
        
            
                
            
        


[image: A book cover with a black background

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]







First published by Geetha Krishnan 2025 

Copyright © 2025 by Niranjan K 

 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, digital, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission. 

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental. 

Niranjan K (Geetha Krishnan) asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work. 

No part of this text or cover design may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any database for the purpose of training any model to generate text, including without limitation, technologies capable of generating works in the same style or genre without the author’s express permission to do so. The distributor from which this text was obtained does not retain the right to sublicense, reproduce, or use this text or cover design for the purpose of training such generative text or art platforms without the author’s express permission.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book. 

This text is the sole product of the author’s imagination and creativity and has not been knowingly influenced by the assistance of or generated by the use of generative text commonly referred to as artificial intelligence or large language model. The cover art is likewise the product of the creativity of the artist listed below and has not been knowingly influenced by or generated in part or in whole by any generative imagery algorithm.

 

Editing by Fair Editions 

Cover Design by Cangxxe Graphics 

Formatted by Fair Editions

Interior Graphics by Etheric Tales

Human Creativity Logo by Conrad Altmann

 

[image: A logo with a brain and text

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

 

 

 

Dedication

To pella,

You are missed more than you know

 


 

CONTENT NOTES

THIS BOOK CONTAINS THE FOLLOWING CONTENT THAT COULD BE DISTURBING TO SOME READERS

 

DEATH, MURDER

BLOOD, VIOLENCE

PREGNANCY, NAUSEA, VOMITING

DRUGS

TRAUMA, PTSD

BETRAYAL

GUN VIOLENCE

ASSAULT WITH A WEAPON

FIRE, BURNING
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TABLE OF CONTENTS

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Thirteen

Epilogue

 

 


A NOTE ON THE UNITS OF TIME 

Smaller units of time are measured as follows:

 

A line would be equivalent to a moment.

A note would equal a seventy lines.

A piece is approximately eighty lines.

 

 

A week has seven days in it.

 

Brightday

Darkday

Lightday

Nightday

Starday

Moonday

Sunday
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SYLVANIA LOOKED AROUND, making certain that she was alone, and that no one had seen her before casting the spell that would transport her to the forest glade outside their lands. The forest belonged to no one, which made it easy for her to meet Leymon there. As long as no one knew, it was fine. 

What if someone found out? What would she and Leymon do?

Sylvania suppressed that voice. Everyone expected her to marry a Cailern, as had been the tradition. Yet, she had fallen in love with a Halvard, and that too the son of the Halvard Chief. If anyone found out…

What if they did? She was the Queen, and there was nothing anywhere in their laws which forbade her from marrying someone she chose. Yes, the council would make a lot of noise, and there would be a bit of unpleasantness in store for her, but that was all. They couldn’t prevent her, except–

Leymon would be the Halvard Chief someday, and what would happen then? The Halvard hated magic, and the Cailern were creatures of magic. How could they be together when neither of them could leave their respective positions? Sylvania frowned. It was something that had been growing in her mind of late. She ought to talk to Leymon about it. 

Her heart sped up as she saw him waiting for her under the tree where they usually met. She hurried towards him, her steps seeming as light as air, but he saw her and came towards her, meeting her halfway.

“What is it?” he asked, his hand touching her cheek tenderly. “Something’s on your mind.”

She looked at him, the concern in the green eyes, and leaned in to kiss him. He knew her so well, and she didn’t know how it was that he could read her at a glance. But she had no idea how to put in words the fears that daily grew in her. Not anymore than the way her heart seemed to swell with joy at his sight. 

“There is something,” she said. “But I don’t know how to say it.”

“Try,” he said. “I won’t misunderstand, I promise. It’s me, Sylvania. You can say anything to me. You know that.”

She did. He was more than the man she loved; he was her friend, her confidante, the one who knew her better than anyone. 

“I am worried about the future,” she said, taking the plunge. “Our future, Leymon. We are both supposed to lead our people, and while the Halvard and Cailern had not been at odds previously, there are always tensions between our peoples. I don’t know how we can ever have a future together when neither of us is free to leave our positions, our responsibilities.”

He said nothing for a line, pursing his lips and looking away. She kept watching him, her heart racing and mouth dry. 

“I can’t make any promises for the future,” he said finally. “I can’t promise that our people won’t mind or that their objections are irrelevant.” He looked at her, face grave. “But I will promise you this. Whatever the future may bring us, I will stand by you, Sylvania. You can come to me with anything, for anything, and I will always stand by you.”

The sincerity in his tone was unmistakeable, and she knew him well enough to know that he wouldn’t have spoken such words if he didn’t mean them. His words were a balm to her soul, and they soothed her. She still had her doubts and her fears, but with him at her side, there wasn’t anything she had to dread confronting. Together, they would be able to face anything.

“How do you do that?” she murmured. “Make me feel better just with a few words?”

“Oh, Sylvania.” He looked into her eyes, a smile on his face. “I would do anything for you. You don’t know what you mean to me, just how much you mean to me.” 

She could believe it; she saw it in his eyes, in the way he held her, as if she was something precious that he couldn’t let go. Even with all the famed Halvard strength, he had never even gripped her too tight. Even when they made love, he had been gentle, considerate, more focussed on her pleasure than his own. Sometimes, Sylvania had a desire to pinch herself to ensure that this was not a dream, that he was real, and that he loved her. 

That they had both been so lucky as to find each other. 

“So, what’s new with your father?” she asked. 

Leymon had a strained relationship with his father, and though he never openly expressed his actual feelings, she knew how much it bothered him. She also knew that he would never talk about it if she didn’t ask, because for some reason he couldn’t seem to understand that she could be concerned about his life and his relationship with his father. 

What a silly man! When she told him everything about herself, to hold himself back, as if he were lesser! 

He shrugged. “He’s not happy with me, but then what’s new? Feirin and Seidor are trying to keep the peace between us, but it’s not making much of a difference. My father has some set ideas in his head, and one of them is that I’m not a good enough son or successor.” Leymon’s lips twisted. “As if he even knows me. He was never there, and now he acts like I’ve disappointed him somehow.”

“I’m sorry,” Sylvania said softly, placing a hand on his arm. “Your father is wrong to treat you like this. He should be proud of you. You’re a better man than he can ever comprehend.”

He took her hand and turned to draw her into his arms, holding her. 

“I’m sorry,” he murmured. “It’s insensitive of me to talk of my problems with my father when you… I’m so sorry, Sylvania.”

Sylvania could barely remember her father, though she knew what had happened to him. With most people, she pretended she could barely remember him, but here, with this man, there was never any need of pretence. 

“I miss him,” she said. “I wish I had the power to change the laws, to enable him to return… But Leymon, just because I miss my father, is no reason for you to hold your troubles to yourself. Aren’t we going to share our lives? Doesn’t that mean joys as well as sorrows?”

“I would rather have you joyful and take all your sorrows to myself,” he said.

“And can’t I feel the same way?” she asked, touching his cheek. “Are we not one now? Must we hide from each other?”

He kissed her palm. “Never, my love,” he said. “We will never need to hide from each other.”

Before Sylvania could respond, someone burst into the clearing. A Halvard woman, and she looked frantic, face pale, strands of hair coming loose from the thick braids around her head, and eyes full of panic. She was beautiful, even in her panic. 

“Sykis!” Leymon exclaimed. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

Sylvania stared at the other woman in surprise. She knew who Sykis was. Leymon’s childhood friend, the one who was closest to him. Sylvania had wished to meet her, just as she wished to meet Feirin. Well, she had met Feirin once, but that was before she knew Leymon, so it didn’t count. The wizard had impressed her with his acuity and perception. 

“Leymon!” Sykis panted, and her eyes shifted to Sylvania. “Queen.” She bowed. “I wish we were meeting under pleasanter circumstances.”  

She stepped closer to Leymon, and Sylvania took a few steps back to give them their privacy. Sykis was as tall as Leymon, and she whispered something in his ears. Sylvania saw his face grow pale, and his eyes turn to where she was standing. A spike of fear lodged itself in her as Leymon’s expression became smooth, almost blank. She hated it when he got like that. He did that to hide, and he had just promised that they would never hide from each other. 
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