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Abedyssa (ah-beh-dee-ssuh) – abbess

Abekirku (ah-beh-kir-koo) – abbey / monastery

Akanottya (ah-cah-noh-tee-ah) – a belligerent tribe in Wolfsmere 

Argentärie (ahr-jenn-taah-ree-eh) – a genetic trait common in those of Isäntä descent, believed to be a blood disease

Aureelainen (ah-oo-reeh-lie-nan) – family name

Aurinkaa (au-reen-kaah) – sun deity worshipped in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

Asuntuo (Ah-zoon-too-oh) – training and living facilities for the Luvarii, existing throughout Finamörie and Borode

Avayn (ah-vein) – key

Asra (aah-zruh) – first name

Bergantyne (bur-gun-teen) – musical instrument akin to a violin

Blayne (as in Blane) – first name

Borode (boh-rode) - continent

Byrren (bee-run) – a root that is powdered and used to combat fevers and infections

Chaliddmey (kah-leed-may) – bush of fragrant leaves, like rosemary

Cauculasie (cau-coo-lah-see-uh) – a race of pirates, the bay where they have their headquarters, Cauculasie Bay, situated on a continent south of Borode, that of Evrolenn

Cirramin (see-rah-meen) – a fragrant plant, whose flowers are good for brewing tisanes

Col (as in Cole) – first name

Curmissia (coor-mee-see-ah) – a citrus fruit, similar to oranges

Crulise (croo-leess) – an ocean

Dalsen (dahl-sun) – a sweet berry

Darisel (dah-ree-zehl) – first name

Dayne (as in Dane) – first name

Delegoiida (Deh-leh-goi-duh) – the government’s representative adjudicated to small villages and hamlets, responding to the Pormestri of the nearest town.

Drydth (dreeth) – a lake in Finamörie

Duchy of Eclaterre (eh-clah-teh-rruh) – one of the duchies in Borode 

Duchy of Gerimaur (ge-ree-ma-uur) – one of the duchies in Borode

Duchy of Iseukenia (ee-zoo-keh-niah) – one of the duchies in Borode

Duchy of Osagga (oh-zah-guh) – one of the duchies in Borode

Duchy of Wolfsmere (wolfs- meere) – one of the duchies in Borode

Durnissa (door-nee-sa) – meat pasty

Evadel (eva-dehl) – first name

Felder (fehl-dur) - a fruit similar to grapes 

Finamörie (fee-nah-moh-rieh) - an island east of Borode, now an independent domain, but once part of Wolfsmere

Fluhsel (floo-zehl) – musical instrument akin to a flute

Frosttide (frost-tide) season akin to winter

Furholmen (Foor-hol-man) – family name

Gronter (Gron-tur) – ornamental bush, with very bright green leaves

Hageshi (hah-geh-shee) – first name

Haikal (hai-kahl) – a swimming mammal akin to a very large dolphin

Halla Hovi (hah-luh hoh-vee) – throne room in the Valinsarvii Isänteö

Halla Prinsessa (hah-luh prin-ceh-ssah) – ice princess, frost princess

Halla Prinssi (hah-luh prin-see) – ice prince, frost prince

Harppu (har-poo) – very large fish, that lives in rivers and lakes on Finamörie and Wolfsmere 

Harvesttide (harvest-tide) – season akin to autumn

Herra(heh-rah) – formal mode of address, akin to Mr, used in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

Herranii (heh-rah-nee) – formal mode of address imparted to the rulers of Finamörie equivalent to king

Herrin(heh-reen) – formal mode of address, akin to Mrs. or Miss, used in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

Herrinaa (heh-reen-ah) – formal mode of address imparted to rulers of Finamörie, equivalent to queen

Isäntä (ee-zan-tuh) – wardens

Jäät(as in yet) – deity associated with ice and frost worshipped in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

Järvien (yer-vien) – village by the Drydth

Jokirapp (yoh-kee-rahp) – a type of crayfish native to the Drydth region

Jhula Valoij (yoo-luh vah-loy) – a Finamörian and Wolfsmeran celebration akin to Christmas

Kaakoa (Cah-coo-aah) a dark brown powder akin to chocolate

Karys (cuh-reess) – first name

Kayne (as in cane) – first name

Kanelia (cah-neh-lee-uh) – a spice similar to cinnamon

Kestaminstri (kes-tuh-mins-tree) – village by the Drydth

Kettujen (keh-too-djen) – a species of large, feral foxes, native to Finamörie

Klod (clode) – wild berry, similar to seljann, found in wooded areas at some altitude, around Wolfsmere and the northern part of Finamörie

Kottwing (caught-wing) – a type of bird

Kuunvali (coon-vah-lee) – deity associated with the moon, worshipped in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

L’Etoyle (leh-too-ah-luh)

Lokien, lokiens (loh-kee-uns) – sea bird similar to seagulls

Lotta (loh-tah) – first name

Ludol (loo-doll) – village by the Drydth

Lyria (lee-ree-uh) – first name

Lyvstatt (lee-ves-taht) – a plant whose seeds have calming properties, akin to morphine

Maici (mah-ee-see) – edible cereal, akin to corn

Maisteri (maiss-tuh-ree) – formal address code for men of higher classes and male school teachers, in Wolfsmere and Finamörie

Maisterina (maiss-tuh-ree-nah) – formal address code for women of higher classes and for female school teachers

Manticressiiä (mun-tee-cress-ee-ah) – a snake with several heads

Mäntimetsä (mun-tee-meh-tsah) – wooded area in the north of Finamörie

Marsond (mar-sohnd) – an ocean

Merine de Saurel (me-rri-nuh duh soh-rrehl)

Metsyehn (meh-tsee-ehne) – a clan of nomadic peoples

Novisii (Noh-vee-sie) – the group of teachers and instructors at the Abekirku of Sylverspire

Oberyl(owe-buh-reel)

Ominna (oh-mee-nah) - fruit akin to an apple

Pokkuorin (poh-coo-oh-reen) – a type of bush

Pormestri (pohr-mehs-tree) – mayor

Pormestrisa (pohr-mehs-treezah) – city hall

Rökye (roh-kee) – a thin cylinder of finely cut herbs and weeds rolled into special paper, akin to a cigarette

Ruukin (roo-kien) – a cereal akin to rye

Ruukin water – a drink akin to whisky

Sauraamo (sau-raah-moo) – a plant, with golden flowers

Saurelainen (sau-ruh-lie-nan)

Sedaïta (seh-day-tuh) – protector of the nobility

Seedingtide (seeding-tide) – season akin to Spring

Seitseme Lapsenn (Sight-seh-meh Lah-psehn) – seventh child 

Seitseme lapsenn fum a seitseme lapsenn (sight-seh-meh lah-psehn foom a sight-seh-meh lah-psehn) – seventh son of a seventh son/ seventh child of a seventh child

Seljann (sell-ee-un) – wild berry, found on most wooded areas around Finamörie

Silmä (seal-mah) – eye

Simpukatï (seem-poo-kah-tee) – a kind of clam native to the Drydth region

Sorren (soh-run) – wild leafy bush, found in wooded areas at some altitude, around Wolfsmere and the northern part of Finamörie

Sohturii (soh-too-ree) - warrior

Suntide (sun-tide) – season akin to Summer

Surmesterin (soor-mehs-tuh-reen) – the highest ranking Luvarii in an Asuntuo

Tabel (teh-bul) – game of carved dice

Tähteä (tah-teea) – stars

Talen (as in talon)

Thäthianyste (tah-tee-ah-nees-tuh) – a seed similar to star anise

Toine de Flermontot (tuah-nuh duh fleh-rr-mon-toh)

Tuhli (too-lee) fire deity worshipped in Finamörie and Wolfsmere 

Tuonien (too-oh-niun) – range of mountains in central Finamörie

Turmella (toor-meh-luh) – a flower that induces visions

Turmiel (toor-mee- ehl)

Tuulo (too-loh) – river in Finamörie

Ushu (oo-shoo) – a bush whose leaves are used in tisanes

Uusi Kaupari (oo-see kau-pah-reeh) – New Kaupari

Vael (as in veil)

Valeri (vuh-leh-ree)

Valinsarvii Isänteö (vah-leen-sahr-vee ee-zun-teh-oh) – the Isäntä fortress in Finamörie

Valteri (vahl-teh-ree)

Valtamehr (Vahl-tuh-mear as in wear) - Deity associated with the water worshipped in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

Valyo (vah-lee-oh) – champion, chosen one

Vanyan Sea (vah-nee-uhn) – a sea south of Finamörie and Borode

Varesyan Sea (vuh-reh-sian) – a sea between Finamörie and Borode

Vayne (as in vain)

Vesy (veh-zee) – sea deity associated with water, worshipped in Finamörie and Wolfsmere

Vyonde (vay-on-dee) – low bush with fragrant purple flowers

Yilen (iy-lehn) – the palace guard of Finamörie's capital

Ylin (y-leen) – the overseer of Finamörie, not really a king, more of a vice roy.

Yksi ja ainö Halla Prinssi, nei Prinsessa vastaa hän istuimellansaa, nei laamöst sisalaa hän sydän (eek-see yah ai-noh hah-luh prin-see, nay prin-ceh-ssah vah-stah hen iss-too-ee-meh-lun-sah, nay lah-moh-st see-zuh-lah hen see-den) – line from an old Finamörie song, meaning “The one and only Prince of Frost, no Princess on his throne, nor warmth within his heart.”

Sea of Hate - Jervii Vihamielisyys

Sea of Fear – Jervii Pelkko

Sea of Greed – Jervii Ahneus

Sea of Ignorance – Jervii Tymhyys

Sea of disease – Jervii Sairaaus

Sea of senselessness – Jervii Tiperyys

Sea of Sacrifice – Jervii Uhraaminen
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“Linnéa, a word, if you please.”

Karys gulped a breath, hid behind a swathe of gold-coloured velvet curtains, heart stomping like mad. She'd been trying to avoid the Luvarii, but ended up running into Silke Orselund of all people? What could the woman want with Linnéa, at this hour, when Vael's life stood on the brink and the healer was far too busy trying to find an antidote for a poison not even Silke knew what it was? Sensing this was a conversation she must listen to, Karys softly pressed the ledger on the wall, a hidden door opening just enough for her to pass through and hide where no one would see her, but where she could hear every word spoken on that corridor.

“Make it fast, Silke, there's a batch of books I need to study, if I'm to find the cure for this forsaken poison.” 

There was a hiss of deep anger in Linnéa's voice, bringing a shudder out of Karys. She moved to the right inside the wall, where a tiny hole had been drilled and obscured beneath a large painting. Now, she could watch as well as listen.

“I have my most trusted apprentices looking in on it, fret not. Just keep the boy alive, soon we'll find the remedy. This is urgent.”

“What can I help you with?”

“Did your husband ever mention what exactly happened in Kaupari, the day his family was massacred?”

Karys stood to attention, Vael had many times spoken of that day, his hatred for Iluäri of Telmark patent through every word. She wondered what Valteri had told his wife.

“Of course he has, in detail.”

“And he is certain all the Saurelainen perished there, but for him, Valeri and Vael?”

Linnéa paused, just briefly, a hesitation someone who didn't know her as well as Karys might overlook. Something was afoot; the healer was hiding information from the Luvarii. But then again, weren't they doing the same? Linnéa had confided having little doubt the attack on Vael had come from the sect inside the Luvarii who wished to see him dead, and who'd already tried something of the kind back in Ulneä.

“Yes,” the healer finally replied. “They're all dead. Why do you ask?”

The Luvarii grabbed Linnéa by an arm, pulled her closer to the wall behind which Karys hid. The girl shuffled backwards; as if afraid she might be seen.

“There's word going round... that the Valyo has started locking the seven seas.”

Linnéa's gasp was loud, hiding the sound of Karys's own hiss. The Valyo? How come, if he was on the brink of dying? Her hand covered lips that almost let out a shriek, as realisation dawned upon her. Vael had always been so sure Vayne hadn't died that day, only fled Finamörie. Might he be back now? Moving closer to the wall, she pressed her ear against the tiny hole.

“The Valyo? What does that mean?”

“Either someone's impersonating him, doing flashy magic in order to fool the people and maybe amass some coin, Silke's voice was laced with anger, “or there's one Saurelainen who did not die that day, and it's the Saurelainen marked as the Valyo when Vael became the Avayn.”

“No, the boy died. Talk to Iluäri yourself, according to Vael, she's very adamant the child was killed on the day of the fire rains.”

“I have talked to her; she's convinced Vayne Saurelainen died ten years ago. But then, what are these rumours?”

“I don't know, we must see to it. Or you must see to it, Silke, I have enough on my plate already. Would that the real Valyo was alive, he could come here and save Vael. I'm sure someone inside the Asuntuo must know what kind of poison this is, the attack has to have come from there.”

“Keep trying, I'll keep asking around. In the meantime, I'll send some trusted Luvarii to find this impostor, bring him here, we can sort him together.”

“You do that. Now, let me back to my work.”

“Make haste, Linnéa, we cannot afford to lose the boy.”

The sound of footsteps moving in opposite directions assured Karys she was alone. Leaning against the cold wall, she took one deep breath, steadied her heart. Vael had been her only hope, all this time, he'd been the light at the end of the tunnel, the torch that kept her from getting lost in the darkness of the bleak future ahead. He risked everything for her safety and didn't even know it, risked his very life just by claiming to be the chosen one. If Vayne was alive, they both stood a chance at survival, and what better way for the Valyo to prove himself than by coming to the palace and healing the Avayn in front of the Ylin? But how was she to make sure this happened? Silke and Linnéa wouldn't let him live, whether it was Vayne or not. Valteri would never know, Valeri either, and most especially, Vael would be kept in the dark, were he to survive this wound that was slowly sapping him of life.

There was nothing more to it, she must take matters into her own hands. Who could she trust? If she went to Valteri, he'd speak to Linnéa, who had her husband wrapped around her finger. If she took it to the Ylin, would her uncle listen? What of Valeri? He was Commander of the Yilen, could demand a contingent of his men go check the veracity of this rumour. Her mind made up, Karys grabbed the length of her skirts and ran down the hidden corridor behind the walls. This route would deliver her close to her uncle's office of state, she'd demand he saw her; Lauri usually complied whenever she barged in and interrupted his work. Slowing her pace down, she counted the flagstones beneath her feet, the scarce light entering through the ventilation openings on top of the wall barely enough for Karys to see her way. On the fourth flagstone, she halted, pressed a hand against the rough surface before her, prodding it gently until she came upon a handle. Pulling it, a hidden door cracked open just a sliver. A side corridor, one that opened onto the large double doors that would land her where she wanted: the wide hallway leading to the Ylin's office.

Darting backwards in the right direction, Karys composed her hair, her dress, pressed the veils around her face lower so they hid her eyes. Then, throwing the heavy doors wide, she stepped through, the two guards standing each side of the entrance blocking her path by crossing their spears. Once they realised who it was, both men retreated, bowed down, allowing her entrance.

Not bothering with them, Karys advanced to the smaller door at the end of the hallway, averting the sight of all those men positioned along the corridor, ready to strike at the smallest threat, ready to give their lives for their Ylin. Would they have done the same for her, if ever she came to stand in her uncle's position, as was his want? She stopped in front of the door, a high-ranking guard standing before it, red helmet hiding his face. But Karys knew the posture well enough, the slender waist, the muscled legs, the long arms. She'd hoped to find him here, had little doubt of it, in fact. Where the Ylin was, Valeri Saurelainen would never be far. Her lips twitched into a smile, as the Commander of the Yilen pried his head free from the helmet.

“Maisterina, is all well with my brother?” he asked, worry seeping through every word.

“I must speak to you and my uncle, Val,” Karys whispered. “It's important.”

Valeri gestured one of the many soldiers standing guard, the man darted forward, ready to take over the Commander's position. With one quick knock to the door, Val then opened it, beating heels against each other and covering his sternum with a rounded fist, in salute of the Ylin.

“My lord,” he said, voice gruff and official. “Maisterina Karys asks for an audience.”

She peered round his shoulder, saw the look in her uncle's eyes soften as they met Valeri's. One of these days those two would be caught red-handed, rumours of their involvement spreading about, placing them at risk.

“Enter,” the Ylin replied, and Valeri ushered Karys inside, closing the door behind him.

She ran to her uncle's desk, unable to hide the wild mix of fear and hope from flooding her face. “Rumours are spreading,” she whispered, both Valeri and the Ylin bending closer to her so they could hear. “That the Valyo has started locking the seas. I don't know all the details,” Karys rushed on, at the sight of the men's slack-jawed expression, “but someone’s been doing something out there to make the people believe he's the Valyo.”

“That's impossible,” Valeri hissed. “Vael's fighting for his life, and Vayne died all of ten years ago. Whoever this is, is an impostor. I'll see to it, my lord, if you grant me leave.”

“Stop being so formal,” the Ylin said. “It's just the three of us. Karys, how do you know of this?”

She began pacing the room, wringing hands together in anxiety. “Uncle, I don't know how to make you believe me, but... Valeri, you must know, Vael always said Vayne was alive. Only out of reach, as if he'd crossed over somewhere.”

Val avoided her eyes, a shadow of doubt crossing them , which he wished to hide.

“Vael and I have read extensively on the Isäntä,” she insisted. “They built portals, weaving spells into mirrors so they opened onto others, positioned them all around Finamörie and Borode. Vael told me he saw one of your mothers use one, often. He also spoke of another one, inside a cave, hidden in the Mäntimetsä woods? That only he and Vayne knew of? Well, he believed your brother crossed that portal. Meaning Vayne's still alive.”

“I've heard nothing of these rumours,” the Ylin interrupted, but hushed at one gesture from Valeri.

“It's true, Vael spoke of it. We even went into the woods to search for it, but couldn't find the damn place. If my brother did survive and cross over somewhere in Borode, then why would he be back now? To the very place that wanted him dead?”

Karys shook her head. “He's the Valyo. Must fulfil the prophecy.”

“But he has no way of doing it, Vael's been searching for clues all these years, you yourself have aided him, and came out empty handed.”

She shook her head, the veils dropping down her back, white hair loosening from the hastily put-together braids. Reaching a hand into the cleavage of her corset, Karys fished out the chain she wore around her neck, showed it to both men. A filigree star with a key etched in its centre nestled on the palm of her hand.

“This is one of the keys,” she said. “I realised by accident, that this was one of them. Have no idea where the others are, perhaps scattered all over Borode, or even here in Finamörie. But one thing I'm convinced, after hearing about the rumours that the Valyo's been locking the seas of doom...”

The Ylin and Valeri stood with bated breath, waiting for her to continue. Karys smirked; men were always so easily swayed and led. So easily manipulated.

“The seas are some of the lakes in Finamörie.”

Valeri let out a loud cackle. “That would have made things very easy, wouldn't it? And no one happened to think of that before, just you?”

“It's so obvious everyone disregarded it, Valeri,” she insisted. “The Isäntä had their main fortress in Finamörie, their kingdom as well. When casting a spell such as this, they'd settle for what was at hand, surely? If they placed a mist wall around the island, why would they resort to outside seas for their spell? It would make it impossible for the Valyo to complete his task.”

“She has a point,” the Ylin insisted, reaching a hand to take hold of Valeri's. Absent-mindedly, the Commander of the Yilen led it to his lips, placed a gentle kiss over the smooth skin. “The seas of doom would have to be easily reached. And the keys too. They're probably scattered around Finamörie, close to the lakes they belong to, or hidden away in the Asuntuos, should the Luvarii have found them. By the gods, I wish we could get rid of those black crows once and for all.”

“You need the Valyo for it,” Valeri joked, but soon sobered up. He turned to Karys, face blanching with the thoughts speeding through his mind. “You do think it's Vayne?”

She nodded, her own eyes mirroring the sudden hope in Val's countenance.

“Vayne saved Vael once. He could...”

“He could do it again. He will do it again, I'm sure, but we need to get to him first. Valeri, this is urgent, Silke Orselund is off to the Asuntuo as we speak, to send her trusted minions in search of the supposed Valyo. We must hurry; send our men before she has time to gather her forces. If the Luvarii get hold of him... remember who it is they hide in the Aarkhut Asuntuo.”

The Ylin cocked an eyebrow, placed a hand over his niece's shoulder. “What are you talking about?”

“We don't have time for this, uncle!”

“Lauri, let me do this,” Valeri begged, laying a caress over the Ylin's cheek. “Let me go find if my brother's alive.”

“What do the black crows hide in the Asuntuo, Val?”

“One of my mothers. The one Vael believes set Kaupari against us, so she could get rid of Vayne. Now, let me go find him, or we risk losing both Valyo and Avayn.”
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Opening the door as gently as she could, Linnéa peeked her head through. Nothing had changed, during the time she'd been away from this room, which stank of disease and lingering death. Marthe nodded off on the most comfortable armchair they could find, Vael lay on the bed as pale as the sheets covering him, his chest's rise and fall barely visible, his skin growing a greyer hue by the hour. One week had passed, since the attack. His entire fault, really, Linnéa thought, as she bit back tears. How many times had she told him to be careful, to not go alone into the night, whenever he must visit the brothels? How many times had she warned him of the risk? Now, they'd gotten to him, and his survival seemed further and further out of reach. What bloody poison had the Luvarii used, that she could find no trace of, no mention, in any of the books and tomes she searched? Surely someone was thwarting her efforts, someone really wanted Vael dead. What if she went to Iluäri of Telmark herself? Would the woman help? Would the woman want Vael to live?

No, that would be too risky, Linnéa had no way of knowing if she could be trusted. And now the added worry of these rumours! The Valyo, travelling around Finamörie locking the seas? What seas? Last time she'd checked, the island was still surrounded by a wall of fog so thick as to make it uncrossable. It all sounded suspicious, at best, a plot devised by yet another sect inside the Luvarii, to throw them off. First, they’d try to kill Vael, then they produced a new Valyo, took over the Ylin and Karys, sentenced Linnéa and the rest of the Saurelainen to death. Oh, this must have Iluäri's hand all over it. If what she'd been hearing was true, that the woman had offered herself as subject for the sickening experiences conducted at the Aarkhut Asuntuo, she must be part of this plot. Another ally to reinforce the Luvarii's climb to power. Well, Linnéa hadn't worked this hard only to be cast aside, or even killed. She'd work even harder, find a cure for Vael. As it was, her remedies were potent enough to keep him alive, buying her some time for the research that seemed unending.

She took a step inside the room, locked the door silently, leaning against it. Those windows must be opened, to let the air in, the light. Enough with the gloom, the boy could do with some hope. Striding towards the tall, large windows, Linnéa pulled the heavy curtains aside, glorious sunlight flooding the room. She loosened the latch and opened the balcony doors just a tad, scents from the garden below wafting up to her nose, filling her with a sense of calm and reassurance. Her eyes, which she'd closed against the sudden glare, popped open as one thought latched onto her brain, its claws driven into it and refusing to dislodge.

What if it was the Valyo? What if Vayne Saurelainen had indeed survived the vicious attack in Kaupari, and had been hiding all these years? How many times had she heard Vael stubbornly argue he'd know if Vayne had died, how many times had the boy insisted his brother was only out of reach, away from Finamörie? What if he was right, and the Valyo did live, was now back to complete whatever tasks were his? What dangers would this pose for her, for them? She'd had Valteri get rid of an entire village only because one of his surviving brothers lived there. Vilmar Saurelainen was no longer a liability, nor was his wife, their daughters. She'd seen to that threat. But none would be greater than the true Valyo making an appearance. Or would it?

Leaning against the balcony door's jamb, Linnéa lifted her face up to the sun, eyes shut once more, soaked in the warmth. If the real Valyo was around, he could save Vael. He'd done it before, hadn't he? If he was to come to the palace and prove his identity by saving Vael's life, she could then claim the Avayn had taken the place of the Valyo while this one was lost. Vael had insisted the two must work together, Valyo and Avayn, Champion and Key, and now, there was a chance they could have it. With the Halla Prinsessa thrown in for good measure. If this was Vayne Saurelainen, she must make sure he came to her, not the Asuntuo. What of Silke? What if the Luvarii she sent couldn't be trusted? What if they got to the boy first, what if Silke had plans of her own that didn't involve Linnéa, or Vael? But then, why would the woman have come to her with this outlandish story? It wouldn't do. Linnéa must have someone trustworthy join Silke's people. She must speak to Valteri, have him send the man in charge of the Ruomi operation, he was reliable.

A noise from inside the room brought her out of the reverie. Linnéa hurried back inside; hope that Vael had miraculously woken up simmering through her. Alas, it was only Marthe, rising from her slumbers not quite as refreshed. The woman refused to budge from Vael's bedside, and seeing she was not getting any younger, the task was beginning to take a toll on her.

“Linnéa, what are you doing? Close that window.”

“Let the sunlight in, fresh air too, this room smells of sickness and decay. It'll do Vael good, you'll see. Can you stay with him a while longer? I must see Valteri, and Karys will soon be here.”

“I don't plan on going anywhere.”

“Marthe, you must rest. In your own bed, a whole night. How can you expect to help Vael, if you get yourself sick? We'll talk more of it when I return.” She bent down to hug the older woman tightly, then sped out of the room. 

Valteri would be returning to his private office by now, after the meeting he'd had scheduled for this morning. Linnéa took a turn to the right, her knowledge of the palace's interior better than most, she'd made it a point of knowing every shortcut and alternate route, so there was no wasting time running around miles and miles of corridors. She reached the door of her husband's office at the same time as he, and was greeted with a large, beaming smile and a hand snaking around her waist. Allowing Valt to pull her close and kiss her, she returned the smile, marvelling at how she'd allowed herself to fall in love with a man like him, six years her junior, the town's playboy. But she had, and her feelings seemed only to intensify with every year they spent together. Valteri was her soulmate, her other half, of this she had no doubt.

“What a pleasant surprise,” he whispered against her neck, sending a ripple of shivers down her spine. “Come on in.”

“I needed to speak to you privately, Valt.” Walking over to a chair, she let herself fall into it, pulling her husband to kneel by her side. 

“You look worried, what is it? Vael's taken a turn for the worse?” The fear and apprehension were visible on his brow. Linnéa's heart caught at the sight, she shook her head.

“No, his condition remains stable. This is something else, altogether. Can you get hold of your friend from Ulneä, the one you brought to Aarkhut so he could be your personal guard?”

“Eivor? Yes, he'll be outside. What is this, you're scaring me?”

“Valt, there's rumours about. From the south, mainly. That the Valyo has risen and is locking the seas.”

“What? But Vael lies on a bed, between life and death, how can he be...? Do you think he's doing it magically? While he's unconscious? Maybe that's why he doesn't wake up!”

She shook her head, sighed. “No, no. It's not Vael, but there's someone out there claiming to be the Valyo.”

“Another impersonator, you mean? Like Vael?”

“What if it's not an impersonator?”

“Linnéa, what are you trying to say?”

She pulled Valteri's hand into her own, clasped it, brought it to rest over her heart. “What if it is the Valyo? What if it's your brother Vayne?”

Valteri rubbed his free hand over his mouth, smoothed the short beard down his cheeks. “That's...”

“Not impossible, husband. Vael himself has insisted Vayne's still alive. Listen to me, my love, we must act quickly.”

He turned warm, trusting eyes upon her. Linnéa had never failed him and knew Valt to trust her judgment, her every word.

“Silke Orselund has come to let me know of these rumours. Said she'd send a group of Luvarii she trusts with her life, to find this so called Valyo. She trusts them with her life, which means we can't. What if she has plans of her own, whether or not this person is your younger brother? What if she decides to use him against us? What if it is Vayne, my love? He can save Vael, has done it before!”

Valteri jumped up, paced the room frantically. “You want me to send my men, is that it? With the Luvarii?”

“No, Valt, not with the Luvarii. They must search for themselves, or follow the Luvarii, but can't let them take hold of this Valyo. They have to make sure they bring him to us.”

“What if it's Vayne, Linnéa? Should they also kill him? And anyone else who's come into contact with him? How many more villages will you raze?”

She bit back anger, Valteri would always be haunted by guilt at what they'd had to do in Ruomi, and he'd always throw it at her face. But the deed was done, and their lives much safer for it, she could stand to take a little heat from her man; after all, he always ended up doing as she told him.

“If it is Vayne, he'll be yet one more leverage we hold. Think about it, husband. We'll have control of the Valyo, the Avayn and the Halla Prinsessa.”

Although she wasn't much certain about the hold they could claim to have over Karys. The girl was shifty, secretive, only the Luvarii didn't see it. There were depths to her no one could reach, no one could breach, except for Vael. But she owned him body and soul, Vael was Karys's creature and not the other way around. Sure, she cared for him, had made it quite clear with the sleepless nights spent at his bedside, the tears of worry and despair every time he seemed to take a turn for the worse. But Linnéa wasn't sure the girl's feelings ran as deep and as intense as they should, in order for her to do whatever it took to please Vael. Karys was her own person, and what she felt for Vael was far from being called love. In order for Linnéa to claim they had a hold on the girl, she needed Karys to be in love, not in lust. Well, time would tell, now was not the moment to dwell upon such matters. Why, if the person claiming to be the Valyo turned out to be Vayne Saurelainen, the Halla Prinsessa might even find herself falling under his spell. For now, suffice that they had this person in their grasp, everything else would later fall into place, as it had been doing all along. If there was one thing Linnéa trusted, was her luck. But she trusted her wits even more.

“Fine. I'll send a small contingent led by Eivor, after those Luvarii. Will that make you happy?”

She stood up from the chair, threw her arms around her husband's shoulders. “It will make you happy, my love. And all of us safe.”
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The sun hung low on the horizon, tinting the skies with gaudy orange hues laced with bright pink. Scanning the shore, Valeri Saurelainen breathed deep of the marshy scented air, shaking his head minutely, as if he failed to see reason in what lay behind him. He stood facing the lake for a few more minutes, not really seeing its dark blue waters, the sights he'd been presented with when reaching the shores of the Typeryyttä via Maruluo branded into his brain. Doubt raced through his veins, he wished he had Vael here to make sense of this; after all, he was the smart one.

Turning around, he faced the spectacle once more, as his feet took him closer and closer to the carnage ahead. Four people lay dead, three men and one woman. One of the corpses was that of a young man in his early twenties, who'd died of a stab wound. Congealed blood pooled on his stomach, drenched the sand by his side. Valeri assumed the weapon used to kill him was still being held in the grasp of one of the dead men wearing the Luvarii uniform of long, black cloak with massive hood. There was blood on the blade, and seeing there was neither blood loss nor visible wounds on any of the other two Luvarii, it must belong to the youth. Why he'd been killed, Valeri had no idea, unless he'd been the one posing as the Valyo. But then who'd killed the Luvarii?

More important, why had they been killed, and how? This was magic, surely, these people had died by magic. What they'd been doing here, on the shores of the Typeryyttä, wasn't hard to guess. Talk had been plenty, in Maruluo, of what had taken place not two days ago. The quake, the earth shaking, the light erupting from the lake. The same as had been described in the other villages around the lake, where Valeri had sent some of his men. The same as the rumours reaching them from Vihanmeera, and the shores of the Vihaan, from Peskut as well. The earth shuddering and groaning, the blinding lights from the water, the sudden calm. As if something had clicked into place, a great energy harnessed, or set loose in the world. Talk of the Valyo, too, especially from the shores of the Vihaan, where men, women and children alike insisted on having met the Valyo and seen him lock that sea. That sea. As if the lakes of Finamörie would ever double as the seas of doom.

Which, come to think of it, was not so outlandish, was it? Valeri turned his eyes on the body of the young man once more, wondered if this was who'd been locking seas left and right. How had he come upon the keys? How had he managed, if he wasn't marked, chosen? He studied the youth with more diligence, noticing the curly brown hair, the light brown eyes. It didn't match the description from Vihaan, which he'd just gotten hold of. One of the men he'd sent south had caught up with them as they marched from Maruluo to the lake, in hopes of finding evidence there to what had been going on. The rider had rushed to Valeri's side, delivering his message. The Valyo had been seen at Vihaan, and they had a description. A youth of about eighteen, with green-blue eyes, light brown hair, a scar on his left cheek, thick lips, slightly upturned nose. The scar on the left cheek had sealed it, if nothing else.

The description didn't match the young man dead at Valeri's feet - it did match what he remembered of his brother Vayne, though. The water-coloured eyes, the plump lips, the nose, the scar. A scar Valeri himself had put there, when they were children and played around with twigs pretending to be swords. But no one in Maruluo had seen a man of this description, nor had they seen beyond the light erupting from the lake and filling the sky with a blinding blaze. That had served to keep them cowed inside their houses. People were scared of leaving the town, it was the only way to explain how these bodies hadn't yet been found. Still, something had to be done, these people must have families, friends, they must be interred. Wouldn't do to leave them outside to rot. Having ordered a few of the town's guards to escort his contingent, Valeri nodded one of the men forward, informed him they were to take care of the bodies, find the deceased's identities, inform relatives of their loss. He'd wasted enough time here, already.

Stomping off to his horse, Valeri pushed himself on the saddle, gestured his men to follow. But where to? As he sat astride the steed, he perused the grounds around him. People had died. Whoever had done it or been witness to it, would stay away from villages and towns around the lake. Closing his eyes, Valeri brought to mind a map of Finamörie. The first sightings of bright lights coming out of the water, and subsequently the Valyo, had been in Vihaan. That was to the south. Then, the Pelkoah had also sprouted a beam of light from inside its depths. Now the Typeryyttä. Whoever it was, was moving up, northwards. And visiting certain, specific lakes. Why those, and not others? Finamörie was filled with lakes and ponds, how did they know which ones to choose? Because they had the keys? But the one Karys had shown him didn't say which lake it belonged to. No, there was order to this, to the road this self-proclaimed Valyo was taking. 

It had to be Vayne. Not just because of the scar, or the colour of the eyes, the shape of the mouth. Those deaths. There wasn't a wound to them and hadn't that been the way Blayne died, when Vayne saved Vael's life, all of ten years ago? And that other boy, the one who'd bullied Vayne and tied him to a tree? He'd died, too, without a wound to his body. He'd come out of the river, clutched at his heart, and fallen down with no breath left in his lungs. These people, all except for the youth with the gut wound, had their hands to their hearts, as if clawing at their chests. Twice already, the Luvarii had attacked Vael for being the Valyo. If someone other started claiming to be just that, why wouldn't they do the same? Those Luvarii had come for the Valyo and been killed in self-defence. It was the only possible explanation. Then, the killer had fled, but where to? Valeri searched the map in his head once more, saw the river that stood to the left of where they were, coming down from the mountains into the lake, understood where they'd be heading. The killer would have followed the river up to Lake Ahneus, surely.

“Come on, men,” Valeri called out, spurred his horse, followed by the rest of his contingent.

They rode for hours, knowing they should stop and make camp, rest for the night. But urgency clawed at Val's stomach, that if he didn't hurry he'd lose Vayne, and Vael would suffer for it. So they rode on, resting on the saddle, and when the light of dawn came kiss the sky, he saw the bend of the river, the little stone bridge across it, the fresh droppings leading straight to it, and knew. The people he sought were also on horse, and had crossed the river. Why, if they'd have a harder time getting to the other side further up, when they came closer to the Ahneus?

Because they weren't going to the Ahneus; they'd headed for the Tyhmyys. And they'd passed this road fairly recently. Gesturing his men into silence, they dismounted and led the horses over the narrow bridge by hand. Valeri gestured his orders, watched as a group of three immersed themselves in the high grass, moving with stealth across the meadows. They'd search for a clearing, or come meet the rest of their contingent further ahead. The rest of the men divided into equal numbered groups, each one leading a different route. Valeri was left to follow the path, where more fresh droppings told the tale of travellers having ridden through here just hours before. If they made haste, they might even catch up to them.

Voices echoed in the distance, not too loud, but enough to be carried by the northern wind. It sounded like an argument, and one was definitely a woman. How many were they? Valeri halted, cocked his head, listened carefully. He couldn't tell the number of travellers - all he knew for sure was that one of them was female, maybe more than one. He gestured the men with him to tread carefully, walk slowly, stay as much behind the tall grasses as they could. Handing the reins of his horse to one of his soldiers, Valeri walked on confidently. Whoever these people were, they were surrounded, he was under no threat. Despite knowing they'd have within their ranks someone who killed by magic, Val wasn't scared, he was eager. Taking strides as large as his legs allowed him, he almost ran towards the raised voices, something in his gut coiling like a snake, anticipation burning in his veins, certainty grabbing hold of his entire body.

He saw them about ten, twelve steps away, two men and a woman. They had horses, which were grazing contentedly while the small group seemed to be discussing which route to take. The woman, dressed in dark leathers too warm for the current season, gestured towards her left, in the direction of the Tyhmyys. He'd been right, they'd been heading for that lake, not the Ahneus as Valeri first thought. His eyes studied her before moving on to the men, registered the sword by her hip, the squaring of her shoulders, the martial attitude, and knew. This woman was in the military as much as he, she was a soldier, a high ranking one, used to command and being obeyed. But the men with her looked nothing like trained soldiers. 

He diverted his attention to the shorter, whose long blond hair rippled in the wind, and his heart thudded with double the strength, as recognition seemed to dawn upon him. That nose, the chin, the high forehead, it was all too familiar, still too familiar. Valteri's eyes watered, he blinked the tears away, while a claw grabbed his lungs and forced air out of them. His stomach hurt as if he'd been punched, images of that dreadful day lining his memory: the fires, the maddened people from Kaupari come to kill his family, the frantic search he'd led Valteri on, trying to find Vael, Vayne, but also Dayne and Kayne. And now, here he was, ten years older but still looking the same, Dayne and his bow, listening while other people argued, waiting for his turn to speak. As he'd always done.

Forcing his attention away, Valeri focused on the taller man. He was lanky and slim, awkward in his gait, as if he didn't yet know how to handle the long limbs, the tall torso. But the eyes were his, alright, and that upturned nose which had been, along with Vael's, cause for jest from all their brothers, who'd taken to calling them both 'piggy', stating their noses looked like a pig's snout. A smile sneaked into Val's lips, his heart turning cartwheels along with his stomach. After all these years wondering about his brothers, that he'd come to find two of them alive was more than he'd ever dared hope for. Steeling himself, wondering if they'd even recognise him, Valeri took a tentative step forward, another, had to restrain from running.

“Vayne?” he called, voice shaky and uncertain, he hoped loud enough for the others to hear.

The three young people stopped arguing, turned their heads as one in Val’s direction. Their eyes held nothing but contempt, the resolve to kill if feeling threatened. Hands reached for their respective weapons, Dayne for his bow, Vayne for a sword Valeri had failed to notice, the woman for her own blade. 

He held up his hands, showing them he came in peace, but Vayne's face darkened and he curled one fist. Black soot covered it, Valeri's eyes unable to look away from the spectacle at hand, watching entranced while lines of fire seemed to erupt from his brother's veins, bursting into flame. Then, an excruciating pain took hold of his heart, and Val had to double over himself, as his legs lost strength. Clawing at the breastplate on his chest, he tried to pry a way in, so he could grab his own heart and ease the terrible hurt he was under. This was how the Luvarii had been killed, he realised, and this was how his own brother was going to kill him, simply because he'd forgotten all about Valeri and didn't recognise him. Coughing, he tried to bring his own voice back, for he must say something, he must stop them, stop his own men, who'd strike if they thought their commander to be under threat. 

“Vayne,” he said, and saw a flicker of recognition in his brother's eyes. “It's me, Valeri.”
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“We're so close to Lake Tyhmyys, look at the fucking map,” Talen shrieked, frustrated with Vayne's stubbornness.

He turned his back on her, knowing his attitude verged on childish whims. But his entire body shook with far too much lifeforce, and his mind could settle on one thing alone. He'd made a promise, ten years ago, that he'd return to Finamörie and reunite his family, whatever elements of it were still alive. He'd hunt high and low for Vael, and take up where they'd left, the Valyo and his Avayn together again, setting the world to rights, as they so often did when playing in the woods.

Now, to learn his brother was alive, but barely, pushed any other coherent thoughts from Vayne, all he could settle on was reaching Vael and once again infuse him with life. If he'd really made a choice before, of trading Blayne's life for Vael's, he couldn't let it be in vain, could he? He couldn't let his brother die, knowing he could save him, knowing he had so much lifeforce inside he could deliver it to Vael and have him up and about in a matter of seconds. Talen was being inflexible. Well, he could be inflexible, too.

“Come, Vayne, she's right,” Dayne cut through his train of thoughts. “We can reach the lake in a couple of hours, look at the route. We have horses; from the Tyhmyys to Aarkhut is a straight line, we'll be there soon enough.”

“Soon enough might be too late.”

“If we leave now, it can also be too late. You're the Valyo, act it,” Talen insisted, stepping in front of Vayne, fingers grasping his chin and forcing him to look at her. “You have a responsibility that outlives the love you have for your friends, your family.”

“So I'm supposed to let him die?” He brushed her hand away, took a step back, eyes turning dark green in exasperation. “Am I supposed to let you die, if things go wrong?”

“If it hinders you, yes. Yes, you have to let me die, if keeping me alive deters you from finishing the work of the Valyo.”

“Fuck you,” Vayne whispered, tried to walk away, saw himself hindered by both his companions.

They failed to notice the man approaching from the south-east, his body half-hidden by the tall grass of the meadow. It was not until he spoke that they realised they were being watched, possibly in danger of a new attack.

“Vayne,” the man called, an unknown voice that somehow sounded familiar.

The three travellers turned their heads as one, faced the stranger. Vayne cocked an eyebrow, studied him. Not content with hounding him with the Luvarii, they now sent guardsmen? Yilen, none the less. Someone must have him in high regard. A lopsided grin attached itself to Vayne's lips, a low growl rising up his throat. Another mindless death, another killing he must shoulder, another ghost to haunt his sleep when night fell and he closed his eyes. Why had the Isäntä cursed him so? 

From the corner of his eye, Vayne watched as Dayne cocked an arrow to his bow, Talen grabbed the hilt of her sword. He mimicked her, holding the blade in defensive position. Curling hand into fist, he drew on his powers, this time so infused with energy they seemed to jump from his core. Hands covered in soot at the merest breath, flickers of flames erupted from his veins, climbed up his forearm. The force of Vayne's power engulfed him, swathed his brain in a numb hunger for yet more energy, for yet another life. His eyes focused on the stranger, the way he couldn't help but stare at what was taking place in front of him. He'd called him by his name, how did he know who he was? The Luvarii had come because they'd seen magic happen on the lake, this man came perhaps to arrest the culprits of their deaths. So, how could he know him? 

Taking a closer look, Vayne studied the man's features as they contorted in pain, while his hand clawed at his heart. Something very familiar called to the Valyo, he risked a brief squint at Dayne, saw the same light of recognition in his brother's eyes. The short, spiky red hair, the grey eyes, the nose like a blade. The curve of that chin, and the cheekbones, high and well-defined like Dayne's. This was no mere stranger. Vayne shuddered, eased his hold on the man's still beating heart, allowed him to cough and gasp for air, brief as the respite might be.

“Vayne,” the man managed to whisper, “it's me, Valeri.”

“Vayne, stop,” Dayne bellowed, slapped his brother's hand.

Losing focus, the flames died in his arm, the soot remaining as the sole evidence of what he'd been about to do. The man, now freed of his torture, bent down, hands over thighs, swallowing big gulps of air. Vayne studied him again. Was it really Valeri? He'd made it to the Yilen, then, as he'd always insisted he would. Everything about him looked right - the colours, the features, the age - but how could they be sure?

“What did you always tell me, when we played around with sticks for swords?” he asked, saw the other man raise his head and smile.

“Watch your opponent's feet, not their eyes,” he replied.

Vayne dropped the sword he'd been clinging to, ran towards the other man, scooping him in his arms. They hugged, clapped each other's backs, ruffled each other's hair. Dayne joined them, held one arm around Vayne, the other draped over Valeri's shoulders.

“Is this really you? What are you doing here? How can you be here?”

Too many questions, Vayne didn't know how to answer, couldn't bring himself to. If Valeri was alive, that must mean Vael lived, too, and the Luvarii must be right. The man calling himself the Valyo lay on the Ylin's palace, his life threatened. Nothing else mattered but this, and he must see to it before he could even contemplate anything else. Pushing his brothers away, he peered into Valeri's grey eyes.

“Were you the only to make it out of the farm alive?” 

Valeri shook his head. “Valteri and Vael were with me. We went looking for you, couldn't get to the woods, had to run for the hills.”

“It's what I told you to do, I'm glad someone listened. Where's Vael?”

Valeri averted his eyes, lowered his head, the roots of disturbed stalks of grass suddenly far more interesting than the fact he'd been reunited with two of his brothers.

“Valeri, please, we may not have enough time,” Vayne insisted.

“Don't hate him,” his brother replied, voice laced with shame. “Don't hate us, we did what we must, to survive. Some kids saw his markings and started calling him the Valyo, we had to go along with the lie. We're still going along with it.”

“I don't give a fuck about that, Valeri. Vael and I were always two sides of the same coin. In my absence, I'm sure he'd become the Valyo, after all, he was marked as I was for a reason. Where is he?”

“Did you kill those Luvarii? Did you do to them what you tried doing to me just now? Was mother Iluäri right, you traded Blayne's life for Vael's? Did you murder that boy back in Kaupari, Vayne?”

Stepping away from his brothers, Vayne ran shaky hands through his hair, eyes wide with pain and shame of his past actions. Of his future acts, too, for he knew he'd kill again, and revel in it, as much as he had when taking the lives of those three Luvarii; as much as he had when he was about to kill his own brother. Talen reached a hand to him, pulled Vayne to her arms, face terrifying in her anger.

“Who do you think you are to speak to the Valyo thus?” she spat, contempt oozing out of every pore.

Valeri stood to attention, heels clicked together, fist over his heart. “Commander Valeri Saurelainen, Head Officer in the Yilen, personal guard to the Ylin,” he replied. “And who might you be?”

“This is our cousin, Val. Mage Captain Talen Omhersehn, from Sylverspire.”

Jaw slackening, Valeri turned wide eyes filled with admiration towards the woman. “Sylverspire? How come you to be here, then? So Vael was right, you did cross over, you did find a fucking portal in a cave!”

Vayne released a desperate moan. “We don't have time for this! The Luvarii said the Valyo was dying, is Vael's life at risk?”

Valeri seemed to sober up, nodding in agreement. “He was attacked a little over a week ago, in Aarkhut. The blade they pierced him with was laced with poison, and no healer seems to be able to find what type of poison was used. Linnéa's been keeping him alive by sheer stubbornness, I think, but she was adamant. If an antidote can't be found, he'll die.”

“Linnéa?” Dayne asked.

“Valt's wife. Listen, Vayne, we heard rumours of the Valyo locking the seas down south, I came to find you. I hoped it was you, because you can save him. Like you did before. Tell me you did do it, when Vael was sick with the fever.”

Vayne nodded, shifted his eyes to stare at Talen. “See? I have to go.”

“I still think you should lock this sea first,” she insisted.

“You were going to the Tyhmyys, weren't you? Then do as you must. Two villages have already been razed around that lake, a mountain erupted from its centre, and it spews fire every once in a while. I know a shortcut back to Aarkhut. My men will open way for us, you'll have the lake to yourself, to do whatever it is you must.”

“Your men? But what of Vael?”

“Stop wasting time, let's go to Tyhmyys,” Valeri insisted. Placing two deft fingers between his lips, he whistled loudly, once, twice.

Soon, the tall grass was parted by small groups of soldiers leading horses by their reins. Vayne counted at least eleven, which made twelve, with his brother as their commanding officer. They stood to attention, eyeing Valeri, awaiting his orders.

“Well?” the red-headed young man inquired. “Is it the Tyhmyys?”

Vayne grabbed his backpack, shouldered it, fuming in anger at finding himself outnumbered. Quickly looking around, he found his direction, headed north-east from where they'd stopped. “If Vael dies, I'm gonna kill you slowly,” he muttered, and Valeri cackled.

“I'm sure I can still beat you at sword fighting, any kind of fighting, actually,” he replied. “Unless you use magic, of course. Come along men, to Lake Tyhmyys it is.”

Taking the reins from one of his soldiers, Valeri jumped on his horse, waited for the others to do the same. Then, spurring his mount, he sped through the tall grass, leading the way, Vayne following him close by, shaking his head, a sense of doom looming over him, as his thoughts veered once more towards Vael.
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Talen watched the Commander of the Yilen steer his mount in her direction, a smile upon his face. His open countenance was reassuring, but she didn't let herself be fooled by it. Deep within those grey eyes, the same steel she'd found in Kayne’s strengthened this man's resolve as much as it did his brother. He didn't look like Kayne, or Vayne, his features being more on the sharp side, like Dayne's. But the grey eyes were so similar to Kayne's, Talen had no doubt he was their brother. Wondering what the other surviving two might look like, she welcomed Valeri with a smile of her own.

“So, cousin,” he noted.

“Yes. On Iluäri's side, that is. You're one of Desyderia's boys, I take it?”

He nodded. “You're well informed. Your mother is Iluäri's sister?”

“She is. And Abedyssa of Sylverspire.”

Valeri released a low whistle. “But you're not a Novisii yourself? Rather a Mage Warrior?”

“Yes. I'm Vayne's Sedaïta, in case you're wondering.”

The whistle came out again, this time louder. Talen giggled. 

“That's a sort of protector, isn't it? Used to be very common in the time of the Isäntä knights, right? You're well positioned.”

“I'm also daughter to the Duke of Wolfsmere,” she added, and glanced sideways to watch Valeri's reaction. 

Another whistle, followed by another of Talen's giggles. She already liked this cousin. He was easygoing, but focused, at the same time. Intent on his responsibilities, like her, driven, aware of his value and his place in the world, she knew they'd see eye to eye in most matters, would have a lot more in common between them.

“So you and Vayne...?”

Blushing, Talen avoided his piercing eyes, brushing them momentarily on Vayne's figure, riding ahead of them, surrounded by guards. She shook her head. “No. And before you start questioning me about Dayne, your brother's involved with one of my men.”

“It would never cross my mind you and Dayne might have something going, I may have been apart from them all these ten years, but Dayne was the one person who made sure I knew it was alright to love someone like me, as well as someone like you. I still remember he was more into boys than girls. Glad to know he found someone, where is he? Why hasn't he come with you?”

“Captain Nakamura has joined my father's naval fleet,” she said, paused for added drama, wanting to elicit a reaction from the young man riding beside her. “Under the command of your other brother.”

Valteri halted his horse, stared at Talen wide-eyed and open-mouthed. “What other brother?”

The glint in her eye matched his, told her he knew who she meant, but still needed to hear it. Still wanted her to name him. Trying to keep any emotion out of her voice, Talen steeled herself for the rush of memories. 

“Kayne,” she said, the name dancing like a wind upon her lips, a strong, hot wind that burnt her mouth and poisoned her insides. A wind that shook her heart, her very core. Seeing the frown on Valeri's forehead, she knew the emotion she'd tried to hide had betrayed her, and her passions were laid bare for him to see.

“Kayne.” There was no whistle, this time, only a sudden resolve. “Kayne. He was always the ficklest. The most difficult. Always angry, but he kept his rage under control. Always with a chip up his shoulder, wanting to be validated, failing to be noticed. He was always under Vayne's and Vael's shadow, more than the others, and it poisoned him. How's he doing with that?”

Talen was taken aback by Valeri's bluntness, his insight. Ten years had passed, and both men had been children when they were forced to part, no more than ten, eleven years old. But Kayne had already been the man she came to meet later on, he'd already been tainted by what his own mother had done to him. His mother, Talen's aunt. A surge of hatred wrapped around her stomach, fused to her back. 

This woman had broken Vayne, and done the same to Kayne. She was the one who'd infused him with shame for his Argentärie, who'd belittled him all along, placed him deeper in the shadow of his younger brother, for at least Vayne had been born tainted but with a purpose. Kayne, lacking magic, had had no purpose to life, in Iluäri's eyes. And not content with plotting the death of her child, the destruction of her entire family, she'd made sure all her sons were broken by her narrow-minded opinions, her bigotry, her judgemental views of the world. She'd hated Vayne, demeaned Kayne, shamed Dayne. The boys had been right, their mother had never loved anyone asides from Blayne.

“He's... well, I hope he's content, now. Has a part to play in all this, and that's what's important for Kayne,” she replied, cursing herself for the bitterness in her voice.

“Do I detect some displeasure? Some anguish, perhaps? So it wasn't Vayne, contrary to my first impression, it was Kayne. Although our little Valyo there can hardly hide his feelings for you, dear cousin, his eyes are like a mirror of his very heart, always were.”

Talen felt her cheeks burn and glow, lowered her head. Valteri was far more perceptive than what she'd given him credit for. But he was also an easy man to talk to, far easier than Dayne, who scolded her left and right about Vayne, or Kayne. “Look, Kayne and I decided to part ways. He has his task to perform, I have mine. My place is here, by the Valyo, and...” Her voice dwindled, as the group came upon the shores of a medium sized lake.

The Tyhmyys stood ahead of them, another expanse of water, another sea for Vayne to lock, but this one far different from any of the former lakes they'd been to. This one, far more dangerous looking than any of the previous seas the Valyo had managed to lock.

“Shit,” Talen whispered.

“Shit, indeed.” Valeri took in the sight before him, he'd read reports of it, heard its description plenty of times. Still, nothing could have prepared him for the reality. He eyed Talen.

“How's he gonna do this?” she whispered, saw Vayne turn his horse around and gallop to her.

He came to stand by Talen's side, the blue-green of his eyes darkened by worry at what expected him. For the lake didn't look like anything they'd ever seen. Smack in the middle of its waters, a mountain rose, smoke billowing from its crater. Layers of ashes and lava covered its walls,  breached the surface of the lake. The waters looked murky and reddish, thick and oozy, bubbling with heat, and contained no signs of life within. No wonder there was only one village near its shores, there was no sustenance from that lake, only death could come from within and around it. How was Vayne going to lock it, if he couldn't afford to plunge into those waters? He'd burn to a cinder if he did. 

Talen faced the Valyo, reached one hand to him.

“This one's terrifying,” he said, not caring who might listen to his fear. “Can't see how I'm supposed to do this.”

“Maybe all you need to do is throw the damn key in, as far as you can,” Valeri joked, grinning at Vayne.

“It hasn't worked that way so far, but there's always a first.” Jumping off the horse, Talen signalled Vayne to join her, both walking to the edge of the water. “This is pretty fucked up,” she said, watching the lake for signs of guidance.

Vayne hunkered by the water's edge, reached one tentative finger towards it, felt the scalding heat. “Can't go in there, I'll boil.” Standing up, he kicked pebbles around, face red with the rising anger. “Fuck,” he shouted, “this is making me waste my time, time I don't have! Vael could be dying any minute, now, and I have to sit here and wait until I find a way of locking this blasted sea? I just can't do it.”

Frustration threatened to take away the meagre self-control Vayne had managed to maintain. Searching his face, Talen tried to lock eyes with him, watched impotent while he drew further and further away from her. As long as his mind was elsewhere occupied, and his focus lay on something other than his role as the Valyo, he'd never find a way of locking this sea. And the longer it took him to find an answer, the longer it kept him away from Aarkhut and his poisoned brother, the more his thoughts would obsess about Vael, instead of what he'd been born to do. Lock the seven seas of doom, free their world from danger, save the lives of six entire nations.

“It's the sea of stupidity,” Dayne said, coming to join them by the lake. “Tyhmyys means stupidity, so maybe you have to do something stupid. Seeing you didn't get to act foolish on the Typeryyttä.” He tried to sound light-hearted, bring humour to the moment, in an attempt at steering Vayne's thoughts from the darkened, desperate mood.

Useless, Talen realised, it was useless. Vayne had to come round by himself. Maybe they should have gone to Aarkhut first, nothing in the books and tomes they'd studied said it was mandatory the Valyo locked the seas in any kind of order. Maybe they could have dealt with the Ahneus first, then come back for the Tyhmyys. A commotion of sorts forced her to focus on what was at hand. Vayne had taken off his boots, socks, the heavy leather trousers he'd been wearing, was down to the sweaty tunic on his back. Shrugging out of it, he stood naked before the water and the group of people around them, shamelessly, as if he was alone on those shores. Heat rising up her neck and face, Talen blushed, averted her eyes from the sight of the man she'd held recently in her arms, just as bare of clothes as he now stood.

Tendrils of soot rose up his hands, his forearms, as well as Vayne's calves, legs. She'd never seen him do this before, or maybe it was the fact his legs were always hidden inside his trousers that hid the fact his fires weren't restrained to his arms alone. Fearing for the sake of the soldiers, for Dayne and Valeri as well, Talen gestured everyone back. The men all took a number of steps away, well out of Vayne's reach, or so she hoped. Only Talen dared stick around, to watch as he pulled on the energy of his magic and coaxed flames from his veins.

Wondering what sort of stupidity Vayne was considering, she looked on, entranced. Only once had Talen seen him ride his own fire like this, without directing it at anyone, without using it as fuel for the taking of lives, allowing it to dance across his body, through his skin, in his core. And it had almost ended badly, setting fire to his shirt, singeing his hair. Now, he stood naked, and seemingly in control of it, but what for? What was he trying to achieve? Did Vayne think he might coax a vision, an omen, to manifest itself through the callings of his powers, and show him how it was he must lock this particular sea? Maybe she wasn't far from the truth, Talen realised, as she noticed the glow from the last star-key he still had in his power. The damned thing was responding to the callings of its very sea, so maybe he was right, a vision could be forced to show him the next move.

Without warning, Vayne took a step back, as if to gather impulse, and propelled himself forward, bare feet almost skidding on the rounded, soft pebbles of the beach. Then, to the sound of Talen's shriek, he threw himself into the boiling waters of the lake and dived, as far from sight as he could, the splash made by his body silenced by the continuous wail coming out of her lips. Strong arms gathered her, pulled her back, as Talen tried to follow Vayne into the water, swathed her head against a slim, bony chest, and still she didn't stop screaming. As the image of Vayne diving into the lake printed itself to her mind, she couldn't stop screaming the horror, the despair, the pain of knowing she'd failed him, she'd failed.

The Valyo had committed the utmost stupidity, he'd jumped to his death.

Talen folded into Dayne's arms, crying convulsively, trying desperately to turn around so she could face the waters. They'd all seen him dive in, the water's commotion dwindling until the surface became as calm as it had been, with only the occasional bubbles erupting from time to time. Of Vayne, there was no sign. There would never be sign of him again, for he'd thrown himself into what he could never survive. No one could ever have survived that, Valyo or not. It was all her fault, she should have let him go to Aarkhut, see to his brother, she knew how much Vayne cared for that particular sibling, how much he loved and missed him. This was down to her, and how was she to face her mother, then, how was she to tell Enidh she'd let the Valyo lose his head and kill himself? How was she ever to face Kayne, and see in his eyes the truth of what she'd done, the truth of what she'd caused? Had she stayed with him, Vayne would still be alive. Had Talen joined Kayne, this wouldn't have happened, for she wouldn't have insisted they come to the Tyhmyys first.

Had she stayed with Kayne, her heart wouldn't be breaking for realising her place might not have been here, with the Valyo. Her role of Sedaïta was as nothing, for she'd failed her only mission, that of keeping him safe. Kayne had been right, her mission was unimportant; worse, it was misguided, wrong, for she'd brought about the only thing her role had sworn her to avoid. She had not protected the Valyo.

And now Vayne was dead, and the world would soon be over.
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Staring at the boiling waters, Vayne felt it coming. At first, it was a mere flicker of sensation, a low hum in the underground, a soft vibration across the waters, coming from the volcano that had sprouted in the middle of the lake. Nothing others could discern, but he was the Valyo, and he'd been spelled into being this attuned, this affixed, to the forces of magic running under what normal conscious minds could perceive. He'd sensed the likes before, on every single lake he'd come to lock. It didn't want him here, whatever magic had been weaved into these waters. It didn't want him doing what he'd been fated to. It would hinder and detain him as best it could. But it wouldn't succeed. Vayne wouldn't let it. The blood that ran in his veins wouldn't let it. It carried old Isäntä magic, a myriad of knowledge that seemed to unlock with every sea he closed, in every lake he faced.

He studied the waters, large bubbles breaking the surface, almost like a stew simmering away. How hot was it inside, really? Bending down, Vayne touched one finger to the liquid. Very hot. Extremely so. It would kill him, if he entered. Sighing, he frowned.

“Can't go in there, I'll boil.” Kicking a couple of pebbles around, Vayne allowed his anger to  overtake him, face flushed and scowling. “Fuck,” he shouted, “this is making me waste my time, time I don't have! Vael could be dying any minute, now, and I have to sit here and wait until I find a way of locking this blasted sea? I just can't do it.”

Was this his test, then? Was this part of the Isäntä's plan, that he stood on the brink of despair with nothing but an impossible choice at his hands? Would he fail his mission as the Valyo, if he simply gave up on this sea, and ran off to Aarkhut so he could save Vael yet again? Was this retribution for the choice he'd made long ago, trading his sister's life for that of his brother, a mistake he must put to rights, now? 

Had Vael always been meant to die? 

No, he wasn't marked the Avayn for nothing, Vael was his key, to what, Vayne didn't yet know. He had his suspicions, and if they were right, Vael was as important as he, when it came to weaving the spells back into place and keeping the wards intact. When it came to opening doors to the magic of the Isäntä, Vayne was certain Vael was the key. It wasn't a test, then. But it made sense he locked this sea before he travelled to Aarkhut, where another star-key awaited him, and another of the seven seas stood at reaching distance.

So he must lock this one, before moving on. But he needed to hurry, the volcano was already gathering momentum, soon it would spew forth a deluge of lava that would threaten the only village left on the shores of the Tyhmyys. Stupidity, really, to have stayed on, when all the other villages had been destroyed.

Burnt.

Burn.

Could it really be that easy?

Swallowing a cackle, Vayne allowed hope to flood him. If he entered the lake, he'd boil. But not if he was already burning. Words flittered through his mind, kissed his very lips, ready to be set loose. Another scrap of Isäntä magic, another spell come to life, the meagre results of locking the seas. Or was he unlocking them, really?

Hurriedly, he took off boots, socks, the trousers clinging to his sweaty legs, bunched them over the backpack, aware he must now strip completely before the group of strangers Valeri had brought along. Before Talen. The mere thought of standing naked before her, once again, rushed him with memories of the one night they'd spent together, the remembrance infusing him with energy and bringing his body to life. Shutting his eyes, Vayne pushed emotions out of his head, there could be no lust, no love, no worry. With one swift gesture, he pulled the linen tunic off his back, threw it down. 

Now, he was free of every constraint, laid bare before the waters of this sea, as naked as he'd entered the world. The star-key around his neck pulsed, catching up to the rhythm of the earth's core, in time with the energy building up beneath his feet that threatened to feed a sea of burning lava to the volcano, showering it over anyone who dared stand upon those shores. He was running out of time; whatever stupid idea had entered his head, must come to life, now. Closing his fists, Vayne called forth his fire, the black soot emerging at the tip of his fingers, his toes, riding up his limbs. Not just his arms, also his legs, his loins, his neck, tendrils of black ink climbing from the tattooed word around his collarbone to circle his neck.

He could feel the heat rising, engulfing him, but it caused no discomfort. Through his veins, little fires erupted, flickers of flame he knew would turn to a blaze the moment he gave them free reign. There was no turning back, now, he must see this through. If he failed, the world as they knew it would collapse, but it was a risk he must take. No other answer had come to his mind, no vision, no omen, to guide his question of what to do, now he faced the fourth lake. Taking a step back, he gathered impulse, ran to the water, the scalding liquid touching his toes, covering his feet, up to his ankles, his calves, his knees. But Vayne couldn't feel it; all he discerned was the searing pain in Talen's voice, as she shrieked louder and louder into the air. Wondering why she was screaming, knowing he couldn't afford to waste time on it, Vayne pushed forward, and dived into the cloying, burning, thick waters of Lake Tyhmyys.

At first, he couldn't understand what was happening. His lungs hurt, a pain that soon faded. He couldn't breathe, though, but seemed to no longer have a need for it. He couldn't feel his body, not in the physical form he'd always known it, but he could feel something, a mass of energy he directed left and right, up and down, to and fro. Allowing it to wander through the murky waters, he sought for a sign, anything that showed him what to do with the star-key. The volcano stood to the distance, he could feel it looming there, the magma travelling up its throat to the vent, so it could spew forth from the crater and rain death and misery upon the innocent bystanders of Vayne's stupidity. The volcano it must be, then. He directed the mass of energy that had once been his body towards it, gliding underwater as if some sort of giant fish, only to breach the surface near the fire-breathing mountain.

His body rose out of the waters, careened skywards, and Vayne saw it as if from the outside. It was him, it was his form, the long legs, the lanky arms, the slim torso. It was his body, and it had not burnt to a cinder, because he was fire itself. The boiling waters had done him no harm, as Vayne's instincts had told him they wouldn't, if he set his entire body alight with fire. He was a living flame, one that flew into the air, to the sounds of shrieks and cries from the banks, where his brothers, the group of soldiers, the woman he loved, watched in horror as a human torch that very much resembled Vayne leapt out of the water. 

Coming back down, he hit the surface feet first, arms raised above his head with the star-key held tight between one closed fist. Turning briefly to stare at the people gathered on the shore, he searched for Talen, saw her tear-stricken face, her body convulsing with sobs he couldn't hear but that seemed to break her apart. He must hurry, put her to rest, she'd be blaming herself, thinking she'd failed to protect him, failed her life's mission. Diving head first again, Vayne propelled himself down, deeper and deeper into the dark waters, until he reached the summit of the volcano. There, carved onto the igneous rock, a matching image of the star-key in his hand. He swam to it, slapped it into place, pushed away with his feet until he was as far from the volcano as he could. The star-key glowed brighter, its light more intense than what he'd witnessed on the Typeryyttä, it's glare surrounding the underwater base of the volcano, climbing up to cover it all, a light so bright and strong it would blind anyone but him. 

Pushing forward, Vayne swam up until he breached the surface, still a flame man blazing inside boiling waters.

“Cover your eyes,” he managed to shout, voice gurgling like hot lava, as if he was part of the volcano, was the volcano.

Quickly, he swam to shore, while the earth groaned again, shaking and trembling around him, the white light surrounding the volcano shedding such strong glare everything else was made invisible under its shimmer. He pulled out of the water, the fire that engulfed him dying down to soot, scrambled up the shore, grazing his hands and knees on pebbles and shingles and coarse sand. Grabbing hold of his belongings, Vayne skittered to where the others awaited him, wide-eyed and open-mouthed.

“Run,” he ordered, relief washing through him as he saw them obey.

They ran off to where the horses were grazing, mounted, Vayne sitting his saddle bare-butted, the leather chaffing his rearside, the inside of his thighs. But they must put as much distance between them and the lake as they could, or they risked dying. Then a loud click, louder than any previous one, echoed all around, and the mountainous crater of the volcano toppled down, cracked open, collapsed into the waters of the lake. A massive wave formed in its wake, rode down towards the shore they'd come to, as if a force guided it, a forced trained on the Valyo and those who'd accompanied him. It ignored the little village off to the west, intent on coming for the one man who'd robbed it of its power, as if it was a living, sentient being, an entity of pure evil searching for an outlet for its rage.

It came closer and closer, as the horses rode fast, terrified of what chased them, eyes wide and mouths foaming in fear. Before it could reach them, it stopped, the previously grassy meadow, with its array of wild flowers, becoming a sea of murky, fetid waters. Perhaps in time they’d run clear, perhaps they’d retreat. But for now, the Tyhmyys had doubled its size in length, if not in width.

Halting his horse, Vayne slid down the saddle, legs shaking in exhaustion and the rush of adrenaline. He pulled his clothes on, watched through the corner of his eye as Talen alighted from her horse and ran towards him. He was ready for her, wondering if she'd punch or slap him, so when the girl threw her arms around his neck and hugged him close, while she wailed into his ear, Vayne was taken by surprise. Tears brimming his own eyes, he hugged Talen back, tight, nearly knocking the air off her, a need to kiss her swimming through his entire body, capsizing his resolve. Pulling away, he made for her lips, stopped as his eyes took in the shock and fear in her face.

“I'm sorry,” Vayne whispered, and held her tighter. “Should have told you what I planned on doing, but I was running out of time.”

Talen ran a hand through his hair, his cheek, placed a finger over his lips. “I thought you were dead. I thought you'd killed yourself.”

“You need to start trusting me.”

Dayne approached them, patted his brother's back, Valeri looming over them with disbelief in his eyes. “Next time, try to give us the heads up, Vayne, I nearly wet myself.”

“I nearly peed myself too, and I've been around some crazy shit,” Valeri grumbled. “But nothing as fucked up as what you did. You were like a human torch, a blaze in the sky.”

“I'm the Valyo, remember?” Vayne stood up, swayed, knowing he should rest, replenish his energies.

But there was no time to search for a good sized town where a brothel could be found, and there was no one threatening their lives, so he could kill. Not that he thought he had the strength left to take a life. Head swimming, he held on to Talen for balance, to no avail. His eyes rolled inside their sockets, his legs gave in, his arm slid off from where it clung to Talen's shoulder. Slipping from its hold, Vayne fell face forward to the grassy ground.
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Fast-flowing, choppy, dark water surrounded them from every side, stretched as far as the eye could see. As far as the distant horizon, where pale blue skies met dark, grey, murky sea. Topped by a crown of fat, purple clouds, announcing the outbreak of a storm. On their west side, the coast of Finamörie drifted into sight, yellow, brown and grey, where cliffs seemed to hang over raging waters, where beaches of pale sand lured sailors with the promise of a few hours' respite under the sun. To their east, Borode. The lost continent, that place of myth and legend for those outside the fortress of magic surrounding and protecting it from invasion, from any form of contact with other realms, other races. Borode, said to be full of magic and riches, the very word haunting dreams on every Cauculasie pirate who'd ever breathed.

The fleet cruised the waters between both coasts, where once a thick wall of fog had kept them apart. Now, each underwater crag and rock was visible, easily avoidable, made discernible by the expert hand and outstanding magic of the fleet's real commander, if not in name.

Kayne Saurelainen had parted the mists, dispersed them, he'd found his men a safe route to travel, and for this, they all swore allegiance to him, not the nominal head of Wolfsmere's navy. Where Kayne decided to go, these men and women would follow, what Kayne told them to do, they would. Place a crown upon his head and hail him regent of their world, if it came to it. 

He stood on the quarterdeck of his own ship, well aware of how these people looked up to him, well aware that fear was about to strike into their hearts, make them doubt, cower, flee. But his magic was stronger, and he'd hold them all in place, in awe of what he could do. No one was going to die today, not on his side. Turning his head slightly to the right, he searched for Hageshi Nakamura's ship, found the Osaggan hanging from a rope tied to the main mast, his attention set on the vision ahead. Nodding, Kayne took one breath to steady the raging beat of his heart, closed his eyes for one second, Talen Omhersehn's face drifting to his mind's eye, the dark, deep brown of her eyes, the lopsided smile, the curve of lip and chin. He'd show her. And when he was through, he'd have her.

All would be forgiven, because Talen would know, she would know who and what Kayne was, and then she'd take Vayne's offer, free herself from the unfair burden her mother had set upon her at a far too young age. She'd no longer be the Valyo's Sedaïta, only the heir to the Duchy of Wolfsmere, at a par with what Kayne knew would be his own stand in the world, once he finished what he'd come on this ship to do. 

Opening his eyes, blinking at the sudden, unexpected glare of bright white light, he took in the very war-ship he ruled over. Every single individual on board had been issued a set of heavy armour and appropriate weaponry. From shields to lances, swords to war-axes, bows to crossbows, there was a little of everything. They were all decked for battle, ready to fight for their lives, for their land, but most of all, for Kayne. Eager, too, if the sound of their combined voices intoning war chants and battle songs was anything to go by.

Kayne stood above them, upon his higher dais, behind the helm, when it hit him. A sense he could never describe, no matter how hard he tried, a feeling of intense power brewing inside his innards, bubbling away in his heart, coursing through his veins. He wondered if this was how Vayne felt whenever his killing magic took hold of him - for this that now infused him was very akin to a physical need, one that demanded he released the forces ushering inside, no matter the consequences. He took a deeper breath, momentarily lost between fear and excitement. 

The men and women bellow him turned enraptured faces towards his, as if sensing the excess of energy in Kayne's body, as if knowing something was about to be unleashed upon the world. He shuddered, visions of the Valyo flocking his mind, reflected upon the inner surface of the helmet he wore over his head, one that was as intricately etched as those of the men and women still looking up to him for direction. He touched a gauntleted hand to his breast-piece, checked it was strapped tightly around his torso, did the same to the leg braces, despite knowing he would not be engaging in battle. That was not how it worked, and he should have known it already, from the years of observation of his younger brother's powers. But Kayne still held a sword in one hand, had a bow and quiver full of arrows slung across his back. 

Raising the sword tip to the darkening skies, Kayne let out the breath he'd been holding. Silver-white hair streamed behind him, entangled with the bow, the shaft of one or two arrows. He opened his lips, despite the smirk encumbering him, and his heart beat faster in anticipation of what he was about to release upon the world - that which would carve him a place in history and assure the undying loyalty of these people. The thing that would sit him higher than the Valyo himself, in the hearts of men.

“Isäntä,” he shouted, voice reverberating and carrying across the waters, a massive wave forming in its wake, rising high like a wall, threatening to topple anything that dared stand in its way. “Isäntä,” Kayne shouted again.

The many voices of the people inside his war-ship and the rest of the fleet took up the war cry, repeating it into the sky.

“ISÄNTÄ!ISÄNTÄ! ISÄNTÄ!”

The massive wave rose and grew, fattening itself with drop after drop of water, climbing higher and higher, riding the sea with one clear direction in its seemingly sentient mind. A creature, it was, of Kayne's own volition, a weapon he'd nursed against his chest for year after year, while he was pushed into the shadow of his shame, the shade of his brother's glory. A weapon that had been his and his alone, part of the Argentärie that tainted him, heirloom of his tainted heritage, the Isäntä blood Talen had refused to acknowledge coursing his veins. A power that must surely surmount Vayne's, surpassing his sibling's claim upon the world, a power that must put Kayne ahead and force the rest of the world to see him for all he really was. Force Talen to see how wrong she'd been.
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