone as quickly as it had come, she sank back into her seat, exhausted. “Please, I don’t want to talk about it.”

Cynia silently reached over the table and took her hand. “Sorry.”

Talyn shook her head. “I’ll be posted next week, all right? Enough.” She needed to change the subject. “Have you been given a new assignment yet?”

“No, actually.” To Talyn’s never-ending relief, Leviana took the segue and ran with it. “It’s nice to be back in the city and have a break. I’ve missed so many parties—you wouldn’t believe all the gossip I’ve had to catch up on.”

Talyn smiled, trying to lighten the mood. “Do you have any idea where they’ll send you next?”

“We hear word there’s a trip to Montagn coming up,” Cynia said, keen interest edging her voice. 

“Montagn?” Talyn perked up. She’d never been there, but that was true of most residents of the Twin Thrones. A sprawling empire across the sea to the distant north, Montagn sat west of the small kingdom of Mithranar, her father’s birthplace.

While trade was vibrant between Montagn, Firthland, the Twin Thrones, and to a lesser extent Mithranar, successive rulers of the Twin Thrones had historically refused to send a crown representative to Montagn for one compelling reason.

They used slave labour.

Cynia seemed to be following a similar train of thought. “I’m not sure what’s changed, or if anything has. This would be a Callanan liaison assignment only—not a formal crown representative—aiming to build relationships with the Montagni army.”

“Even so,” Talyn muttered. Like all her family, she believed the mere idea of slave labour—the thought that the life of a person could be bought and paid for—was utterly abhorrent.

“Whoever goes will likely have a chance to see Mithranar too,” Cynia added.

“I still struggle to get my head around the idea of people with wings.” Leviana sounded fascinated by the idea. 

“It’s not all that different from our SkyRiders,” Talyn said. “And apparently they helped King Alendor during the Firthlander war.”

Leviana and Cynia shared a quick glance. Peace had reigned between Firthland and the Twin Thrones for generations, but the time of war hadn’t been entirely forgotten, nor had the consequences. Aethain allowed Warlord Hadvezer a lot of freedom to rule, but the fact remained Firthland was effectively a vassal state of the Twin Thrones.

Those like Leviana and Cynia, who were the product of inter-marriages between citizens of the two countries, hadn’t escaped the occasional ire directed their way by those who liked to dwell on the past.

“If we got the Montagni assignment, we might get to see a winged person.” Cynia nudged Leviana excitedly. “They have magic too, don’t they? Do you know much about that, Tal?”

“My father never talked about it much, but I think the winged folk do have some kind of magic.” She nodded. “He told me once it’s different from Callanan magic though.”

“It’s odd how little we know about them, right?” Leviana frowned. “They really keep to themselves.”

Talyn had never thought about it like that, but Leviana was right. And her father had always been so reluctant to talk about his home.

“It might be a self-preservation thing,” Cynia suggested. “They’re a fairly small country with a great big powerful neighbour. Keeping a mysterious air, particularly about their magical abilities, might make anyone think twice about invasion.” 

“You really want to go that far away?” Talyn asked, trying to relax her grip on her glass. The idea would have once enthralled her—she and Sari would have leapt at the chance for such an adventure. Somewhere inside her that excitement was still there... she just didn’t know how to reach it anymore.

“It would be so exciting to see a new place, and it’s only for a year,” Cynia said. “But the First Blade isn’t likely to send junior warriors. She’ll probably send one of the Callanan masters.”

“You should go for it anyway,” Talyn advised. “You might not get it this time, but they’ll know you’re interested and hopefully they’ll remember that next time it comes up.”

“Good advice.” Cynia flashed her a smile.

A brief silence fell as they sipped ale and soaked in the lively atmosphere around them. Though they hadn’t seen each other in a while, Leviana had written often, and Talyn looked over at her as she remembered the big news her friend had announced in her most recent letter.

“How is your mother?” she asked. Leviana had been an only child until her parents had announced several weeks earlier that they were expecting. It was a shock to everyone given their older ages, but Leviana had nonetheless sounded thrilled at the idea of a baby sibling.

“She’s well, according to the healers. Father is desperately hoping for a boy.” Leviana scrunched up her face. “Then he might have the proper heir he’s always wanted.”

Talyn and Cynia shared a look. Leviana’s parents hated that she’d chosen to join the Callanan and pressured her constantly to leave. Her friend didn’t talk about it much, but the pressure had to be stressful.

“Be careful, Levs,” Cynia warned softly.

“Why? It will be perfect. I’ll have a cute little baby sibling to fuss over and they’ll stop harassing me about leaving the Callanan.”

Leviana’s voice indicated she wanted to talk about this about as much as Talyn wanted to talk about Sari, so Talyn pushed her half-empty mug away and rose. “I have early drill in the morning, so I should probably get going.”

Leviana’s face fell, but neither of them challenged her abrupt departure. Cynia offered a cheerful wave. “We’ll make sure to come find you before we head out on our next assignment.”

“Make sure you do.” Talyn managed a smile, then turned and pushed her way through the crowd, letting out a breath of relief when she reached the warm evening air outside. 

By the time she walked back through the busy city streets to the Kingshield barracks, weariness tugged at her muscles. She grew tired so quickly these days. Shaking off that depressing thought, she went through the gates, turning left for the barracks. But she’d only taken a couple of steps when one of the new recruits came running up. 

“Guard Dynan?” he asked. “The First Shield wants to see you.”

“Now?” She frowned. The overall commander of the Kingshield rarely conducted business outside of daylight hours. It was even rarer that he called junior guards to his office for one-on-one meetings.

“Yes, Guard Dynan. He asked me to wait for you here and send you straight up.”

Once the recruit had run off, she stood, hesitating. A summons like this probably meant she was about to get early advice on the posting they’d decided for her, the courtesy no doubt due to her Dumnorix blood.

“This is a good thing.” 

Her fingers crept to her wrist again. She hated the indecision that had her wavering in the middle of the Kingshield yard, hated that a big part of her wanted to ignore the summons and hope it just went away. And now she’d run out of time to come up with a way to get out of a posting. 

“You’ll be fine.”

Firmly ignoring the voice in her head, she straightened her shoulders and turned for the building where the First Shield had his quarters.

It was going to be fine.








  
  
Chapter 3




The door to the First Shield’s rooms stood open. After straightening her black tunic and settling the leather weapons’ belt at her waist, Talyn knocked and entered. 

First Shield Lark Ceannar sat behind his desk, an expression of intense focus tightening his rough-edged features as he studied the parchment in front of him. His left hand hovered over it, blue ink pearling on the tip of the quill he was holding, an instant away from dripping down onto the page. Behind him hung the Dumnorix house sigil—the crossed swords on a black background wreathed in amber starlight and flame.

Ceannar wasn’t nobility. He’d joined the Kingshield from the Calumnian army and risen through the ranks over many years, earning his place at the top. She’d seen him on occasion at palace functions, but they’d officially met only once, the day she’d been formally accepted into the Kingshield. She had little to form a solid impression of him outside the gossip of her fellow guards—that he was a good administrator, but blunt and uncompromising. He was also rumoured to have been one of the finest fighters the Kingshield had ever had.

“Sir?” she prompted him when it became obvious he hadn’t heard her knock.

Ceannar glanced up and waved her silently to one of the chairs before his desk. She closed the door and sat, trying not to shift uncomfortably as his attention returned to the parchment. Several minutes passed, and three drops of the ink—she counted—before he finally scratched something on the page and put it aside.

Then he looked up. Faded brown eyes focused on her face, his look giving her the impression she had his entire attention, whatever the parchment contained completely forgotten. “I read through your file earlier, Guard Dynan. You’ve been with us just over a year, now?”

“Yes, sir.” She nodded.

“Your father travelled here as a sailor when he was a young man, then stayed after meeting your mother?”

“Yes, sir. He fell in love with our country, as much as my mother.” Mithranar remained somewhat of an exotic mystery to most of those in Firthland and the Twin Thrones, particularly as it was home to the winged folk—humans with wings that allowed them to fly. Only the sailors who plied their ships back and forth with trading goods knew much about them. No member of the winged folk had yet to step foot in either capital of Ryathl or Port Lachley that she was aware of.

But Ceannar already knew all this. It was starting to feel like he was easing into something, and he wouldn’t be doing that if it was something good. She tried not to tense.

“Your record is impressive. You were an Aimsir rider from age twelve—startlingly young, even for a Dumnorix—before leaving the north at sixteen to join the Callanan.” His gaze remained unwaveringly on hers. “You have been described without exception as one of the most skilled Callanan to ever wear the green cloak. Why leave all that to join the Kingshield?”

The question was delivered bluntly. Despite herself, she couldn’t hold that gaze. Her eyes dropped to her lap. “I’m sure you already know that I lost my partner, sir.”

There was a moment of silence, but his blunt tone didn’t change when he spoke again. “I am aware. What happened was tragic. But why leave and join the Kingshield? Was it because of your connections with the royal family?”

That was exactly why, but not in the way Ceannar thought, and she struggled for a satisfactory answer that wouldn’t give away what she was hiding from everyone. “Not really, sir. My mother formally removed herself from court and any political influence when she chose to marry my father. I was raised far from the court, and I don’t have any formal status here.”

“But you’ve had audience with the king a number of times since your first arrival in Ryathl? You even attended the hunt with His Majesty and Lord Ariar yesterday.”

“Yes, sir.” She shifted, uncertain of where this questioning was headed. “Political influence or no, they are family, and now that I am living in Ryathl I like to spend time with them.”

Ceannar nodded as if her words answered something, though she couldn’t imagine what. He leaned back in his chair and folded his arms over his chest. His sleeves were rolled to his elbows and a long scar was visible snaking up from his left wrist to elbow. “I have a question for you, Guard Dynan.”

“Yes, sir?” she asked warily.

“How does one of the most skilled Callanan fighters of her generation break her wrist sparring against a Kingshield Aimsir recruit with no background in weapons’ skills apart from his bow?”

It hit her like a blow. All the warming up, the going over her history, it had all been to lower her guard, but she hadn’t expected that it would be for this question. She froze, trying to come up with something to say. “I—”

“Don’t even think about lying to me. Do that, and you’re out, Dumnorix family member or not.”

His voice and expression were merciless, giving her no wriggle room and no time to think. Reluctant admiration filled her, despite the panic beating at her bones. “I made a mistake, slipped and fell badly. It happens.”

That was technically true.

“You fell badly on purpose and you know it. Quit hiding from yourself, Talyn.”

She firmly pushed the voice away. Ceannar was still watching, clearly not satisfied by her answer and waiting for a better one. She desperately tried to think of something to say that would satisfy him without revealing how broken she was. “It was a lapse of concentration. It happens sometimes when I… when I remember what happened.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. “You won’t be part of the posting assignments going out next week, Guard Dynan.”

She shot up in her chair, astonishing herself at the indignance sweeping through her. “Why not, sir?”

“You’re being given a different assignment.” He held her gaze. “I am deploying you to Mithranar. The Acondor crown has requested a Kingshield guard be sent to Mithranar to assist in building their soldiers’ capability in guarding and close protection.”

Thick silence fell as Talyn processed Ceannar’s words and then replayed them over in her mind to make sure she was hearing him properly. Then, she shifted in her chair, trying to keep the confusion from her face. “Why do they want a Kingshield guard now? And anyway, sir, I’m a new Kingshield without any active guard experience, wouldn’t it be best to send a—”

“Let me be clear on something.” That merciless gaze was back. “I’m not giving you a choice here. You accept this assignment and all it entails right now, before we go any further, or I have a conversation with your uncle about my doubts regarding your injury and fitness for duty.”

Her lip curled. “You’re blackmailing me.”

Something flashed in his eyes, so briefly she barely caught it, but it might have been unease. “On the contrary. I’m your superior officer and I’m giving you an order. Do you accept?”

“Yes.” She spoke without needing to think about it. She couldn’t have Aethain find out about her, the idea of it terrified her more than anything else, because it would make her brokenness real—if others knew, she wasn’t sure she’d ever come back from it. And that prospect was scarier than agreeing to go to a distant country without knowing why or what for.

“Good.” But the unease flashed over his face again, stronger this time. “Before I go on, our discussion here tonight must remain within this room. I need your assurances on that.”

Talyn glanced around, several things becoming clear. Why he’d summoned her at night. Why his clerk hadn’t been outside when she arrived. “I’ve sworn my oath to the Kingshield, sir. I would never betray that.” She frowned. “Speaking of, why is this request from Mithranar even being considered? The Kingshield only protect Dumnorix family members.”

Ceannar’s gaze fastened on her even more tightly, and he paused again, as if reconsidering a decision already made. “The youngest Acondor prince—Cuinn Acondor—is a member of the Dumnorix family.”

Her mouth opened. Closed. She tried not to shift in her chair. Failed. Her astonishment deepened, the unreality of the conversation making her wonder if she wasn’t dreaming. There was a Dumnorix in the Mithranan royal family?

The First Shield read the look on her face, saw her struggle to form words, and continued. “I accept this comes as entirely unexpected news, Guard Dynan. Nobody outside this room is aware of Prince Cuinn’s Dumnorix heritage. There are good reasons for this, none of which I intend to go into with you. Suffice to say my initial intention was to deny the Mithranan request. This was also the king’s decision—the Kingshield are not to be farmed out to other armies. Our specialist expertise is for the benefit of the Twin Thrones only.”

Talyn cleared her throat. “So my uncle doesn’t know about Prince Cuinn?”

“Only I know. And all previous First Shields.” Ceannar gave her a look. “And now you.”

Wonderful. “Then your decision to deny the request makes sense, sir.” What didn’t make sense was him telling her this.

“That’s where it gets tricky.” He sat back in his chair, idly rubbing at the scar on his arm. “When the request was discussed at our regular council meeting with the king, the Callanan First Blade asked that the king and I change our minds. She asked that we agree to what Mithranar was asking for and send someone to gather information on their behalf—the Callanan appear to have recently developed a significant interest in a Mithranan individual called the Shadowhawk. The First Blade pointed out that the request from Mithranar offered the perfect cover for someone to go there and investigate.”

“Sir, I...” She reached up and rubbed at her forehead, trying to make sense of the myriad of questions that wanted to spill out of her. At least it was now clear why she’d been chosen for this, and why Ceannar was sending her despite his doubts about her—he was being pressured from outside. Not only that, but as ex-Callanan she had the skills they needed for this. “Who is the Shadowhawk?”

“The First Blade indicated that he’s a criminal, one whose activities have them worried. I’m afraid I don’t know much more than that.” His expressionless face told her nothing either. What could the Callanan have that would make them so worried about a Mithranan criminal they’d risk conducting a secret investigation in a foreign country?

“Ooh, something odd is happening here, Tal.”

The voice—Sari’s voice, she finally admitted to herself—whispered through her mind, and she pushed it aside, determinedly focusing her attention on Ceannar as he spoke again. 

“You will go to Mithranar officially as a serving Kingshield officer,” Ceannar continued. “As far as the king and First Blade are concerned, you are being loaned out—by me—to the Callanan to investigate the Shadowhawk on their behalf.”

Sari’s voice wasn’t wrong. None of this made sense. “Sir, I’m sorry, but I left the Callanan. I’m not one of them anymore. I feel uncomfortable—”

“It’s this or a conversation with your uncle, Guard Dynan,” he reiterated sharply.

Silence filled the room for a moment. Anger curled under her fear. She’d never liked being backed into a corner, and now she was essentially putting herself there. Self-contempt and fear swirled inside her stomach in a bitter mix.

“Prince Cuinn is Queen Sarana’s youngest son.” He spoke when she didn’t protest any further. “I assume he’ll already have some sort of guard, so you’ll do your best to join that unit, or at least be involved in their training.” He flashed an unexpected smile. “The First Blade now owes me quite a large favour without realising her request provides the perfect reason for me to send a Kingshield to Mithranar.”

She cleared her throat. “What about Queen Sarana’s other sons? Won’t they need a Kingshield detail?”

“Cuinn’s relation to the Dumnorix line comes from his father. He has a different father from his other siblings.”

She blinked. “Sir, you don’t think the queen might suspect I’m there for other purposes than just training their soldiers? Especially if you and the king have agreed to her request without asking for anything in return.”

The first glimmer of approval appeared on his face. “Your uncle has considered that. You are being provided to Queen Sarana in return for a shipment of izerdia, which is setting off for Port Lachley as we speak.”

A handsome return indeed—izerdia was crucial to any sort of explosive material used in a range of purposes from mining to war. And it wasn’t cheap. However, that wasn’t the only problem she could foresee. “If I’m to be officially training Mithranan soldiers in close protection skills to guard the royal family, I’m not sure what opportunity I’ll have to investigate a criminal. In my experience, criminals don’t operate in the same sphere as royal families.”

“I pointed out as much to the First Blade.” Ceannar shrugged. “She pointed out that being in Mithranar at all was a damn sight better than investigating from Ryathl.”

“Yes, sir.” She nodded acknowledgement of that. “What about the fact I’m one of the Dumnorix? Izerdia aside, you don’t think the Mithranans might take exception—if not suspect my true purpose—if they found out a member of the royal family had been sent to train their soldiers?”

“There’s no reason for them to find out unless you tell them. Most of the Twin Thrones doesn’t even know who you are since your mother left court before you were even born.” Ceannar stood. “As is usual for a Kingshield posting, you’ll be deployed to Mithranar for a year. I can promise you now that following this assignment you’ll be re-assigned here in the city if that’s what you wish.”

Talyn’s mind reeled. Away for a year. Away from everything familiar to her. Away from her Dumnorix family. Maybe it would be good, to travel so far away from all the memories, from the gaping hole inside her. 

“Guard Dynan?”

“Sir?” That heavy gaze was on her again, leaving her no room to look away.

“I was never a Callanan, but I have some understanding of the depth and nature of a Callanan partnership bond.” He paused, that gaze on her the sharpest it had been all meeting. It shifted to her left wrist, then back to her eyes, flaying her to the bone. “Tell me that you can still be what you once were. The First Blade pushed hard for this, but tell me I’m not making a mistake sending you alone on such a complex mission without support.”

“I...” Her fingers curled on the chair, everything in her wanting to scream aloud that she was terrified the answer to his question was no. “I’ll be fine, sir.” She spoke with a confidence she didn’t feel. Guilt swamped her at what amounted to a lie, followed quickly by fear. If she was wrong and something happened to Prince Cuinn… more than just her secret would be out.

He nodded, releasing her. “You’ve been booked on a ship leaving tomorrow evening. I apologise for the haste. Good luck, Guard Dynan.”

“Yes, sir.” She turned for the door.

“One more thing.” His voice stopped her.

“Sir?”

“Prince Cuinn likely knows nothing about his Dumnorix heritage.” Ceannar paused. “In fact, his blood may not be obvious to you in the same way I understand it is with your relatives here. His Dumnorix heritage comes from a distant branch of the family tree that has been separate from yours for generations.”

Her eyebrows shot skyward without her permission. A distant branch not connected to the one ruling the Twin Thrones. How was that possible?

Ceannar ignored her response and continued. “Cuinn’s line have never had a Kingshield guard because it has always been safer that nobody know of their existence. Cuinn is the last remaining of that line. You are to do everything in your power to keep him from learning it. And before you ask any more questions—don’t. Remember that nobody outside this room is ever to know what I’ve just told you.” He returned to sit behind his desk. “Dismissed, Guard Dynan.”

“Yes, sir.” After a beat, and still not quite understanding any of what she’d just been told, Talyn turned and walked out the door.



After her conversation with Ceannar, Talyn toyed briefly with the idea of going to the palace to inform her uncle of her assignment. In the end she decided against it. Ceannar had heavily implied that the king and First Blade knew she was the one fulfilling the Callanan request. No, her uncle knew already. And he’d left Ceannar to tell her.

Sighing, she entered her room and sat down to write a long letter to her parents. She wouldn’t even have time to travel north and see them before she left. 

Her mother wasn’t going to be happy. 

She wondered what her father would think about her being sent to his homeland. He had never spoken much about Mithranar, but growing up, she’d sometimes caught him staring off towards the north, a yearning in his eyes she hadn’t understood until she was older. She’d asked him about it once, and he’d told her with a smile that he was sometimes homesick.

“They have such beautiful music in Mithranar, baby girl,” he’d said as he picked her up and cuddled her to his chest.

“You just miss the music, Da?”

“Well, I had friends there too.”

“Do you want to go back?”

He’d laughed and swung her around. “Not on your life. Why would I ever want to leave my girl?”

She wondered what it was her father had yearned for, what he’d been missing, what made him so sad.

Maybe she’d find out.



Tarcos appeared in her doorway late the next morning. She already had most of her things packed, and a single bulging bag sat beside the door.

“What’s going on?” He smiled a greeting.

Talyn straightened from tidying her cot and tucked strands of black hair behind her ears. “I was called into the First Shield’s office last night. I’ve been given an assignment.”

“I see.” He came closer, reached out to take one of her hands. She fought the urge to shake it off—not because she disliked his touch, but because he was too close, his smile too intimate. “How do you feel about that?”

“It’s about time,” she said with false confidence. “But the assignment isn’t part of the regular posting cycle. He’s sending me to Mithranar.”

Tarcos’s smile faltered. Genuine puzzlement lit up his hazel eyes. “Mithranar? That doesn’t make any sense. Unless… is one of your family traveling there?”

“No. Queen Sarana requested a Kingshield to help train her soldiers in close protection.” While Tarcos was her lover, he was also a Firthlander prince, and she knew without asking Ceannar wouldn’t want her divulging the true reasons for her assignment. “She’s paying through the nose in izerdia for it, too.”

He let out a breath, a frown creasing his forehead. “Talyn, you left the Callanan, and I’m one of the few people who understands why. Travelling so far away, from your friends and family, to an unfamiliar place? You should tell your uncle you don’t want to go.”

She squeezed his hand before giving in to the urge to break away. “They’re my orders. I don’t want anyone treating me specially just because I’m related to the king,” she said. “And I particularly can’t afford anyone thinking I’m backing out because I’m not up to it.”

“That’s a legitimate concern, despite how furiously you deny it. You’ve been out of action for over a year,” he said stubbornly.

“They’re my orders,” she repeated, stung. Tarcos never pushed her about what had happened—his quiet steadiness was what drew her to him. He was smart too, and like her, he felt things deeply, more deeply than he ever let on to the world. That bond made her feel safe with him, something she’d needed after what had happened. “And it’s not like I’ve been sitting around doing nothing for the past year. I’ve trained every single day. I’ll make sure those Mithranan soldiers are taught well.”

He sighed, then moved forward to wrap his arms around her. “I hate the idea of you leaving. You know I only worry about you because I care.”

“Ceannar did promise me I would be reassigned here when I returned. And it’s only for a year,” she murmured against his chest.

“Well that’s a little better.” A warm smile. 

She stepped out of the hug, taking his hand and tugging him over to sit on the cot beside her. “You’ll write to me, won’t you?”

“As often as I can,” he promised, hazel eyes searching hers. “I don’t want to lose this, what we have. All right?”

She nodded. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

“I’ve seen one of the winged folk once, you know.” A smile tugged at his mouth, and his hand reached out to cup her cheek and draw her closer.

“Really?” she breathed into his kiss, moving to tug the hem of his shirt from his breeches.

“Some official visit to Samatia when I was young.” He deepened the kiss, voice turning husky. “Are your roommates going to come back?”

“Not for at least another full-turn. They’re at drill.” She grazed her fingers across his ribs where she knew he was ticklish, winning a laugh from him, needing to lighten his momentary gravity.

“Wretch,” he muttered, loosening the ties on her vest.

“You love it,” she murmured as she pushed him down on the cot.








  
  
Chapter 4




The Shadowhawk entered the apartment he used and unbuttoned his sweat-soaked shirt before crossing to the bucket in what passed for a bathing area and splashing water on his face and chest. The bucket was nearly empty and its contents growing stagnant. He made a face—he’d have to get more from the well down the street next time he was here. 

The hustle and bustle of Dock City streets three levels below filtered through the thin walls. Long habit made him glance at the apartment’s only window, checking that the tattered curtain completely covered the grimy glass, before dropping into the room’s only excuse for a chair. It would almost be more comfortable to stand, he thought sourly.

It had been a long night spent roaming the streets, scouting, searching, making sure that neither City Patrol nor WingGuard had found any of the hidden crates of wheat.

The tang of smoke on the air was strong this morning—his neighbour must have just finished one of his potent cigars. The Shadowhawk thought briefly about asking for one. Smoking might take some of the edge off that wired yet exhausted feeling that often swamped him. But no, interaction with the neighbours was an unnecessary risk.

A familiar knock at the door had him reaching instantly for the mask under the chair—one of several he kept hidden around the place. Only one man knew this as the Shadowhawk’s apartment, and his knock was distinctive. Nobody else visited him here. His neighbours paid little attention to the scruffy, quiet man who moved about at odd hours and rarely seemed to be home.

 It was a risk, anybody knowing the Shadowhawk’s location, but this man had information sources he needed. One of a handful of information brokers that worked the underbelly of Dock City, their services offered to criminals, citizens and City Patrol alike, this one refused to meet anywhere but privately in the Shadowhawk’s apartment. The Shadowhawk was only partially reassured by the fact that if a broker turned on one client, he’d lose every single other one in a heartbeat and probably end up dead in an alley. He’d made certain that even if this man did sell him out, he wouldn’t be able to tell the Patrol or Falcons much other than the location of his apartment and what he looked like in a mask and cloak. 

Checking the mask was in place, the Shadowhawk stood behind the door as he opened it so that nobody passing in the hall outside would catch sight of him, then closed it as soon as the man was inside the room.

“Navis.” The Shadowhawk spoke flatly, disapproval in his tone. “You were here last week. You should have left it longer before returning.”

“I would have preferred to. But I’ve learned something of potential use to you.” His voice was smooth, carefully-controlled. The Shadowhawk rarely identified emotion in that voice, and when he did, he was left with the distinct impression it was deliberate. Navis was a professional, keeping himself well-paid by finding information and selling it to those who wanted it, yet staying alive no matter how dangerous the people he dealt with. The Shadowhawk had chosen Navis from amongst the brokers he knew because of that professionalism… and because of his access to winged folk circles. 

A mark in the ‘reasons to be uneasy’ column. A human having the sort of access Navis did to the winged folk shouldn’t be possible.

“What is it?”

“The Twin Thrones are sending one of their Kingshield guards to join the WingGuard as an official liaison.” Navis raised a hand before the Shadowhawk’s questions could spill out. It irked him the man could predict him so well—nobody else in the world could. “The Kingshield are the best of the best... they only take the elite from across the Twin Thrones’ various fighting units.”

A curious development, but it wasn’t clear why Navis thought it might be interesting to the Shadowhawk. “Why? To enhance relations with Mithranar?” That would make the most sense. Montagn was a constant, overwhelming presence to the west. If their ahara decided he wanted Mithranar... well, there wasn’t much that could stop him apart from a little bit of geography and potentially Prince Mithanis.

“Perhaps,” Navis said. “But the Kingshield are trained for personal protection. Not liaison or diplomacy. I’ve never once heard of them doing anything else.”

“And you would have?” he asked pointedly. The depth and range of Navis’ knowledge worried him as much as he found it useful.

Navis said nothing to that, his typical response when the Shadowhawk pressed into areas he didn’t want to discuss. Controlling his irritation with an effort, the Shadowhawk said, “So you’re suggesting the Twin Thrones has some interest in protecting the Acondor family, or at least building the WingGuard’s protection capability? If not that, they’d be sending a different kind of warrior, no?”

A quick flash from under the hood. Was Navis surprised he’d come to that conclusion so quickly? “It seems odd, and I couldn’t begin to think why, but yes, that was my conclusion.”

“Who was the source of the request? Did the Twin Thrones offer or did someone here request the Kingshield?”

“I don’t know that yet.”

A beat of silence. “What does this have to do with me, Navis?”

“It’s an oddity. And oddities usually mean there’s something bigger at play. I thought you’d want to know.”

The Shadowhawk studied him for a long moment, searching for a hint of betrayal, a twitch of dishonesty, or even a clue as to whether he knew more than he was letting on.

But there was nothing. 

With a sigh, he dug inside his tunic, pulling out one of the handful of coins he kept secreted there. “It’s interesting, Navis, but I can’t see how your information is actually useful for me. That’s all you’re getting.”

Navis caught the tossed silver coin and it disappeared inside his cloak with a swiftness that the Shadowhawk’s eyes couldn’t track. “A pleasure as always, Shadowhawk.”



Once he was gone, the Shadowhawk returned to the chair, wincing as its hard edges pressed into his hip. He’d played it casual with Navis, not wanting to let on how unsettled his news made him. A foreign warrior being sent to join the WingGuard—it made no sense.

Just as quickly as he’d sat down he rose to his feet, unable to sit still. As little sense as it made for the Acondor family to request a Kingshield liaison, it made even less sense that the Twin Thrones would just offer one up.

So, the Acondors had requested it. But why? What internal power play between the queen and the elder prince had resulted in this oddity, as Navis had called it?

 The Shadowhawk’s jaw clenched. He worried about what this meant. He tried so hard, so damn hard, and the effort exhausted him. Most of the time he hated himself for what he did, what he hid, what he didn’t do. 

His life was a house of cards, one that would collapse under the slightest strain. The coming of this Kingshield warrior could upset the balance and destroy his carefully structured existence.

He shook himself then, straightening his shoulders and pulling on a fresh shirt. Aside from their futile attempts to catch him, the WingGuard had nothing to do with the Shadowhawk—this foreign warrior’s focus would surely be on protection and training, not on anything else in Mithranar. There was no reason why his activities would be affected or threatened.

But there was something... a faint tremor deep in his gut. The coming of this warrior was going to change things. 

But how? 

He would have to find out. He couldn’t trust Navis—he couldn’t trust anyone—so he’d have to find out another way.

After all, he was the Shadowhawk. Despite his secrecy, his connections spread deep throughout Dock City. There were ways he could make sure the coming of this foreigner didn’t upset his work.

It was far too important.








  
  
Chapter 5




A settling of the ship’s motion woke Talyn from sleep. Judging from what the captain had told her the previous night, this probably meant they’d entered Feather Bay, the main port of Mithranar. 

Pushing back the rough blanket that had made her skin itch all night, she dressed quickly, leaving her bag sitting at the foot of her bunk as she left the tiny cabin.

Thick, warm air hit her as she climbed the ladder to the deck. A glance around showed early morning fog beginning to clear as a hot sun burned through. She rounded the pilot’s cabin and stepped down towards the prow.

Her stride faltered and she came to a stop.

One hand absently reached up to rub at her eyes to make sure she was actually awake and not sleepwalking. Consciousness established, her legs carried her forward, right up to the prow of the ship. There she stood, legs spread wide for balance, wide-eyed gaze staring in astonishment.

Feather Bay was a turquoise harbour cradled by narrow headlands to the east and west reaching miles out into the ocean. To the north, tall forested hills rose into the sky, the tops of some of the taller ones still hidden behind the morning’s foggy haze. They weren’t as magnificent as the Ayrlemyre mountain range she’d spent so many years in, but their size wasn’t what was so impressive about them.

They held a city between their slopes and peaks.

She blinked, open-mouthed, at the intricate web of turrets, balconies, and towers that soared high above Feather Bay, stretching far back into the land. Dragging her eyes downwards, she re-focused her gaze on the port.

From what she could tell, there was only a single area of relatively flat land—it stretched north from the shoreline for maybe two or three miles, and out along the eastern and western headlands that weren’t as hilly, but thickly forested. 

The city up in the hills beyond the harbour was jaw-dropping, but the flat ground below... she couldn’t find a speck of visible surface under the ramshackle city that covered it, making it impossible to tell whether it was sand or dirt or something else underneath. Much bigger than Ryathl, it was so closely packed in together she wondered how anyone breathed. 

Separating the port city from the one in the hills above it was a high wall that reached up to the level of the lowest buildings of the hill city. But calling it a wall... there was no word she could think of to adequately describe the magnificent, glimmering marble structure that riveted her gaze. Thoroughly opaque, it hid everything behind it from view.

A gushing waterfall thundered down over the wall to the east from a gloomy space between two hills that seemed to contain the thickest cluster of graceful buildings. It crashed down into a wide, flowing river that cut the town in two and flowed out into the bay.

This was Mithranar?

A faint chuckle sounded at her left shoulder, making her start. She turned at the captain’s approach—she’d been too stupefied with wonder to notice it. At least, that’s what she told herself. But in truth she wasn’t as sharp as she’d once been.

“It’s always like that, the first time people see the place,” he said, giving her a sympathetic smile.

“My father never...” she mumbled, then cleared her throat and looked over at him. “It’s amazing.”

“It’s a pretty sight, no doubt about it.”

Her eyes returned to the city above the wall, squinting against the glare of the sun and the distance. The ship was closer now, edging in to its berth, and most of the fog had burned off. Movement caught her gaze—a figure up on one of the balconies close to the top of the wall. They were carelessly balanced right on the very edge, made tiny by the distance, covered in a bright green cloak.

She gasped without thought when the figure suddenly dived from the balcony, plummeting straight down.

Then, halfway through the descent, the cloak unfurled.

Talyn’s mouth dropped as she saw that it wasn’t a cloak at all, but a pair of magnificent green wings. The flyer slowed quickly, wings flapping lazily until he or she hovered in mid-air. With a final great flap, they landed on a lower balcony and disappeared inside.

“I take it nobody told you about the winged folk?” The captain’s chuckle once again penetrated her stupefaction.

“Well, yes, but...” Talyn had believed that winged folk existed, but to actually see them was another thing entirely. “I had no idea.”

He laughed. “The citadel—that’s the city up in the hills over Dock City, above and behind the wall—is their home. Look.”

Turning to where he pointed, Talyn stared even higher up into the sky. Upon closer inspection, what she had initially taken for a higher than usual number of brightly coloured birds floating in the skies above the citadel were winged people.

“It’s... I don’t have words,” she breathed, eyes fixed on the sight. Hundreds of pairs of wings glinted in the afternoon sun in almost every colour of the rainbow.

The captain nodded, stroking his moustache, clearly enjoying her reaction. “All the winged folk live up there in the citadel. Those without wings, humans, live down here in Dock City. That great bloody wall represents more than an architectural marvel. The two societies don’t get along very well.”

“Why not?” she asked distantly, still watching the winged people.

He shrugged. “Winged folk don’t just live above the humans because they can fly—they actually believe they’re superior to the rest of us. There are a lot of poor families living in Dock City, but you’d be hard pressed to find a poor winged folk family.” 

She frowned, not sure if she understood his meaning correctly, but when she turned away from the sight before her, he was already walking away, calling out orders to his crew.

“Oh Sari, I wish you could see this,” she murmured, swamped by a wave of melancholy so strong her shoulders bowed. For once, the voice in her head wasn’t there, and she wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or sad.

She shifted her gaze to the people swarming around the docks. Her ship had been guided to a berth on the western side of Feather Bay. Dock City crowded the shoreline right up to where the headlands narrowed, split only by the river to the east.

In the bright sunlight, the water sparkled. While the homes of Dock City were built from wood and sandstone, the graceful towers rearing above the wall looked to be the same creamy marble as the wall itself, reflecting all the brightness and colour of the day. She wasn’t sure she’d ever seen anything so wondrous.

It was hot, though, the thickness of the air palpable. She was already sweating through her longvest and shirt. Such humidity was completely unfamiliar—Talyn was more accustomed to the bitterly cold air of the mountains and the salty, dry warmth of Calumnia’s east coast.

Once they were docked, she returned briefly to her cabin to grab her bag then headed for the gangplank. The captain was waiting for her on the barnacle-encrusted dock below. Off the ship, the citadel was so far above ground level that she could only barely make out the top buildings when she craned her neck back as far as it would go. The marble wall reared like a monster over Dock City, probably two or three miles distant.

“Why the wall?” she asked the captain. 

“I’m not sure.” He shrugged. “There’s some story behind it, I think, but I’ve never been told it.”

She followed the captain down to the end of the jetty, where he entered a large building to file his paperwork with the harbour master. It was even hotter and muggier amongst the clustered crowds and away from the sea breeze. Sweat beaded her forehead and dripped uncomfortably down her back. Breathing felt almost like drinking soup.

The harbour swarmed with workers, none of them winged. The Mithranan accent was a lilting, musical one, the sound reminding her sharply of her father’s voice. She got a few odd glances, mostly at her clothing—the men she saw all wore light shirts, all but a few without sleeves. Those with sleeves had them rolled up to elbows. The occasional woman that wandered into sight wore loose clothing too, dresses and skirts or loose pants that swung when they moved.

The captain spent a few minutes filing while Talyn waited outside, eyes constantly scanning her surroundings, drinking in everything around her. It was like nothing she’d ever experienced before, from the unfamiliar accent, to the soupy air and the utter strangeness of a hill city. A deep breath sucked in an almost overwhelming odour of people, sewerage, animals, vegetation and trade goods, overlaid with a scent of flowers. 

She wasn’t sure whether feeling so utterly adrift was a good thing or a bad thing. At least Sari’s voice in her head had temporarily gone away. 

A partially ripped piece of parchment attached to a nearby post caught her eye. Glancing inside to check on the captain—he was frowning over a form that looked only half complete—she wandered over to read it. It was barely legible, and she had to squint to make out the words. It seemed to be addressing the unfairness of winged folk extravagance when so many were poor down in Dock City.

At the bottom, it was signed by a single letter—an S—bisected by a jagged lightning bolt. A single arrow, smaller than any she’d ever seen used, pinned the parchment to the post. It was simple, fletched in black, and had the same lightning symbol etched into the shaft. Her eyes narrowed in thought, brain springing to life without permission. 

“Seems like you’ve found your Shadowhawk already.”

Talyn bit her lip. The voice was back. Despite her best intentions, she found herself responding. “Maybe. Let’s not jump ahead.”

“You always say that.”

“And I’m generally right.”

“I’m thinking someone who’s barely literate.”

“Or making themselves appear that way.”

“Good point. We shouldn’t jump ahead.”

“Guard Dynan?”

Talyn’s eyes slid closed and she took a deep breath before turning to face the ship’s captain. He was clutching an unloading schedule, frowning as if he’d called her name a few times already. She tried to erase all traces from her expression that she’d just been talking to a ghost in her head. Sari had been so quiet on the ship journey, Talyn had hoped that maybe her voice was fading away.

Guess not. 

“Come on.” He motioned. “They told me someone’s been sent to meet you. I’ll take you to him, then I’ve got to hurry back. We need to be unloaded and loaded back up again by the dawn tide tomorrow.”

She managed to keep up with the stocky captain as he weaved his way through the crowded dock area, pushing easily through the bustle. Nobody seemed to care about being jostled in the crowds, as if it were simply taken for granted. People shouted and called to each other, their voices mixing with the shouting of street vendors wheeling carts, and the traders who had stalls along the docks. It was deafening, and Talyn had to fight the temptation to put her hands over her ears.

Finally, they turned onto a wide road leading directly towards the bottom of a steep path that had been cut into the massive wall. It wound up in slow curves to the citadel at the top—an architectural marvel indeed.

She’d barely had time to notice it when three men came sprinting out of a square full of people and stalls—a marketplace—to her right, one of them clutching a bulging sack. They were moving so fast that the one with the sack slammed right into her. Unprepared, she went sprawling onto the dusty road, rolling instinctively to break her fall.

They’d sent the captain stumbling too, the closest runner smoothly yanking the satchel from the man’s shoulder as he went—the one containing all his ship’s paperwork.

The three men kept running, not looking back as they crossed the road and disappeared around a nearby corner. Talyn was on her feet a second later, glancing towards shouts coming from a second group of men in pursuit. Wearing matching brown uniforms, they weren’t moving nearly as fast as their quarry as they tried to shove through the now-agitated crowd that had gathered and was spilling out of the busy marketplace.

“Bastards!” the ship captain swore after the fleeing men, seeming to have temporarily forgotten she was there. “Goddamn City Patrol will never catch them.”

She glanced from him to the street across the road where the men had disappeared. Without thinking about it any further, she hefted her bag and sprinted after them. 

They’d already made the mistake of fleeing down a much quieter street—there were only a handful of people moving in each direction along it, easy for her to avoid as she ran. She was halfway down the street when they rounded a corner ahead. 

She increased her pace, hurtling around the blind corner and hoping there was nothing or no one beyond to run into. There wasn’t, and by the time she rounded it, she’d halved the distance between her and the thieves.

“Reckless, Tal.” 

One of them lagged, face red and glistening with sweat as he glanced back. Without breaking stride, she swung her duffel bag off her back and hurled it at him. It crashed into his back and he went down hard, banging his head on the ground as he fell. Ahead, his companions paused, but when he didn’t get up immediately, they turned and kept running.

Talyn left her bag and continued the pursuit. Sprinting harder without the weight of her bag, heart pounding in her chest, dust flying from her boots, she closed the distance. As she got within throwing range, she considered taking them both down with a throw of her sais, but quickly discarded the idea—potentially maiming two strangers without understanding the situation better might be considered a faux pas on her first day in a foreign country. 

“You think?” Sari asked dryly. “Why are you even chasing these fools?”

The two men jerked abruptly to the right and into the doorway of what looked like an empty shopfront. Her boots skidded in the dust as she turned and went after them, bursting through the doorway at a full sprint. One man was waiting for her, but she’d expected that and instantly dove forward. The whisper-soft hiss of a knife passing through the air inches from the top of her head brushed by her as she hit the ground and rolled to her feet in one movement.

The second man had been hiding in the corner, and now he broke and ran for the open doorway. Talyn spun, kicking the door so hard it slammed into the man’s back as he scrambled over the threshold. He fell forward into the street, and Talyn turned as the third man—the knife-thrower—yanked open the shutters on a window on the opposite side of the room.

He was scrambling up onto the edge when she reached him, grabbed his legs, and yanked hard. He kicked out at her, forcing her to let go. Avoiding another kick, she moved in and placed the sharp point of her sai at the base of the man’s spine.

“Get back inside or you’ll never walk again,” she warned.

He swore, and Talyn stepped away as he let go of the window frame and dropped to the floor. She made a sharp gesture with her sai. “On the floor. Facedown. Hands on the back of your head.”

She studied him as he complied, alert for any indication that he was about to make another move to flee or attack. He was maybe her father’s age, maybe younger—it was hard to tell given his scruffy beard and threadbare clothing—his whole body rigid as he lay down and stared mutinously at the floor, jaw clenched. The sack he’d presumably stolen, along with the captain’s satchel, lay on the floor under the window. 

For a moment there was nothing but the sound of her heartbeat thudding in her chest. Three men taken down in the space of moments. The first time she’d been in a fight since... the first time she’d ever been in a fight without Sari at her back.

Sweat slicked every inch of her skin and soaked through the back of her longvest. Her muscles burned from overexertion. She’d pulled something in her left calf—the result of losing the sharp edge she’d once had—but her body had known the steps even if her mind had been too afraid to take them. The grief was like a live creature clawing through her chest, and she wanted to bend over and start howling like a baby.

The sound of shouts outside gave her something to focus on, and by the time two men in matching brown uniforms stepped inside, blinking against the dim interior, she’d managed to regain some composure. Even so, the first one through the door gave her an odd look. “Who are you?”

“Talyn Dynan.” She sheathed the sai and offered a hand. “I’m Kingshield from Calumnia. Who are you?”

“We’re City Patrol. What—” The older of the two men was gruff, red-faced and sweaty, ignoring her outstretched hand. The younger, more eager one, spoke over him in panting breaths.

“I’m Lidrin and this is Rolf.” His face scrunched. “What’s a Kingshield—I’ve never seen anything like what you just did? And what brings you to Mithranar?” 

Rolf shot his companion a hard look, holding it until the younger man dropped his gaze, then turned his attention back to Talyn. “Would you mind stepping outside so our watch officer can speak with you?”

“Of course.” Talyn followed Rolf outside into the sunlight, blinking rapidly until her eyes adjusted, while Lidrin went for the man on the floor. Two more men in brown were tying the wrists of the man she’d hit with the door, and another was standing nearby, hand firmly on the shoulder of the thief she’d dropped in the road with her duffel. His hands were already tied behind his back and her bag was at his feet.

“Reckon the patrol captain will make us hold them in the cells?” One of the Patrolmen looked at Rolf. 

“Theac wouldn’t have,” another one muttered. “They were just hungry, is all.”

“Not just that.” Rolf nodded his head at the scraggly man Lidrin was struggling to drag outside. “This one’s part of the Shadowhawk network. I almost caught him last year when they robbed the coal shipment.”

Talyn’s eyes went straight to the prisoner who’d thrown the knife at her with such deadly accuracy. Unlike the other two he was spitting curses at the Patrolmen, shoulders writhing as he fought the rope around his wrists.

“That’s why I chased those fools, Sari. Instinct.”

There was no reply. Her attention was caught by the arrival of another Patrolman along with her ship’s captain. From the way everyone around her looked at the new Patrolman—despite his small, lithe stature—she supposed this was the watch officer. 

“Sir, this is Talyn Dynan from Calumnia,” Rolf said. “She says she’s something called a Kingshield.”

The man’s hazel eyes widened slightly in surprise. He looked Talyn up and down, clearly unsure what to make of her presence. “I’m Watch Officer Andres Tye. Thank you for your help.”

“I second that,” the captain said in relief. “You have my thanks, Guard Dynan. Losing those papers would have cost me badly.”

“They’re just inside along with whatever these men stole.” She lifted a questioning eyebrow at Tye. Beside her, Rolf gestured, and one of the Patrolmen ducked into the house.

“It was bread from one of the stalls at the market.” Tye’s expression was an odd mixture of regret and frustration. “It’s the second time this week we’ve caught thieves at the markets in broad daylight.”

The Patrolman reappeared from inside the house, passing the captain’s satchel back to him and then opening the sack for Tye’s inspection. The scent of fresh bread wafted out. Unbidden, Talyn’s stomach growled. She hadn’t eaten much for breakfast and the exertion of the chase and fight had made her hungry.

“Lucky you didn’t throw your sais at them. They were just hungry,” Sari observed.

Being hungry didn’t give you licence to steal, but there was something about the look of the men she’d just hunted down that made her uneasy at having helped catch them. Before Talyn could manage a reply, either to Sari or Tye, a sweep of air washed over them, warm and redolent with the scent of flowers. Instantly all Patrolmen’s eyes shot upwards. The prisoners’ too. The Shadowhawk member’s expression turned flat and hateful, one side of his mouth curling in contempt.

Three winged men dropped gracefully out of the sky, their outstretched wings furling gracefully in the narrow quarters of the street. Sleeveless teal vests fitted their upper bodies, a winged emblem etched in scarlet silk on their shoulders. Breeches in deeper blue, but also edged in scarlet, fitted neatly into ankle-high leather boots. Elaborately carved sword hilts—each one different—poked out from where they wore their weapons strapped down their backs between their wings.

Talyn stared, unsure whether it was their beauty or the fact that she was seeing winged people up close for the first time that had her so frozen. Before she realised what was happening, the City Patrolmen melted away, taking the prisoners and her ship’s captain with them. 

By the time she’d registered they were leaving, all she caught were the black looks they shot in the direction of the winged folk on their way down the street. She turned back, acutely aware of the dust and scuff marks on her previously immaculate uniform. Not to mention the sweat glistening on her face and plastering her shirt to her skin.

“You must be the foreigner.”

Her gaze fixed on the winged man who’d spoken. His short-cropped hair was brown, bare arms wiry and strong. Extra muscle bulked up his shoulders, likely because of the massive dark-red wings that hung loosely from his back.

Beauty and grace had been the first two things that came to her stunned mind at the first sight of winged folk so close, and though the grim set of this one’s features took away some of his natural beauty, he was nonetheless striking. Almost at odds with his expression was the musical lilt to his voice—it was hard to concentrate on his words when they were being spoken in such a lovely way.

“I’m Guard Talyn Dynan of the Kingshield, yes.” She saluted for good measure.

“Jehran Ravinire. I’m the Falcon, overall commander of the Mithranan WingGuard.” He eyed her carefully, piercing dark eyes making it hard to stand still under the scrutiny. “I hope you’re not going to be more trouble than you’re worth, Guard Dynan.”

She fought the impulse to glance at the dirt on her pants or look back into the empty store. “How’s that, sir?”

“You’ve barely even arrived, and you’re already involved in a scuffle.”

“I was just helping out the City Patrol, sir.”

“Leave their job to them in the future,” he said gruffly, then turned and began striding away. He did not introduce the other two men with him—both younger but with matching expressions of reserve. The look they sent her way expressed almost identical degrees of contempt, but they were lifting in the air before she could even process it, let alone respond.

Shrugging, she hefted her bag and went after Ravinire.

She caught up to him as he turned back into the wide avenue leading to the base of the wall and he kept moving until they reached the bottom of a long, winding path leading upwards that had been seamlessly chiselled into the wall—she could barely contemplate how thick the structure must be. The path was wide, leaving room for plenty of people to be moving in both directions.
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