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Winter-Eyed

The first time I saw the White King, he was dead.

Not the pretty kind of dead they paint in chapel books. Not laid out clean with flowers and soft prayers. He was on the snow by the old road, half-buried where the wind had tried to hide him, coat torn open like something had fought him and won.

I should’ve kept walking.

Greyfen girls don’t stop for bodies. Bodies bring trouble. Trouble brings riders. Riders bring fire.

But the crows were already there, hopping close like they owned him. One pecked at his sleeve, bold as a drunk. The bird’s eye rolled toward me as if it dared me to come closer.

I clenched my jaw and stepped off the path.

Snow squeaked under my boots. The wind was sharp enough to cut. I pulled my hood tighter and told myself I was only chasing off birds.

That was a lie.

Curiosity is a sickness in a hollow. It gets you killed.

When I got close, I saw the blood had frozen black along his side. The snow around him was crusted red-brown like old rust. His hair was dark, matted with ice. His hands were bare, fingers curled like he’d tried to grab the world and it had slipped away.

A wolf should’ve eaten him already. If wolves were smart.

I crouched anyway, because my eyes are stupid and my heart is worse.

His face was turned slightly toward the treeline, like he’d been watching for someone who never came. Bruises marked his cheekbone. There was a cut on his lip, dried and split. His lashes were rimed white. He looked too young to be the story men whispered about in taverns.

The White King. The old crown. The last of the first blood.

Greyfen elders spat whenever his name came up. “Kings bring war,” Bran used to say. “War brings hunger. Hunger makes hollows eat their young.”

I didn’t know if he was the king.

I only knew he was a man bleeding out in my snow.

I reached out and pressed two fingers to his neck.

Cold skin. No pulse.

“Fine,” I muttered. “Be dead, then.”

The crow flapped its wings like it laughed at me.

I stood, brushing snow from my knees. I should’ve left him for the birds and the wind. I should’ve walked home and let the world keep its problems.

Then his hand moved.

Just a twitch. Small. So small I thought the wind did it.

I froze.

His fingers flexed again, slow, like they were remembering what hands are for. His chest didn’t rise. His lips didn’t part. But something in him refused to be still.

I took a step back, heart doing ugly work against my ribs. “No,” I whispered. “No, no, no.”

The stories jumped up in my head like rats.

Returned blood. Old kings. Waking dead. Curses that ride winter air.

Greyfen women don’t mess with old blood.

But my feet didn’t run.

His eyes opened.

They weren’t brown like most men. They weren’t grey like ridge wolves. They were pale—washed out, hard, like ice under moonlight.

He stared at me as if I’d dragged him out of a dream he didn’t want to leave.

For a heartbeat, we just looked at each other, two strangers in the snow, both too stubborn to blink.

Then his mouth moved.

A sound came out, rough and low. “Water,” he rasped.

It wasn’t a plea. It wasn’t polite. It was a command that had forgotten it had no right.

My hands curled into fists. “You’re in no place to order me,” I snapped.

His gaze didn’t waver. “Still,” he said. “Water.”

The crow hopped closer, as if it wanted to hear the argument.

I swallowed hard and forced my feet to work. I pulled my water skin from my belt and crouched again, careful this time, like he was a trap.

His eyes tracked the skin.

I tipped it to his mouth. “Small,” I warned. “You drink too fast and you’ll choke.”

He didn’t thank me. Of course he didn’t. He drank like a man who’d been crawling for days. Like the cold itself had been trying to dry him out.

When I pulled the skin away, a thin line of water clung to his lip and froze. He swallowed once, grimacing like it hurt.

His hand lifted toward me—slow, shaky.

I flinched.

He caught my wrist.

Not hard. Not gentle.

Just enough to remind me he could.

My pulse jumped under his fingers. His grip tightened a fraction as if he could feel it.

He stared at the place where his hand touched me. “You’re warm,” he murmured, like it offended him.

I yanked my wrist free. “I’m alive,” I spat. “That’s how warm works.”

He looked up at me again, and his eyes narrowed. “Greyfen,” he said.

The way he said it wasn’t a guess. It was knowledge.

I stiffened. “How do you know that.”

He coughed once, pain tightening his face. “Your scent,” he rasped. “Smoke. Goat. Pine. Greyfen.”

My stomach twisted. “You’ve been near my hollow before.”

His eyes darkened. “Once,” he said. “Long ago.”

That made no sense. Greyfen wasn’t long ago for anyone. Greyfen was a smear on the map. A place kings forget until they need something.

I stood again, backing up. “You’re not coming with me,” I said.

He didn’t argue. He tried to sit up.

His body betrayed him.

He folded, breath hissing through his teeth. His hand pressed to his side, and more blood seeped through the torn coat, black against the snow.

He shouldn’t be alive.

He shouldn’t be awake.

But he was.

I stared at him, anger and fear chewing the same bone inside me.

“Who are you,” I demanded.

His gaze lifted, cold and steady. “Kellan,” he said.

Just a name.

No title.

No crown.

That was the only smart thing he’d done since waking.

I didn’t believe him.

Because in Greyfen we learn early: men lie easiest when they’re wounded.

“What happened to you,” I asked, voice tight.

Kellan’s mouth twitched like he wanted to smile and it hurt too much. “I got hunted,” he said.

That word hit my ribs.

Hunted.

Like prey.

Like me, in a different way.

I should’ve left him then. A hunted man brings hunters. Hunters bring torches. Torches bring ash.

And ash doesn’t care if you’re innocent.

A horn sounded far away, faint through trees.

My whole body went still.

Not a pack horn.

A keep horn.

Court riders.

Kellan’s eyes shifted toward the sound, and I saw something hard flicker in them—recognition. Anger.

“They’re close,” he rasped.

I backed away another step. “Then crawl,” I hissed. “Crawl into a ditch and die quiet.”

Kellan’s gaze snapped to mine. “They’re not hunting me,” he said.

The words fell heavy.

My throat tightened. “Then who.”

He swallowed, face pale. “You,” he said.

The wind cut colder.

My hands went numb even inside my gloves.

I stared at him, trying to find the lie. Trying to find the joke. Trying to find anything that made those words less true.

Kellan’s eyes didn’t move.

“They came for winter-eyed blood,” he said, voice rough. “And you’ve got it.”

I didn’t know what winter-eyed blood meant. Not really. Just whispers. Just the way some elders looked away when I walked past. The way Bran never let me go to the ridge markets alone. The way Mam’s jaw tightened any time someone mentioned Whitefall.

I’d always told myself it was just fear. Just hollow superstition.

Now a dead man in the snow was telling me my blood had a name.

And a keep was blowing horns nearby.

I forced my legs to move, but not away.

Toward him.

Because I wasn’t smart.

Because I wasn’t safe.

Because if they were hunting me, leaving him here didn’t change that. It only meant I’d face them alone.

I crouched again, grabbed his coat collar, and hauled.

He was heavy. Too heavy. Dead weight and stubborn bone.

Kellan grunted, not helping much. “You can’t carry me,” he rasped.

“Watch me,” I snapped through clenched teeth.

Snow sprayed as I dragged him off the road and toward the thicker trees where the brush grew tight and the ground dipped.

The horn sounded again, closer.

Hoofbeats followed, muffled by snow but real enough to make my skin crawl.

Kellan’s breath came ragged. “Why,” he rasped.

“Because if they take you,” I hissed, “they’ll find my tracks.”

That was the truth.

Not kindness. Not mercy.

Survival.

We reached a shallow cut in the earth where fallen branches covered a hollow. I shoved him into it, then dropped beside him, panting, hands shaking.

I packed snow over the blood near his side, smearing it, hiding the sharp dark stain.

Kellan watched me with those pale eyes, unreadable.

“Reva,” he murmured.

I froze. “Don’t say my name,” I snapped. “You don’t get to know it.”

His mouth tightened. “Too late,” he said.

Above us, hoofbeats passed on the road.

Men’s voices carried.

“Tracks,” one said. “Fresh.”

My lungs locked.

Kellan’s hand slid toward mine in the dark.

Not grabbing.

Offered.

Like a promise. Like a warning.

“Stay quiet,” he breathed.

I didn’t take his hand.

I kept mine clenched in the snow and stared up at the thin gap between branches where the world moved and didn’t see us.

A rider’s shadow crossed the snow above.

Then another.

The horn faded down the road, chasing a lie.

I breathed again, slow and careful, like my lungs were stolen goods.

Kellan’s voice came close, rough as old rope. “They’ll come back,” he whispered. “Whitefall doesn’t lose what it wants.”

I stared into the dark under the branches and felt something in me settle, cold and heavy.

Not fear.

Not yet.

Something worse.

Knowing.

Because I’d lived my whole life trying not to be seen.

And now the keep had sniffed me out.

Beside me, Kellan shifted, pain tightening his face, but his eyes stayed sharp.

“I told you,” he murmured. “They’re hunting you.”

The wind hissed through the trees like it agreed.

And in the thin dark, with hoofbeats fading and returning somewhere in the distance, I understood the ugly truth I’d been dodging my whole life:

Some blood doesn’t get to stay hidden.

Some blood gets called back.

Returned.

Whether it wants to or not.
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CHAPTER 1-Ash on the Wind, Oath in the Bone
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The first time I smelled him again, the world went mean and quiet.

Not quiet like peace. Quiet like a pack holding its breath before the killing bite.

Smoke drifted over the ridge behind our steading, thin as a liar’s promise. Ash ticked down from the night sky and stuck to my wet lashes. I wiped it away with the back of my hand and tasted soot on my tongue. The wind had teeth tonight—winter wind, sharp and hungry—and it carried more than fire.

It carried him.

I stood on the hard-packed earth near the goat pen, boots sunk in frozen mud, and stared at the black line of pines that ringed our valley. The trees bent like old backs. The moon hung above them, pale as bone. I’d lived here my whole life, in Greyfen Hollow—poor land, stubborn people, wolves that didn’t kneel easy. We kept to our own and let the high packs play crown and throne up north where the mountains cut the sky.

That was before the White King went missing.

Before the old songs turned into whispers.

Before my name started to mean something ugly.

“Reva!” Old Bran’s voice snapped like a switch. “Quit gawpin’ and haul that pail. The milk’ll sour quick as your temper.”

I turned, grabbed the pail off the stump, and carried it toward the longhouse. The wood walls were dark with age, the roof patched in places with hide and tar. Warmth leaked out through the cracks. The place smelled of boiled turnip, wet dog, and the iron tang of the forge down the slope. Home.

Home didn’t feel steady anymore.

Inside, folk crowded the benches—our pack, our blood, our burdens. Greyfen was small, but we didn’t spread thin. We held tight because the world liked to take what it could. Children dozed by the hearth, heads on mothers’ laps. Men sharpened blades that were already sharp. Women whispered and watched the door.

A stranger’s scent on the wind did that.

I set the pail by the hearth and caught my mam’s eye. Mara of Greyfen, the midwife, the one folks trusted with blood and breath. Her hair was bound back, graying at the temples. Her face was set, but her fingers shook where they gripped her cup.

She didn’t ask what I’d smelled.

She already knew.

The door thumped open before anyone could speak. Cold rushed in like a thief. A figure stepped across the threshold, and every voice died.

He wasn’t tall like the bards make kings. He wasn’t shining. He didn’t wear white.

He wore rags and road-dirt. His cloak was torn. His boots were split at the toe. His hair—once bright, if the old tales told true—hung dark and damp, and his beard shadowed his jaw like bruising. A scar ran from his temple down toward his cheekbone, half-healed, ugly as truth.

But his eyes...

His eyes were pale. Not blue, not gray. Pale as winter water under ice. They swept the room once, slow, like he owned every breath in it.

My throat went tight.

Not from wanting. Not from some soft girl’s dream.

From memory.

From the night I’d been sixteen and the world had split open.

He looked at me, and it hit hard enough to make my knees feel loose.

Not a spark. Not a sweet pull.

A hook, deep in the ribs, yanking.

I hated that my body remembered what my mind tried to bury.

Bran stood first, shoulders wide, beard like a broom. He was our alpha in all but name; our true alpha had died last spring with his throat torn out by a rogue. Since then, Greyfen held itself together by stubborn hands and old rules.

Bran’s hand slid toward the axe at his belt. “State your business, stranger.”

The man’s mouth curved, not quite a smile. More like a wolf showing teeth.

“Stranger,” he echoed, voice rough as gravel. “Aye. That’s a fine word for a man who bled for these lands.”

A murmur ran through the benches. Folks shifted, uneasy. A pup started to cry, and his mam clapped a hand over his mouth.

Bran’s eyes narrowed. “Name.”

The man’s gaze didn’t leave me. “Kellan.”

My mam made a sound like she’d swallowed her own breath.

Not Kellan.

Kellan White.

The missing king.

The one the north packs swore had died.

The one the south packs swore would return and burn them all for their disloyalty.

The one I’d once sworn an oath to, with my blood on his palm and his mouth at my ear.

He took a step into the light, and the fire caught the pale mark at his throat—half-hidden under his collar. A king’s brand, old-style, the kind you don’t wear unless you are crown-blood.

Bran didn’t bow. None of us did. Greyfen didn’t kneel easy.

He looked around, taking in the room. “You got thin faces,” he said. “Hard hands. No fat on your children. The tithes still takin’ you dry?”

Bran’s jaw worked. “We pay what’s owed.”

“And what’s owed?” Kellan’s voice sharpened. “To who? To which lordling sittin’ on a warm chair while your folk chew bark?”

“Careful,” Bran warned. “We don’t take kindly to rousing talk from a man who steps in uninvited.”

Kellan finally dragged his eyes off me. When he looked at Bran, it felt like the room tilted. “I didn’t come to rouse you,” he said. “I came to return what was taken.”

A low sound rose in the back—half laugh, half snarl. Toma, one of Bran’s hunters, spat into the rushes. “Aye? And what’d you lose, King? Your crown? Your pride? Or just your way?”

Kellan didn’t flinch. “I lost years,” he said simply. “And I lost blood. I lost my brother to a knife in the dark. I lost my pack to fear and greed.”

The air thickened with those words. The north packs had split after the White King vanished. New lords rose. New laws. New punishments. The old treaties turned to ash.

Kellan took a breath. “I heard Greyfen still stands. That you ain’t bent the knee to the wolves who call themselves kings now.”

Bran stared him down. “We stand because we have to.”

Kellan’s gaze cut to the hearth where the children slept. “Then you understand why I’m here.”

He turned his head, sniffed once, and his nostrils flared. His eyes snapped back to me. “You’ve grown,” he said.

Heat crawled up my neck, sharp and unwanted. I hated that a simple sentence could drag me back. Hated that my chest reacted like it had any right to.

I forced my voice to work. “You’re alive.”

“Aye,” he said. “And you look like you’ve been fightin’ your own wars.”

“That’s what happens when kings disappear,” I shot back.

A few heads turned. Bran’s brows lifted, warning and surprise both.

Kellan studied me like I was a blade he’d once forged and left to rust. “You’re angry.”

“Clever,” I said, cold. “Did the road teach you that?”

A flicker crossed his face—something like pain, something like regret. It was gone quick, replaced by that hard calm again.

“I didn’t come for your welcome,” he said. “I came for shelter. For one night. And for news.”

Bran didn’t answer right away. Pack law said we didn’t turn away a traveler in the dead months. Pack law also said we didn’t invite trouble over our threshold.

And Kellan was trouble with a crown-shaped shadow.

Mam stood then, slow, like her bones ached. “Sit by the fire,” she said, voice steady even if her eyes weren’t. “Any man can speak better with warm hands.”

Kellan’s gaze softened a notch when it touched her. “Mara,” he said, like he’d said her name before.

Mam went still. She hadn’t been called Mara by anyone in years, not in that tone. Only her closest did it, and even then with different weight.

“You remember me,” she said carefully.

“I remember the woman who stitched my shoulder after the boar hunt,” he said. “And the girl who watched, tryin’ not to look scared.”

His eyes cut back to me. The room felt too small.

Bran finally nodded once. “One night,” he said. “No more. And if trouble follows you here, you’ll answer for it.”

Kellan dipped his head. Not a bow. Not submission. Just acknowledgment.

He moved to the hearth, sat on the bench like he’d done it a hundred times. Folks didn’t relax. They watched him like a wolf they weren’t sure was tame.

I backed away, needing space, and bumped into Toma. He leaned close, breath sour with ale. “Don’t let them eyes fool you, Reva,” he muttered. “Kings come back for power, not for folk like us.”

I didn’t answer. My hands had gone numb. I flexed them to bring the feeling back.

Mam caught my sleeve as I passed. “Outside,” she whispered. “Now.”

I followed her out the back door into the cold. The night hit like a slap. Stars glittered. Smoke still crawled over the ridge, and the wind kept pushing that same scent at me—wolf, iron, and something older. Something I remembered from the night my life cracked.

Mam walked a few steps away from the house so no one could hear. The snow squeaked under our boots.

She turned on me. “What did you do?” she hissed.

I blinked. “What?”

“Don’t play dull,” she snapped. “He looked at you like—” Her voice broke. She swallowed and tried again. “Like you’re tied to him.”

My pulse thudded. “I didn’t ask for that.”

Mam’s eyes shone in the starlight, fierce and afraid. “Tell me true. That night he came through—when you went to the river and came back with blood on your hand—what did you swear?”

The river. The moon. His palm. The cut I’d made with my own knife because he’d told me it was the old way—blood for bond, bone for oath.

My stomach turned.

“I swore,” I said, voice flat, “that I’d keep his secret.”

Mam’s mouth tightened. “And what was the secret?”

I stared past her at the trees. In the dark, something moved—just a shadow, maybe a deer, maybe a watcher. Greyfen had been jumpy since sundown.

“He wasn’t meant to leave that night,” I said. “He was running from someone.”

Mam’s face went pale. “From who?”

I didn’t want to say it. Saying it made it real again. Made it something I couldn’t keep buried.

But the scent on the wind already told the truth. The smoke. The ash.

“The Black Banner,” I said. “The king-hunters.”

Mam’s breath came out ragged. “Saints spare us.”

A howl rose far off, low and long. Not our pack’s call. Not any friendly voice.

Mam grabbed my arm hard enough to hurt. “He brought them,” she said.

“No,” I snapped, pulling free. “He didn’t bring them. They’ve been sniffin’ him since before he ever set foot here.”

Mam shook her head, eyes wet. “Reva, listen to me. If they come, they’ll burn the hollow to get him. They’ll take our pups. They’ll salt our ground. They won’t care who we are.”

My throat tightened, but I didn’t let it show. I’d seen what men like that did. Years ago, after Kellan vanished, the Black Banner came through neighboring valleys, searching, punishing, taking hostages to draw him out. They called it law. It was cruelty wearing a uniform.

“We can hide him,” I said, though the words tasted wrong.

Mam looked at me like she wanted to slap me and hug me both. “Why?” she demanded. “Why would you risk us?”

My jaw set. “Because he’s the rightful king.”

Mam let out a bitter laugh. “That’s what you tell yourself? Or is it because you still feel that oath in your bones?”

I went still.

There it was. The thing I didn’t name. The bond I’d tried to starve by distance and silence. It hadn’t died. It had just waited.

“I hate him,” I said.

Mam’s eyes softened, but her voice stayed sharp. “Hate don’t make you shake.”

I opened my mouth, then shut it. I didn’t have a clean answer. There wasn’t one.

Another howl cut the night, closer. This one had more voices behind it. A chorus, hunting.

Mam flinched. “We need to tell Bran.”

“We do,” I said. “But he won’t listen to me if I come in raving.”

Mam’s shoulders slumped. The cold made her look older. “You’re tied to him,” she whispered, almost to herself. “And he’s tied to trouble.”

A crunch sounded from the treeline. Not an animal this time. Footsteps, careful but not careful enough.

I turned fast, hand going to the knife at my belt.

A shape stepped out of the shadows—Kellan, cloak wrapped tight, eyes bright in the dark.

He’d followed us.

Mam stiffened. “You eavesdroppin’ now, King?”

Kellan ignored her. His gaze locked on mine. “The Black Banner,” he said.

I didn’t deny it.

He took one step closer. Snow crunched. His face looked carved from tiredness. “How many?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Enough.”

His jaw flexed, and for the first time since he arrived, he looked... not scared, exactly. But furious in a way that had nowhere to go.

“They tracked me faster than I thought,” he muttered.

Mam raised her chin. “Then leave,” she said. “Take your fight elsewhere.”

Kellan’s eyes cut to her. “And if I leave, they’ll still come. They’ll scour every hollow for me. They’ll take what they want and call it payment.”

Mam’s voice shook. “Then what do you want from us?”

Kellan’s gaze slid back to me, heavy. “A place to stand,” he said. “And the one person who knows what really happened the night I vanished.”

My skin went cold under my coat.

Mam’s nails dug into her own palm. “Reva doesn’t owe you.”

Kellan’s voice went low. “She already gave me blood.”

The words hung there like a blade.

Mam’s head snapped toward me. The look on her face wasn’t surprise anymore. It was grief.

“You stupid girl,” she whispered.

I couldn’t look away from Kellan. His eyes held mine like iron clamps. Not gentle. Not pleading. Just certain.

“You can’t stay,” I said, though part of me knew it was too late for that. “If they’re coming, they’ll tear Greyfen apart.”

Kellan’s mouth tightened. “Then we don’t let them.”

“We?” Mam spat.

Kellan didn’t blink. “Aye. Me and your pack. Or you roll over and let them cut you down one by one when the next lord demands more tithe.”

Mam stepped between us. “You think you can waltz back after years and make wolves die for you?”

Kellan’s gaze never moved off me. “I’m not askin’ for blind loyalty,” he said. “I’m askin’ for the truth. And I’m askin’ for Reva to choose.”

Choose.

Like I hadn’t been choosing since sixteen. Like I hadn’t chosen silence to keep Greyfen safe. Like I hadn’t chosen to hate him because it hurt less than wanting answers.

Another sound rose—horn call, distant but clear, cutting through the night like a wound.

Mam went pale as milk.

Kellan’s nostrils flared. “They’re closer than I figured.”

My hands tightened around my knife hilt. The hollow behind us was warm and full of sleeping children.

The ridge ahead held ash and men with banners black as rot.

Kellan leaned closer, voice rough and urgent. “Reva. Tell me—did you see who wore my brother’s ring that night?”

My chest squeezed.

Because I had.

And if I said the name out loud, Greyfen would burn even if the Black Banner never set foot here.

I swallowed hard, tasting smoke.

Then the horn blew again—right at the edge of our valley.

And I knew the next few minutes would decide who lived to see the morning.

EPILOGUE

The snow didn’t fall the day I buried him.

It should’ve. The world should’ve marked it with storm or thunder or some grand sign, the way old tales claim. Instead, the sky sat flat and pale, like it couldn’t be bothered to mourn.

That felt right, in a cruel way.

Kings die, girls become women, packs break and bind again—and the sky stays the same.

They made the grave on the ridge above Greyfen, where the pines thin out and you can see the valley spread below like a scar. The ground was hard, frozen deep, so the men had to hack and pry at it for hours. No one complained. No one joked. Not even Toma, and that man could laugh at a funeral if it bought him a drink.

Bran stood at the head of the pit, shovel in his hands, shoulders bowed under a weight he couldn’t shrug off. He’d gotten older these past moons. We all had. War does that. Truth does that. Losing does that.

I watched without moving, arms tight around myself, coat hanging open because I couldn’t stand the feeling of anything touching my chest.

There was a bandage there. Clean cloth wrapped around a wound that had stopped bleeding days ago. It wasn’t the kind of wound you can stitch shut proper. It wasn’t skin and muscle that needed saving.

It was the space where the bond had been.

Where his voice used to sit behind my ribs like a low growl.

Where his presence used to press against my mind, not sweet, not soft—just there, steady, real, like a hand on the back of your neck guiding you through dark.

Now there was only quiet.

Not the hunting quiet from the night he returned.

The empty kind.

Mam stood to my left, her hand hovering near my elbow like she wanted to hold me up but didn’t dare. We hadn’t been gentle with each other these past months. We’d been honest. That’s worse, sometimes.

On my right, little Sella—no longer little, not after what she’d seen—held a sprig of pine between her fingers. Her cheeks were chapped, her eyes too old.

She’d been one of the pups the Black Banner tried to take.

I’d gotten her back.

Kellan had gotten her back.

And then he’d paid for it with everything.

They carried him up wrapped in white hide, the kind Greyfen saved for births and winters, the kind you don’t waste on the dead unless the dead earned it.

He looked smaller like that.

Not small in truth—he’d always been broad, built for violence and work, even when he wore a crown. But death takes the sharpness out of a man. It steals the heat that makes him seem larger than life.

His hair was brushed back. His face was clean. The scar on his cheek stood out pale.

Someone had placed his broken crown on his chest.

Not the old crown of the White Court—gold and bone and ceremony. That one had been melted down by men who called themselves lords while he was gone. The crown they placed on him was crude, hammered from iron by our forge, shaped by hands that had bled for him.

It looked like Greyfen.

It looked like him, too, once he stopped pretending he was above dirt and hunger.
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