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    For those who always pushed the people they cared about away, afraid of loving too much and losing them in the end. 

This book is for you.

      

    


​Prologue:

It all started with the sight of blood. And I couldn’t seem to escape it, no matter how much I tried. Or perhaps, I didn’t want to escape it. Because it was what I wanted in the end. Blood. Of those who harmed me. And ever since, death always walked beside me. Claiming the souls of the trail I left behind. Slowly stretching his cold finger, waiting to claim mine
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​Chapter 1: Aurora
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Blood was running down my left arm, I had to flinch for a second.

The rain was falling stronger than ever, each drop on the stoned floor was followed by the thunder’s roar and the lightning that almost ripped the sky in two halves. My cloak was soaked and the leather clung to my skin like a plague, but it never created a barrier against my movements, because they had already become a part of me.  The man was struggling to keep his composure, his chest heaving unevenly and he might’ve trembled as the cold breeze hit him. I could’ve felt bad about it, but then I remembered who he was, and all I felt was silver flames running in my veins. 

He was injured from the slices my dagger left on him, he wouldn’t last for too long. Of course he wouldn’t. Yet he still thought he could stand a chance. 

They always did that, you know. But unfortunately they all ended up corpses in the end. The darkness was blinding, but I could see clearly the sun slithering from under the clouds. It was almost sunrise. 

“You are a tough one aren’t you? I give you that, because none of those before you managed to breathe within a foot away from me, let alone injure me.” 

I was slightly offended, which made me want to end it even more quickly. A shame. I would’ve loved to play with him a little bit more.

“Who sent you ? Who are you and who do you work for?,” the man said, his voice cracking for a second.

“You see, I am running out of time right now so spare me the introductions. But let’s say I am here to murder you and end your miserable life,” I smiled beneath the hood and mask. “Any last words?” 

His nostrils flared as he ran toward me with the knife swirling between his fingers and began launching at me again. So boring. 

“You should just give up, man. I am really—really in a hurry.” 

I avoided his attacks with flexibility, twisting and spinning before I pulled out my dagger from the belt hung around my waist, the blade feeling heavy in my palm. And I lowered my head, kicking his knife with my foot.  He staggered, not seeing it coming and the knife clattered against the ground, the sound of the metal hitting the stone made me grimace. 

And when my eyes lifted to meet the target’s, he was standing in front of me weaponless. 

My legs moved before my mind could think of it, the familiarity of my moves causing him to falter, watching me as I ran as fast as I could toward him before I slid on the ground, slicing him with the dagger once in the right knee near his ankle then in the other one. He groaned, kneeling in agony, and I took a sharp breath. Triumph filled my chest at the sight of him, weak and completely beneath me. But it was too short because I didn’t hesitate to stand in front of him. 

My fingers caught his hair in a sharp grip, pulling his head to meet my hidden gaze. His horrified expression sent adrenaline down my veins, making me breathe unevenly in anticipation. 

“See you in hell,” was all I said before I buried the dagger in his heart. The man groaned in agony as he held my cloak with a bloodied hand. He stared at me for a moment, eyes filled with tears of rage and frustration before he dropped dead on the ground. 

The shadows engulfed me as I paced away, leaving the corpse behind me just the way I had always done. And before the sun could spread wilder in the boundless sky, I crawled back to my place. I felt too exhausted and the wound made me slightly wince in annoyance.  That bastard sliced me with his knife. 

I cut a piece of fabric from my robe and wrapped it around the wound hoping it would stop the bleeding. It wasn’t too deep to leave a scar but still an inconvenience.  And while I walked beside the walls of each alley, all I could think of was Master. He told me he had something important to tell me. He didn’t specify what exactly but it somehow made my back go rigid. 

An hour later, I stepped into my own darkness. It was a hidden cottage deep in the forbidden forest of Polvris. Best place to hide and pretend you were dead. Where no one could disturb you. Or know about your whole existence. Just the abyss of solitude and your own nightmares. I opened the door and went directly to my room. Staring at myself in the mirror. I looked like a wild beast. Nothing new to me. Dark hair a complete mess and covered in dirt, clothes soaked and filthy and body disgraced with bruises and blood. I’d need to thank that bastard for that.

After the shower that I took, hoping that every memory of tonight would flow away with the waters, I treated the wound and wore my training clothes because my head was too distressed I stopped thinking straight. And I knew the nightmares wouldn’t spare me tonight. My dear old friends. Always keeping my company and haunting me just like everybody else in this damned kingdom.  I stepped into a black leather pants paired with an equally black shirt, slipping in two small sized knives on each side of my legs and leaving my favourite blade hung on the belt around my waist. I needed to get ready to train for two hours before I could go to sleep. Enough to knock me down for at least four or five hours. Letting the exhaustion chase some bits of those nightmares away. 

And when I turned, moving toward the door, someone decided to knock and almost give me a heart attack. My instincts, making my mind spiral, had my eyes piercing the wood. 

Who is this? 

My heart hammered in my chest, but I decided to shush it down as I took out my dagger and approached slowly to look from the window. A sigh of relief escaped my throat as I caught sight of the dark onyx cloak from a distance. 

Master. 

I paced quickly and opened the door, swallowing a lump that was stuck in my throat. “Hello, sir, please come in” 

I never knew Master’s name nor had I seen his face since he always put on a black mask that covered the entirety of his face and an onyx cloak. And I never questioned it. He was the one who raised me after all. After everything. He had his own reasons and I respected that, just the way he respected mine. But all he managed to tell me was that his identity being hidden was part of the plan. He worked undercover in the royal court after all. And there was a great difference between someone who was supposed to be dead with nothing to lose, and someone too close with everything to lose. And nothing mattered if I was to get what I wanted in the end. My pathetic revenge. My one and only reason for existence. 

Master walked inside the cottage and stood near the window, his back facing me. I still was nervous around him even after all this time. Perhaps because his presence alone was strange and unyielding. 

“Sir, I finished the mission you had given to me. The man is dead. I made sure of it.” 

“Good,” Master said. “That man was one of the people who were present when your parents were slaughtered. He deserved it. You know that, right?” 

I felt the blood boiling in my veins and the anger inside of me grew wilder but I kept my composure. My chest was tight but I forced air down my lungs.  I nodded as I stared at his back.“ So, shadow, I came here to inform you with something.” 

The blood pounded in my ears, and I furrowed a questioning brow. “I’m listening.” 

Silence stretched for a few seconds, before he said. “ The time has come.” 

Bile rose down my throat, and I swallowed. “What—do you mean by that?” 

Master turned , putting his hand on my shoulder. “It’s time to make them all pay.” 

My heart felt like thunder in my chest, hammering against my ribs like it was about to escape my chest. And I might’ve felt my legs weakening from the impact of his words, but I didn’t show it. And I was rooted in my place when everything collided in my mind like a storm, making me swallow a gasp. 

Finally my soul would be free from the tormenting past that kept holding me with its claws, caging me in its embrace and holding me captive, drowning me. 

Finally I could fulfill the vow that I had made to myself ten years ago. 

Finally, I could be free. 
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​Chapter 2: Aurora
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Five years ago. 

Five years ago when I was standing in the heart of my cottage, the lights fading faintly. I could hear the droplets of the strong rain hitting the grass from the outside. The cold breeze slithered inside me, raising the chills all over my skin. It was cold , and dark and I was scared. Scared as I stood before this man, his head hidden beneath a black fabric and his hands and legs tied to the wooden chair. He shifted, trying to get away, the scribbling of the chair against the wooden floor made my heart race. He tried to scream but he couldn’t, I concluded that his mouth was closed with something. I trembled, not knowing what was going on. 

Why is this man here in my place? Why did Master want me to stay with him? 

I didn’t know what to do, so I waited for Master to come. I tried to focus onthesoundsofthunderrumblingoutsideratherthantheshushed screams, or the winter rain trailing against the window glass rather than the silenced curses. 

Master finally came, in the same black cloak he always wore when he met me. I struggled as I took a few steps toward him, my eyes roaming over the strange man. 

“M—Master?,” I asked, my voice shaking, I didn’t know whether it was the cold or the fear that crawled into my heart to make it that way. Perhaps both. “Who—who is this man?” 

Master stared at  me, or at least that was what I thought he did behind that mask. His voice was low and deep, it always raised goosebumps in the back of my neck. 

He finally spoke. “Do you recognize this man?”

He lifted the black fabric from the man’s face. He was—a man. He had long brown hair that ran down his shoulder and his skin was tanned. His hazel eyes locked with mine, then trailed to Master. He looked horrified, as he struggled to untie himself, releasing petrified sounds that were blocked by the white fabric pressed against his mouth. I stared at him for a long second, before shaking my head. It was the first time I’d seen this man. I hardly recognized him. 

Master sighed. “Alright.” He released the white fabric from the man’s mouth. 

“Who are you?,” he yelled. His voice rang in my ear , echoed in my chest. 

He yelled again, saying things, cursing us perhaps, but I couldn’t focus.

“We have a gift for you.”

“We have a gift for you.”

“We have a gift for you.” 

There was blankness in my mind. Darkness swallowing me whole. Blinding me. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t feel.

I stood there, eyes wide and lips parted but nothing coming out of them. I stood there as tears filled my eyes and began falling down my cheeks, blurring my vision. 

My lips trembled, my heart hammering and I felt as if I was standing in the same place I was five years ago. Red covering the wooden floor, the scent of death suffocating me. My breathing hitched, and I recalled that voice. The voice of the man, the familiarity that I didn’t want to remember. The voice that rang in my ear, reminding me of that day. The day everything fell down. I remembered his voice, that day when I was hiding like a coward. 

I was in that room. In that damned closet. Waiting for my parents to meet their death, by the command of this man who was sitting in front of me. 

“UNTIE ME NOW OR ELSE—”  the man shouted, and my heart skipped a beat. Now the tears that fell weren’t those of agony, no, they were tears of rage. 

“This is the man who gave the order to kill your parents, Aurora,” Master’s voice was cool and calm, as he stood behind me. 

My hands turned into fists, nails digging into my skin, it might leave bruises. 

“You killed them,” I spit out the words , and my heart shattered at them. It wasn’t a question, it was a statement. It was the first time I said them out loud. I avoided saying them for years now, ignoring the truth that made me bleed from the inside more than any blade. As if doing so would somehow bring them back.But now that I said them, my chest tightened and reality slapped me straight in the face. They were loud enough to be heard and echoed in Polvris a whole. 

They are dead. They will never come back. I will never come back. 

“Why did you kill them?” It took me all the strength not to break. As if I weren’t already. 

“ WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?,” he yelled as he fought to get himself out. 

“Dominic and Kiara Rynn,” I spit out their names , the names of my family, the names of the people whom I didn’t get the chance to grow up with the way little children were supposed to do. They stole that away from me. 

His face went pale,eyes widening as if he too recognized their names. His expression almost made me laugh, but Inwas already on the verge of breaking down. He shook his head, saying things I couldn’t bring myself to listen to. 

That wasn’t me. I didn’t do anything. It wasn’t me. 

“Who gave you the order to kill them?,” Master said as he took a few steps closer next to me. The man went still , fear and something else written all over his face. 

“Confess. And we shall give you a painless death.” 

Master grabbed a dagger from under his cloak , its hilt glowing silver with the letter A carved on it. The man’s eyes widened in horror, as he struggled to untie himself. Master drew the dagger closer to the man’s face, and I watched. 

The man denied, denied and denied. Saying he had nothing to do with it. Saying he was a victim. My parents were victims too. Master punched him in the face, and I had to turn my head as blood splattered against the ground. 

The man coughed, his face bruised and mouth spilling blood. Then he hit him again and again and again. He hit him until his eye became swollen and his face a mess, almost unrecognizable. The man’s lips finally parted, and he whispered, his voice cracking and mouth choking with blood. Yet they held a thunderstorm in the way. 

“The—The—k—kin–g,” He spit blood. “H—he a—ask—ed m—me to do—it.” 

My heart faltered, and I took a few steps back. I struggled to keep my composure. I trembled, as I heard the name of my parents’ murderer. The one who deemed my parents’ life unworthy and decided to end it and crash me with it. I leaned against the wall, my nails digging into the stone they almost bled. Tears filled my eyes, ruining my vision. My mind bounced, images of lifeless bodies and pools of blood appearing in front of me. My dad’s eyes widening in horror, my mom’s closed as a tear ran down her cheek,as if she was accepting her own fate. They didn’t deserve it, nor did I. My eyes burned with rage and agony. A sob escaped my mouth as I stared at the man sitting in front of me. 

Master’s hand landed on my shoulder, soothing me, comforting me. Before he took my hand, placing the blade in my palm. 

I looked at him, in confusion, my eyes filled with tears. My hand trembled under the weight of the weapon that reigned in it. Cold and merciless. 

“Kill him,”the command rang in my ear, making my heart stop for a minute. I shook my head as tears began to fall like an endless river, drowning me whole. 

No , no, no. 

“You must punish him for what he did,”Master said as I watched the man’s eyes widened in horror. He yelled, pleaded, screamed. He might’ve even cried.

“I can’t... can’t...,” I cried, shaking my head over and over. 

Me? A killer? Just like him? 

“Think about what he did to your parents,” he took a few steps closer to me. Then he held my chin, lifting it to meet his black mask. 

“Just the way we practised,” he whispered. “ One move and you can bury the dagger right in his chest with the force of your own will.” 

I shook my head , not wanting to continue this conversation. 

I couldn’t do it . I wasn’t like that. I wasn’t a monster. I would never. 

“He didn’t hesitate when he stole the life out of them, did he?,” his voice grew harsher, I had to flinch. “When he murdered them with cold blood, when he burned your house, when he ruined your life.” 

I cried , begging him to stop talking. To stop breaking me. 

“I can let him go,” his voice leathally calm. “ He will go back to the king, tell him about your existence, then the king will send more people for you, to finish the unfinished.” “If we let him go, he will continue murdering more innocent people, stealing more innocent lives. And other people might face the same fate as you.” 

No. I wouldn’t want this. I wouldn’t want this to anyone. No one should go through what I've been through. No one deserved that kind of pathetic life. No one needed to think their lives weren't worth living, just like mine. 

My grip tightened on the dagger’s hilt, raising chills down my spine. I trembled as I took a few steps closer to the man whose mouth opened and screamed but I heard no words coming out from it. 

“Think of your parents , what he’s done to them.” 

My parents. My parents. My parents. 

“You are doing the right thing.” 

I am doing the right thing. I am doing the right thing. I am doing the right thing. 

I closed my eyes , as I held the dagger. The blade felt heavy in my palm, drowning in my sweat. Staring at his chest that heaved unevenly, the next second it wouldn’t. His eyes widened, terror painting his features, fear having his claws on him. 

As if he saw the devil in front of him. 

I raised the dagger, my hand sweating and trembling. I closed my eyes. And with all the force I had, all the pain I felt , all the rage that boiled in me, I let the dagger slither in. My hand halted on its hilt, as I watched the dagger buried in the man's heart. I lifted my gaze, to meet the man. He stared at me, a tear falling and gleaming under the faint light, then my eyes trailed to my hand, that now escaped the hilt in horror, watching the crimson blood running and reaching my arm. The man coughed, and a pool of blood hit my face and clothes. My clothes were drowning in red. 

My body shook, knees failing me and I dropped to the ground. I watched the man as the last breath escaped his mouth, watching life leave him slowly. The life that I stole with my bare hands. I stared at my hands, seeing them covered in blood. I was covered in blood. And a sob escaped my throat as I realised what I did. What I became. 

And when his chest steadied, I knew he was dead. 

And I killed him. 

I killed him. I killed him. I killed him. 

His eyes were locked with mine, lifeless, widened, shocked , as if he’d seen the devil. I was the devil in disguise. 

Tears fell down my cheeks, warm and guilty. Burning my skin. My whole body trembling and breaking piece by piece. 

“He deserved it,” Master’s hand landed on my head. “You did nothing wrong.”

I nodded , a torrent of tears drowning me. 

He deserved it. He deserved it. He deserved it. 

“Go wash yourself,” he said. “I will take care of him.” 

I struggled to get on my knees, feeling the floor bouncing beneath me. 

It was then when I realized, there was no going back.

​

​
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​Chapter 3: Aurora
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Nightmares had been my company for years now.

Still not used to them. I might never will. It happened whenever I went for a mission, whenever I was back soaked in blood and whenever my head met the pillow. I guessed the gods were punishing me for my sins, for what I was chosen to do. The price I had to pay for taking the dark path and not accepting my fate. But I could bear with it, the pain and all. If nightmares were what I had to pay for getting what I wanted, then I might not want to wake up from them at all. It had been two weeks now since Master enlightened me with the plan, and I couldn’t be happier. The day I had been waiting for patiently had come. And my end crawled too.

After five years of lying low, merging with the shadows and crawling in the dark. I could finally show myself to the world, the one that seemed to forget about me when I hadn’t forgotten a single thing about it.

It had been ten years since that day, ten years since I’d been hiding in this small cottage, ten years with my dagger slicing the king’s throat my one and only fantasy. The king of Polvris, Marcel Archer. I promised to make sure to carve my name into his skin so he could never forget about me, to hunt him even in the grave and the afterlife. The questions storming in my mind had eaten me from the inside. I wondered what empty reasons he might give me when I stood in front of him. What reason might he thought deemed worthy of ending their lives, and mine too.

I got out of my room, making my way to the kitchen. The sunlight slipped from the window, bright and warm unlike anything I’d ever felt.  And my eyes darted to the window, watching the tall trees reigning the forest and the green leaves dancing with the gentle breeze. It looked so peaceful, this place. So far away from the world and so pure. As if it didn’t have anything to do with the cruelty outside. They called it the cursed forest but the only thing that was cursed was them. I hadn’t left this place for almost ten years, hadn’t met anyone except for Master and his people that were sent my way.

I wasn’t the only one saved by him. There were others. Those that the world deemed unworthy of living just like I was. I had always been thankful for him, for what he did with me. Hadn’t it been for him, I would’ve been gone a long time ago. He saved me , shielded me, made me powerful, gave me a chance to avenge my beloved ones. Then I would be free, from all the regret, and from all the pain. Then, I would die and join them, not in the stars but somewhere closer.

I changed into my leather clothes, hung my weapons , and walked out of the cottage. It was almost sunset, so I had to train for a couple of hours, just the way I had always done. A good distraction from the storm that blazed in my mind.

I almost memorized every single corner of the huge forest, every path, every tree, every mountain. It became basically my home. The only place that chose to take me in when the whole world turned its back on me. I ran, so fast, zigzagging between the trees and mingling with the green, feeling the air’s breath a caress on my skin, cold and soothing.

I ran until the breath ran out of my lungs, until I felt every muscle screaming inside of me and every bone begging me to take a halt. But I didn’t stop, and I just ran. The exhaustion didn’t seem to affect me anymore, my body never betraying me like it used to do. I smothered the pain, I fed on it, it became familiar to the point I savoured it. Because it cleared my head, keeping all the thoughts devouring me locked away, even for a short while.

I climbed until I reached the highest spot in this forest. Cold sweat cascaded down my back and my forehead .I took my shoes off, feeling the grass dancing under my feet. And I just sat, watching the world from above. It looked small, as if it was nothing but a beautiful painting that needed to be hung somewhere. The night was falling , and darkness began to crawl slowly. The sky was boundless, and exquisite.

My dad would’ve loved it, would’ve wished to paint it. He always loved painting the sky and the glowing stars reigning it.

I shook the memory away, the memory of brown honey eyes and wide smile, or a soothing voice putting me to sleep every night. I stood to my feets and grabbed a sword I brought with me.

My grip tightened on its hilt, and I waved the blade through the air.I bounced and spun, sliced and cut. I moved, carrying years of training and hardships, sweat and trails of blood, to make it to such a level. A memory of my  eight  year old self came to mind , and suddenly I was back to the little girl I once was, alone and broken.

I was standing alone in the same forest , my heart pounding like drums in my chest. It was a winter night, where no single soul would roam and no person would hear your screams.

“You must find your way, or else you’ll die,” was all that Master had said. “ You mustn’t die before you get what you want.”

He left me there , alone with the sky and trees, my only company. Darkness was blinding me, swallowing me in its hollow. Chills ran down my skin. I was scared, petrified, and alone. I trembled when the cold breeze hit me, freezing. I walked by myself for hours, in the shadows not knowing where to go. I knew if I stayed more than two days, in the cold and with no food, I would die and rot in there with no one to find me.

My feets betrayed by the strong wind, my knees almost falling. I tripped on stones, fell down a cliff, lost consciousness several times. I got bruised and scratched. I couldn’t sleep or find anything to eat. I hated myself for being powerless and I even had the thought of not being able to make it.

The trees towered me, hiding any drip of moonlight to guide my path. I was restless and tired, and I wanted to just close my eyes and never wake up again. I spent a whole day walking and running and mingling between the trees, looking for any sign of the small cottage that was given to me by Master.

I blended with the shadows and felt my way without my eyes to help. As if I just knew it. My feet moved willingly, not even knowing where they might take me, but I just walked through it all.

The cold, the soreness of my body, the fear and the exhaustion. I wanted to yell for help , to scream until my throat went raw, wanting anyone to come and rescue me. But I didn’t. Because I knew I was left alone in this world, no one would care about me or even fear me disappearing. The only people who once did were gone. I had nobody except myself. So I made it through despite it all, I didn’t give up. I didn’t let the world break me, although I wasn’t sure if it hadn’t already. And I got out.

Master said I had spent three days unconscious because of the bad weather and cold that clung to my bones, and lack of food and water. He told me I was weak. So I made a vow to myself to never make him say that to me again. I glanced at the sky, peaceful and marvelous and I sighed before hanging the sword in its belt and I walked back home.

⚔️

The next morning, I opened my eyes to the sunlight sinking in from the window, warm and refreshing. I yawned as I struggled to crawl out of the bed. Then my eyes widened as I remembered what I had to do today. I hadn't realised how days went that quickly and I hadn’t thought that that day would come. I remembered that I had to get out of  the forest and visit Fuolia today. And the thought somehow made me slightly anxious.

I didn’t show up so exposed for years. I was always the shadow assassin , the unknown man who everybody had been scared of. Words had already slipped from the people’s mouths regarding some strange disappearances that kept happening for five years. Random people were wandering in the night then found dead in the bright daylight of the next day. But what they didn’t know was that they weren’t random people. They were chosen one by one, precisely—by me and Master. Each person with a history of cruelty. Each one that didn’t deserve to live. Each one that harmed others. And the ones that harmed me. Those who had been there the night my parents were slaughtered, the ones who just followed the king’s order and hid the truth behind my parents death.

I was really shocked that he didn’t realise it or put everything to pieces. He schemed everything, that monster. He sent assassins to kill them, then burned the house and deemed what happened just a fire accident to hide the truth.

I shook away the memory of the hell the king set on my house, my home. The flames that swallowed everything that was left of me, of who I was, my parents’ bodies becoming ashes taken by the merciless wind.

Feeling the small cottage suffocating me, I put on an ordinary dress I found laying in the closet for ages, worn out but presentable. and I walked out of the cottage.

Fuolia was the closest town to the forest, so the best place choice I had was to visit the shops there. I needed decent clothes for my stay at the palace and meeting the king, right?

Yes, I was going to the palace, finally after years of waiting. Apparently, this visit was supposed to be a little bit later but what Master told me made my blood run cold in my veins. That bastard was looking for the Starlight. The last two pieces of the dark relics.

He really was something. On the other hand, his bloodline made a law that prevented witches and magic wielders from using it and punishing those who went against it, then he wanted to have all the dark relics that had been lost for hundreds of years since the Great Chaos for skies knew what reasons. Even I knew about it, a mundane.

In Polvris, a kingdom that had been one of the strongest one in this whole world, long lived two kinds. The mundane, people who were born with nothing special, just human beings, like me. And witches, the ones carved from divinity with the blessings of the gods of nature. We used to live in peace, in harmony, together. Witches had incredible powers that made them so special and unique for kingdoms. Powers that made them possess the greatest places in society.

The Nyxara, a name in a language older than any of us, referred to the person with the abilities to create potions and deal with magical ingredients. They tended to make healing potions to wounds that are incurable, love potions, pregnancy potions, losing memories potions with very specific materials and, some unique witchy touch.

There were also Zephyras, they were those who had a deep connection with the human world more than any other witches. Their power came only from nature, and they were connected with their elements more than anyone. They could manipulate them, turn a small flame into a blaze, a breeze into a tornado, a droplet of water into a flood. They were really powerful, but this huge power couldn’t be used as they wished because it mainly came from nature itself. Only those with incredible abilities and experience could manipulate it and used it as they liked.

Aelorias were another kind of witches, and the rarest ones. They were those who could change their looks and transform themselves to whatever they liked. They could take someone else’s identity, shift their faces and deceive you with their looks. They were the hardest to find among others, since you couldn’t identify them except for the tattoo on their bodies. Each witch had a specific tattoo, it was the only way for us to be distinguished.

Also, there were Vesperas, more like seers. Those witches had the ability to predict events through visions, see the unseen, feel beyond everything, and sometimes—they could hear your own thoughts.

And the last kind was the strongest one of them all. They called them Thalindras, the spell castors. They considered them the most powerful kind of witches of them all—at least before her. They could cast endless spells as well as curses. That was before the greatest disaster that happened hundreds of years ago. When the whole kingdom turned into chaos and nothing was the same after. When one witch, known to be the strongest one to ever exist , the one who was born with divine powers that made her become closer to a god. She was said to possess the five elements,  which made her unstoppable. The rumours said that she was tempted with another kind of magic, the sixth element, as ancient and as old as the gods, that had been forbidden by the skies and the laws of nature, for how it could bring disasters and ruin to kingdoms and human existence itself. One that was sealed away in another realm. The element of the darkness.

She was lured by that great power, they said, wanted to have more than what  she already had. Humans, indeed. Such selfish and greedy creatures. So she used that magic to enchant relics with it, relics that could literally become our downfall if it got in the wrong hands.

Some of the relics were successfully found after hundreds of years of constant search and were kept somewhere far away from cities and regions, secured by magical spells and wards to prevent outsiders from stepping in. No one could even go near that place in fear of some dark magic slithering out. Even a ward was set around Polvris to prevent those from other kingdoms to come in, and those from Polvris to come out.

Only three relics hadn’t been found yet. Well—two now. Since one of them was recently found by the heir to the throne. The reason why our plan was in a hurry. Because everything would be at risk if he got his hands on it. The starlight, they called it. The star, and the light. The twins. And they held the most amount of dark magic out of the other three. Hence why nobody knew where it was, and what it was.  Except that it was the most dangerous out of them all. The one that had never been found and stayed hidden. At least that was what we all heard and read in the few books that managed to escape in the libraries. Even thinking about it raised chills all over my body. And knowing that the king had been looking for it was more terrifying than any.

He wanted to have all of them, the five relics. I couldn’t even think about such power ending in the hands of such a man. And it had been my mission to find it before he ever did. Take all the relics. After that—he would die.

I walked for several miles, making sure not to trip because of the stupid dress I had to wear to the town. I finally took a glimpse of a gate a few feet away, and it had to be the one leading to the town. I hurried up, my hands clutching the fabric of the white dress and took a few steps closer. I grabbed a hairpin I had in my hair and started tucking it inside the lock. I turned and pushed it further for a bit before it unlocked. A trick I learned to make things easier.

I walked carefully, stealing a few glances around to make sure no one spotted me sneaking. I sighed before closing the gate and heading to the main street. People walked in the alleys, chatting and laughing, as little children ran through the small crowds. I felt my hands suddenly sweating at the sight. I tried to keep my cool as I passed by, some of them turned and looked at me. I clenched the fabric of my dress at the contact.

It’s okay, stay calm. I said to myself. You are not the shadow assassin. No one knows about you. You have nothing to be afraid of.

I mustered a small smile as I paced my way through the crowd, my eyes scanning the shops in there. And when I finally stood in front of a small one that had a couple of dresses on display, I thought it was the perfect one.

I got in, and picked a couple of them that I didn’t even give the slightest glance at. I wasn’t so fond of dresses , I hated them. Maybe because the first thing that came to mind when I spotted one was my mother making them for me. She was a seamstress, and she loved making clothes even though she pretended to despise them, especially dresses. The memory of her fine fingers assessing the fabric she picked and the tight smile that escaped her mouth in short seconds lightening her face was still vivid in my mind. Her eyes, the same shade as mine, the colour of spring leaves, haunting me every day.

Sometimes I sat with myself, and tried to think of them. And when I failed to recall their features precisely, my heart shattered and I got angry at myself. I couldn’t save them yet I dared forget about them. I brushed away the thought devouring my mind at the sound of the shopkeeper telling me how much the clothes were. I picked a few golden coins I had in my pocket and placed them on the table before walking out of the shop. I sighed as I realised I had nothing else to do in this place so I fastened my steps to go back again.

A crowd of people suddenly stopped me from continuing my way. Murmurs and whispers grew louder so I had nothing else to do but walk closely to see what was going on even though my nerves pulsed from the idea. I stood next to two older  women talking and whispering to each other as they stole a few glances ahead of me.

“Excuse me,” I said, my heart already pounding so fast from making contact with strangers. “What is happening over there?”

The woman with hazel eyes turned to look at me , and my hand sweated for a moment. She released a heavy sigh as she said. “They are back again.”

I raised a brow. “Who?”

“The imperials.”

“Witches still a pain in our ass,” the other woman sighed. “Never lying low.”

I turned my head as I tried to see through the crowds, curiosity always taking the best of me. They were crowded in front of—a house. It was barely a house since it had no door and the windows were shattered, shards of glass scattered against the cobblestoned ground. The other woman spoke so I turned to look at her. “They said the woman who lived here practised magic. And they are here to execute her.”

They are doing it again.

I nodded as I took a few glances at the scene. Then I decided to walk  my way out of the crowd. I had always been curious to what they did to them—magic wielders. Even though I didn’t truly agree with their methods and ways of thinking. The murmurs grew louder and gasps of shock flew in the air, and I shifted to see what was going on.

“He is here.”

“This is gonna be bad.”

Everyone started pointing fingers and hissing to each other.

What are they talking about?

I took a few steps closer as I struggled to walk my way through the distressed people. I spotted a man walking out of the door, hair as dark as the sky’s night as strands of it fell down his forehead in messy waves. He wore fancy clothes, I might’ve wondered about what their cost would be if I stole and sold them out. I wasn’t a thief, but if it were rich assholes whom I was stealing from, then it wouldn’t be that bad.

He held a sword in his hand as he walked gracefully as if he owned the place, chin high and shoulders broad—skies how tall was he? He stood outside the house, and when he pinned someone with a glare, I caught sight of his eyes. They gleamed under the sunlight, revealing a gray silvery shade that would take a bit of effort to stop looking at. He was the type of annoyingly handsome without even trying and his presence screamed wealthy noble.

Who is he?

I asked one of the men who stood and watched next to me.

“Who is this man?”

He stared at me, as if he thought I was joking. Seeing the confusion written all over my face, he leaned in and said. “That’s Polvris’ sword. Prince Louis Archer.”

My eyes widened at the realisation. So this is that bastard’s son.

Funny enough he didn’t look a bit like him. I had never met him before, nor had I seen his face anywhere. They said he had been wandering because of a mission, and it had been three years. He rarely went back to the castle. But when he did, it was because of his other mission. However this one consisted in finding the Fox’ eye. The third dark relic. I almost laughed at the realization. Master said the king had sent his son to look for the relics, and words said that he had found the third one. It was why we had to act faster, more impulsively.

A bunch of imperials strode out, one of them dragging someone on the floor. A woman, I realised. And a small boy walked behind them. He was crying and sniffing and the woman’s screams and beginnings mingled with the gasps of the crowd.

The prince stood in front of us all, his eyes trailing to the crowd. I cursed under my breath as I hid behind a man’s figure. I forgot I was supposed to go to the castle so there was no way I could get caught in this place. He couldn’t see me.

“This woman dared to break the rules by using magic which has been long forbidden,” he spoke, tone leathally cold and unwavering, and the whole world stilled.

“She not only broke the rule but she also considered our king’s orders a joke for her to make such an attempt.”

His gaze pierced the crowd like a plague, jaw tightening and he let it move over every single one. He was intimidating. And everyone crawled back a step at the sound of him.

The woman crawled in the ground, eyes filled with tears and clothes torn and dirty. She yelled, her voice cracking as she spoke.“Please. I didn’t do anything wrong,”

She begged and she turned her head to the young boy who stood there and cried.

“My son—he is sick. He has breathing difficulties due to an issue related to his blood veins and the cells that transport air gazes. He—the healer said his sickness is incurable,” her breathing hitched as tears fell down her cheeks like river, never ending.

“ I am a Nyxara,  I can heal the incurable—”she broke in the ground, cries of agony and despair filling the air. I couldn’t help but feel sympathy for her. She was desperate, and she had to do whatever it took for the person she cared about.

“The use of magic is strictly forbidden whatever the cause is,” the prince’s indifferent and heartless voice rang in my ear. I swallowed a lump that rose in my throat, feeling my back go rigid. The whole kingdom was insane if they didn’t spare those people. The king was insane. A monster. And I wasn’t surprised. Some of the people around me shook their heads in sympathy, others cursed the woman for being a damned witch. The magic wielders’ hate was excessive, especially after the Great Chaos. Everyone grew to blame them for what happened, choosing to hate the whole package instead of the one person responsible only.

The imperial grabbed the woman by the arm, making her wince in pain and dragged her against the ground . She screamed and yelled for help, calling her boy who cried as he watched his mother being taken away from him.

The sight made my heart slightly cave, and a part of me wanted to interfere, to tell him to stop this nonsense and leave her alone. But I couldn’t. And as much as I wanted to help her, I simply stood there and watched. Watched the prince turning his back on us, and walking away with grace, leaving the kid sobbing behind him. What a heartless bastard.

Not surprised by the fact that he was just like his father.

Once I took his beloved king away, he would understand how it felt like to lose a parent. Just the way he took the poor child’s mother and the way his father took mine.
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​Chapter 4: Louis
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“No—Please just let me go,” the woman’s begging echoed in my ear and I couldn't help but walk calmly, wearing the same mask I’d mustered for years. 

The crowds’ murmurs followed me behind, their whispers raising chills all over my skin.

They had to fear me. It was for the best.

The young boy’s crying begged me to stop, and turn around. But I just kept going. My legs feeling heavy with each step and my chest empty. The imperials followed me until we reached the end of the street, where two carriages were waiting for us.

“Stop crying you filthy witch!,” one of the imperials yelled, making the woman jump off her feet. He grabbed her chained hands with force, the woman almost lost composure, faltering with the wind, and pushed her forward. Two of the other imperials next to him started laughing as the woman tripped on her feet, her body shaking and her skin as pale as the winter snow.

I turned my back to them, giving a glance at the woman. The imperials straightened their composure and they stopped laughing. I took a few steps closer to them, and I could see the way their body tensed from the movement.

“What’s your name?,” I asked the one who insulted the woman, voice lethally calm and unchanged.

The imperial cleared his throat before saying. “Martin Pilaz, your highness.”

I nodded , my eyes still fixed on him and he couldn't help but look down. “One thing you must learn when you’re working for me, is to keep your mouth shut.” I said between gritted teeth. “Unless you want to leave the castle with your head in your palms, understood.”

It wasn’t a question, it was a statement. Putting him right in his place. He bowed immediately, sensing the way my face screamed threat. And he backed off. He had no right disgracing that woman , especially in front of me. Before being a witch, she was a human being who deserved respect.

The woman watched in silence , her eyes reddening from all the tears she shed. Then she looked at me , eyes pleading and throat bobbing. Help me.  She must’ve voiced in her mind. But I had no right doing so. It was the law who deemed her guilty. And she was just a mission. And all I had to do was bring her to the castle and see what the council would decide for her.

“Take her ,” I ordered the imperials who hurried and dragged her into the carriage.

It took us two hours to reach the castle , and all I had in mind was crawling to my room and staying there alone with no one to bother me. I stepped foot out of the carriage , eyeing the iron gate leading to the castle. My supposed to be home. I always wondered why the sight of it made my chest tighten and my breath vanish. It stopped being my home since the day my mother was gone. Everything changed since her death , we all did. I brushed away the memory of her as soon as a bunch of servants came welcoming us , bowing and unpacking a couple of stuff brought with us. The movement made me dizzy so I glanced at the woman brought with me. She looked anxious, considering how pale her face was. Her eyes widened as she eyed the people around her. She had to be scared of what was awaiting her. All those who had been taken for the illegal use of magic were either thrown in cells in Heisa Prison or killed. It depended on the council's word. It had been my mission to take care of the witches and magic wielders for years now. I was always the one to spread terror around them. It was the image I built over the years.

The unwavering prince, the sword of Polvris, heir to the throne. Known for his coldness and unforgiveness. I was out on a mission looking for one of the lost relics that history deemed important. One of the lost relics over the centuries. This one was called the fox’s eye.  It was an old bracelet, the shade of silver flames, that had been lost for hundreds of years and that I found recently after three years of searching in an old cave outside the kingdom. It was said to be an enchanted item that could detect lies. It turned to the colour crimson if the person wearing it lied, and it started burning into their skin. But if he told the truth, it stayed silver. Never thought of testing the stories. The darkness it brought made my back stiffen as it was.

The imperial took a step forward , holding the wooden book in his hand. I glanced at the woman who stood there and watched before ordering her to follow me.

The great door flew open and I took a few steps in, finding myself in the big hall of the castle. The woman walked behind me as two of the imperials followed her steps, hands landed on their swords in alarm and eyeing the woman in distrust. Even though witches were prohibited to practise any kind of magic, they still were a source of fear and anxiety for mundane. Their power was unpredictable, even though we have an old relic that could suppress their power for a slight time.

Nature was really something. Giving some of her people strong powers and creating some loopholes too. We couldn’t blame her. We all knew what incredible power could lead us too. We almost lost everything because of it, and we weren’t planning on losing more. I walked in, feeling the thick air beginning to strangle me. Servants looked past us, their prying eyes roaming around. They bowed slightly to me, before their eyes trailed to the woman standing behind and quickened their steps.

“My son,” the woman broke the suffocating silence , her tone wavering. “Will he be okay?”

My body tensed at the sound of it, unsureness flooding in my chest. I didn’t know what the council might decide regarding her fate. She used magic, true, but they might take her to prison for a couple of months and let her out. Or even worse, kill her. I didn’t  know if I had to tell her the truth or reassure her. So I just stayed silent.

A figure appeared a couple of feet away from us and I halted, watching her walk toward us with hurried steps.

“Your highness,” Lylith said to me, her eyes glimmering with interest. She was the royal witch of this kingdom, Lylith Larosa, the daughter of one of the wealthiest families in Polvris and the strongest witch there. She belonged to the royal court, and she was the king’s closest servant. She was the only witch and magic wielder in the kingdom to have the privilege to use her powers. But that privilege was restricted. She only used it to serve the kingdom. She was the one to deal with all magic matters , she guided us with information about the lost relics, and her bloodline also made the one that could detect magic around the kingdom. She was a Thalindra, a spell castor. But I never liked her.

“Lylith,” I said to her as a greeting.

“ You’re finally back,” she said, playing with her crimson curls between her fingers. Then she took a step closer to me, closing the distance between us, and placed her hand on my arm. “ The whole kingdom missed you so much.”

I shook my arm off, tucking my hands in my pockets. “I was out for my research and that was when my father asked me to come back as soon as possible because of an important matter. And on my way here, he told me that you detected a use of magic and I had to deal with it before coming here. And here I am.”

She sighed, then her hazel eyes halted behind me. She seemed to realise the woman standing there.

“Hello there.” Lylith smiled mischievously as she took a few steps closer to her, eyes gleaming with interest and amusement.

“So you are the one who broke the law and used magic without fearing the consequences,” She sighed, dramatically. “You stupid weaklings always try to pretend to be strong but when you fail you start asking for your life to be spared.”

The woman lowered her head , and my eyes trailed to her hands which she tried to stop them from trembling.

“Enough, Lylith,” I ordered, and she shifted to meet my gaze. “The council will decide what her punishment will be.”

Lylith rolled her eyes , eyeing the woman in disdain before turning to me and saying.

“You highness,”her eyes gleamed. “You must be so tired from this long trip. If you need any help relaxing or if you want to take your mind off something, I will gladly be of use. You know that, right?”

“I don’t,” I simply said , tone cold and indifferent. “ I need to speak to his majesty.”

She released a huff,  gripping the fabric of her red dress as she nodded.

“The box with the fox’s eye is with the imperial,” I glanced at him and he stopped forward , handing the wooden box to her. “You can take it to the  Forgotten Castle with the other relics.”

She opened the box , eyes glimmering at the sight of the magical relic. She had always had an obsession with those lost magical items, wanting to find them all. I still didn’t know how she managed to give me a list of the places where the fox’s eye could be in for the search.

She smirked as she said. “ Thank you, your majesty. Now, if you excuse me. Although I want nothing more than to spend my time with you, my prince, I have some important matters to deal with.”

Her smile dropped as she glanced at the woman with me. “Including her.”

Then she ordered the imperial to take the woman to a cell until the council's meeting and left with him.

I released a sigh of relief before making my way to the throne room located at the end of the hall. The two guards bowed slightly before opening the door for me, and I took a step in. The king sat on his throne, eyes assessing a couple of papers held in his hands. His attention directed to me as soon as the door flew wide open. His blue eyes met with mine , leaving the papers. “ You’re back, prince Louis,” he said to me before getting up from the throne.

His tone the same, not realising we hadn’t seen each other for a while. The same indifferent figure he had always mastered. A king, but never a father. I was used to it, to tell the truth. It had been the same way since the queen’s death. Her absence had changed us all. But I always got frustrated with myself, about the reason for me still looking for the  glimpses of the man he used to be behind the one who was standing in front of me. Only to end up being disappointed by finding none.

“Yes, your majesty,” I said, tone unwavering. I couldn’t remember when I started calling him your majesty instead of father. Looking at it now , I couldn't seem to bring myself to say it again. Somehow the word felt heavy on my tongue.

Brushing the memories of old time away, I said. “ You asked me to hurry up with my mission and come back as soon as possible. You said there was an important matter you wanted to discuss with me.”

“Ah, yes,” the king said as he took a few steps toward the arched window of the room. He stood there, eyes roaming through it. He seemed—distracted. And worried. It wasn’t like him, and I knew something was wrong.

“Your majesty?,” I asked, standing right behind him, my brows arched and waiting for a response.

“There was a problem,” he said , eyes never leaving the window. “ Our men tried solving it. However, they failed. And I want this matter to be done. And only you, could do it.”

Now I’m worried.

“What problem?,” I asked, concern already rising deep in me.

“An assassin has been killing people for five years. And he still hasn’t been caught.”

My eyes fought to widen, but I remained still.

What is he talking about? What assassin?

He turned his back to me , his ocean eyes mirroring a storm behind them. And he truly looked worried, that explained everything. The situation was bad.

“Why didn’t you tell me?,” I searched through his eyes, waiting for a response.

He sighed , I could clearly see the exhaustion from this close distance behind the dark circles reigning under his eyes.

“You were away for three years, investing yourself in the fox’s eye and the training. I thought Lord Marcus was going to handle it quickly and find him. So we didn’t want any talk to get out to our people, hearing about some man who has been going around killing people will bring chaos to the kingdom. And the fact that we still haven’t caught him yet—,” he ran his fingers through his beard. “Words are already wandering. People are suspecting it to be a serial assassin, and not normal disappearances. It is a problem.”

“You want me to find him,” I said, hundreds of thoughts circling in my head.

“You will find him, prince Louis,” the king’s command rang like drums in my ear.

“Yes, your majesty,” I said before taking my leave out of the throne room.

My mind was overflowing with thoughts, feeling like a chaotic storm, each thought smacking into the other. I didn’t know such a thing happened, and the king made it convincing enough that everything was okay. Turned out there was a psycho assassin who had been going around killing people. I thought this day couldn’t get any worse. Funny enough, it actually did. And now I had to find whoever he was.

Not to mention my mission inside the kingdom wasn’t fruitful at all and I achieved nothing regarding my true purpose. It had been years now, working alone and secretly to find it. But nothing came out. I used every chance I got to search for it, I had read every book I got my hands on and I even used my position as a prince to get the permission of looking in the Magnificent Library, the library that had been closed for years since the abolishment of magic under the pretext of wanting to have more informations about the relics. Whenever I was sent looking for the lost magical relics, I used the opportunity to look for it. But it was nowhere to be found. I wonder where the hell did she hide it?

“Brother!,” a voice pulled me out of my thoughts as I spotted Violet running so fast toward me. I smiled brightly for the first time in a while. Violet was the only one who could make me smile in this world, engulf me with her warmth, the only person I had left. My pretty younger sister. She was still smiling as she ran and jumped on me.

“Wooh—,” I chuckled as she threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly, or perhaps strangling me.

“Welcome back Louis,” she smiled so brightly , her blue eyes glimmering with excitement and joy as strands of gold cascaded down her forehead. She finally let go of me, interlocking her arm with mine.

“The castle was so boring without you,” she released a long sigh.

I laughed , genuinely.  “The last time I saw you,” I pretended to think. “You called me an annoying bastard.”

She burst out a laugh smacking my arm. “Oh don’t worry, I still think you are. You’re just the least annoying one of all the people in here.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle , my chest finally loosening up for a bit. Then I looked at her,  grinning. “I missed you too Vi.”

We walked together until we reached the royal garden , talking and laughing with each other.

“So, you found the fox’s eye didn’t you?,” Violet said with a grin full of pride.

“I did ,” my eyes trailed to the drill yard behind the garden as I spotted a couple of soldiers training out there. “I already handed it to Lylith.”

Violet rolled her eyes, releasing a puff and I chuckled at the sound of it.

“You really are making it obvious that you don't like her,” I said to her , doing my best to hide the laugh trying to escape my throat.

“Even better,” she said with disdain. “That woman is unbelievable.”

She shook her head,  flusteration written all over her face. “ I really can’t understand why you’re turning a blind eye on her nasty motives.”

“What nasty motives?”

“Let me think. Oh, right. The fact that she has been trying to make herself the next queen?”

I laughed, which earned me a glare from her. “Seriously speaking though, Louis. She is so obvious with her actions. What a wicked woman. Not only that she is twenty five years old, and she is trying to mess with a nineteen year old.”

“What’s wrong with that?,” I  teased her for a bit. “You like Mathew who is nineteen years old and you’re just sixteen.”

She hit me with her elbow. “Shut up, you smartass. But at least I like Mathew not her !”

My grin was wide, seeing the way the hatred toward Lylith swallowed her face.

“Enough about her now. I am looking for Lord Marcus. Has he come to the castle today?"

She thought for a moment before saying. “ I think I saw him a bit earlier. He was heading to the morgue with two or three men. I wonder what he might be doing there.”

“Alright then. I shall get going,” I said before giving her a goodbye hug. I hurried my steps, making my way to the morgue. No one usually went to the morgue, only for really important matters. And it was about the assassin’s case. Considering Violet’s confusion, she must not have known about it. The king really knew how to hide things so well. Pretending that everything  was okay and nothing was wrong. I would’ve known best.

I hurried down the stairs, until I found myself standing in front of a wooden door. I cracked it open and stepped in.

This place had always been suffocating somehow. A room made of four walls with no slight sunlight to slither in. No wonder it was barely used. When I entered, three men were already talking , their backs not facing me as they crowded discussing something. When they acknowledged my presence, they turned their heads to meet my stare. Quickly, they bowed and greeted me.

“Your highness, welcome back.”

I nodded as I carefully walked in, they stepped out of my path, making my way. And that was when I saw a dead body spread on top of a table made of glass. A body of a man, clothes ripped and skin so pale it turned into the shade of blue. He looked like he had been dead for not so while.

I walked carefully and my eyes trailed to it. His body was covered in bruises , the evidence of a brutal fight. And then I spotted his chest pierced with a sharp weapon right in the middle of his heart spot. A sword, perhaps? No, it wasn’t a sword. The length of the stab was smaller. It was probably a dagger or a knife. I turned around the table, when something caught my attention. He was sliced in both of his knees. Not deep ones, but enough to make him lose composure.

“Your highness,” a voice made me turn my head to meet its owner.

“You’re back,” Lord Marcus walked in , his eyes trailing to my face then the body. That was when his gaze shifted.

“The king must’ve informed you about me stepping in for this case, right?,” I  crossed my arms against my chest.

“He did, fortunately,” he laughed bitterly.

“Now I want to hear the details about all this,” I waved my hand to the body.

“Well...” Marcus said as he took a few steps closer. “This is Zeyn Lopez, he used to be an imperial at the castle. He was found dead in the alley near his house in Thorne. By looking at the corpse, he must’ve been dead for three or two days.”

I raised a brow. “And?”

“And—,” he struggled,  trying to speak , then glanced  at  the three man standing in front of me.

“This is all you got?,” I felt the frustration rising deep inside of me , and I tried my best to stay calm.

“We don’t know who the shadow assassin is,” one of the men spoke.

“The shadow assassin?,” I asked, confused at first.

Marcus said. “ People and—we call him the shadow assassin. Since, well,  the man moves like the shadows and kills in the dark.”

“The man?,” I asked them. “How do you know it’s a man?”

Marcus chuckled. “Of course it’s a man. Someone with these kinds of skills and tactics can’t be a woman.”

The three men laughed alongside him , as if what he just said was the funniest joke they’ve heard.

I mustered a smile. “Oh now I understand why you still haven’t caught the assassin. With this mindset, I’m pretty sure you never will.”

They stopped laughing under the weight of my glare. I released a frustrated sigh as I said. “Let’s start with this. How many victims did you find?”

The man with the dark hair said. “ Twenty five, your highness.”

Twenty five? This assassin is something else indeed.

“When did it all start happening?”

“Five years ago,  your highness.”

“And what have you been doing for five years? Absolutely nothing.”

I sighed before adding. “These victimes, what do they have in common? They must be related somehow.”

“Thirteen of them were imperials and guards. Twelve of them were random people. Some rich, some poor. But they were all men. Never a woman.”

Now that’s interesting.

Marcus explained. “And they were all found in different places. The last person, Zeyn , was found three days ago in one of  Throne’s alleys. A woman was passing by one morning and spotted him laying on the ground.”

“What about this assassin? How can no one spot him anytime?,” I asked as I felt that I was trapped in a circle with no way out of it.

“The culprit is really intelligent. As if he planned every single murder, with the perfect time and place.”

I rubbed my temple, exhaustion already claiming me as its prey.

“I will search more about this,” I said firmly. “This situation can’t last longer.”

They all nodded as they started talking to each other , discussing some things. We talked for a couple of hours , them giving me more details about the case , information about each victim and the timing and location of each murder. They basically did nothing in the last five years , so we had to start from zero. We didn’t know when the assassin would make another move, and we couldn't just sit and wait until another person got killed. So the first order I made was to strengthen the security system in the kingdom, letting more imperials wander. But we had to think of something really quickly.

Dizziness had already started revealing its claws on me, and my eyelids felt heavy. I haven’t had much of sleep in the last days, too focused on finding the fox’s eye and looking for answers to my questions. The questions that had been eating me alive for years now. And everything with the woman that I was told to bring for using magic and now, this. It was too much, even for someone like me.

I walked my way out of the morgue , my chest heavy and mind bouncing. I wanted nothing but lay down and close my eyes for a second. Maybe that way I can forget about everything around me. All the burden weighing me down and all the responsibilities and duties I had to fulfil. Just like that.

“You’re back,”my head lifted at the sound of his voice.

“Uncle,” I said bitterly, cursing under my breath for the worst timing he chose to show up in front of me.

“Welcome back,” he smiled , as his hand landed on my shoulder.

“Thank you.”

We weren’t really close, so I thought I’d take my chances on leaving since I had already greeted him, but he made me halt—gripping my arm.

I furrowed a questioning brow, and he said. “The king wants to see you again. He has something important to tell you about.”

Again? Didn’t I just meet him hours ago?

I nodded, thanking him for letting me know and I paced down the hall , heading toward the throne room. My legs felt heavy from the exhaustion and I prayed that it was nothing this time.

When I walked in , he was sitting on his desk , eyes quickly meeting mine as soon as I stepped in. I cleared my throat, before saying. “Heard you wanted to see me, your majesty.”

He smiled at me, a weak one , before taking off his glasses.”Ah, yes. I had something to tell you and I forgot earlier.”

I cocked my head, waiting for him to speak.

“Tomorrow,  we have a guest coming.”

A guest? Who is it?

“ She will be coming by tomorrow morning. And we will have dinner together. So, be ready to welcome her. I already informed everyone about her arrival.”

“ Her?”

“Yes, Prince Louis. Tomorrow,  Stefan Rachel’s daughter will be coming to the castle.”
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​Chapter 5: Aurora
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The sun poured through my window.

I could feel its rays caressing my face so I opened my eyes slowly and stared at the ceiling. Today would be a very long and hard day. Today my revenge began.

I got out of bed and went to the bathroom. I could feel the warm water running down my body, calm and sincere. Then when I finished, I stared at myself in the mirror.

Today, I would be Aurora Rachel. The perfect sweet lovely daughter with dead parents. The noble lady. But what they wouldn’t know was that this sweet lady would be their ending.Their misery. Their downfall. They don't know that they are taking to their home a wolf that would rip them all apart. A wolf disguised in sheep's clothing.

I took the hair brush and started combing my hair and styling it. I had to look like a lady. I had to be so convincing that they all let their guards down. I vowed to turn the palace into ash. To end the king and his whole bloodline and to slaughter every person who had been responsible for my misery.
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