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​Chapter 1: The Gilded Tongue
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The city of Verita did not exist, or at least, the version of it that the citizens walked through every morning was a collective hallucination curated by the crown. To the average merchant, the streets were paved with a marble so white it hurt the eyes, polished to a mirror finish by the constant, diligent belief of a million souls. The sky was an eternal, bruised violet, hung with lanterns that never flickered because no one had ever dared to suggest they might run out of oil. It was a masterpiece of architectural fiction, a sprawling epic written in stone and sunlight, and Ren was its most devoted critic.

Ren stood on a balcony overlooking the Plaza of Whispers, her fingers tracing the intricate carvings of a balustrade that felt like cold silk. In reality, she knew the stone was likely crumbling granite, held together by nothing more than the sheer audacity of a well-told story. She could see the seams where the lies didn't quite meet. There was a slight shimmer in the air near the fountain, a prismatic glitch where the water appeared to flow upward for a fraction of a second before the city’s collective consciousness forced it back into a traditional arc.

"It’s getting thinner," she whispered to herself. The sound of her own voice was the only thing she truly trusted. In a world where a lie could manifest a palace, a woman’s own thoughts were the only sanctuary of the absolute.

She wasn't here to admire the view, however. She was here to steal the Gilded Tongue, a ceremonial relic held by the Merchant Prince of the Third Quarter. The Prince believed his vault was impenetrable, guarded by a lock that required three keys and a secret word. Ren intended to convince the vault that it had already been opened.

The interior of the Prince’s manor was an exercise in sensory overload. Tapestries that depicted the founding of Verita hung from the walls, their threads shimmering with a light that had no discernible source. The air smelled of expensive jasmine and the metallic tang of fresh ink (the scent of active magic). Ren moved through the halls with the practiced grace of a shadow, her boots making no sound on the plush, crimson carpets.

She reached the vault door at the stroke of midnight. It was a massive slab of obsidian, engraved with runes that glowed with a faint, pulsing blue light. These runes were the physical manifestation of the Prince’s security: a narrative of safety so powerful that most thieves would find their hands passing through the handle as if it were smoke. To break in, one didn't need a crowbar; one needed a better story.

Ren closed her eyes and began to hum, a low, vibrating frequency that resonated in her chest. She focused on the concept of porosity. She visualized the obsidian not as a solid barrier, but as a sponge, riddled with holes and forgotten spaces. She began to weave.

You are not a door, she thought, pouring her intent into the space between her heart and the stone. You are an invitation. You were left ajar by a careless maid three hours ago. The hinges are oiled, the latch is loose, and the Prince himself has forgotten to turn the final key.

The magic tasted like copper on the back of her tongue, a sharp, metallic bite that always preceded a successful Weaving. She felt the familiar tug at her temples, a dull ache that signaled the city was resisting her. The collective belief of Verita was a heavy weight, a tide that she had to swim against every time she altered the script. She pushed harder, her fingers splaying against the cold surface of the vault.

"Open," she breathed.

The obsidian groaned. It was a sound of profound existential confusion. For a heartbeat, the runes flickered, turning a muddy, uncertain grey. The door didn't slide or swing; it simply ceased to be an obstacle. It became a suggestion of a door, a translucent veil that Ren stepped through with a shiver of triumph.

Inside, the vault was filled with the usual trappings of the wealthy: gold coins that were likely lead, jewels that were probably glass, and scrolls containing "secrets" that were little more than high-stakes gossip. But in the center, resting on a velvet cushion, was the Tongue. It was a slender shard of amber, shaped like a human tongue and flickering with an inner fire.

She reached for it, her hand trembling. This was the raw material of the realm’s power. A Weaver who possessed the Gilded Tongue could make a lie last for a century without breaking a sweat. As her fingers closed around the warm amber, a voice cut through the silence of the vault like a razor through silk.

"A beautiful performance, Ren. Truly. I almost believed the door was open myself."

Ren spun around, the Gilded Tongue tucked into the hidden pocket of her cloak. Standing in the doorway (which had abruptly regained its solid, obsidian reality) was Silas, the Syndicate’s most notorious handler. He was a man composed entirely of sharp angles and expensive tailoring, his eyes the color of a winter sea.

"Silas," Ren said, her voice steady despite the frantic drumming of her pulse. "I didn't realize the Syndicate was interested in the Prince’s jewelry. I thought this was a private commission."

Silas stepped into the vault, the obsidian door closing behind him with a finality that made Ren’s stomach drop. "Private commissions are a luxury you can no longer afford, my dear. The King’s Weavers are looking for you. You’ve been far too loud lately. That stunt with the fountain in the North Ward? Childish. You left a trail of broken logic that a blind man could follow."

Ren crossed her arms, leaning back against a chest of (alleged) gold. "The fountain was an accident. I was tired. It’s hard to keep the world pretty when the world is rotting underneath."

Silas’s expression softened, though his eyes remained cold. "It is rotting. Faster than you know. Which is why I’m here. I have a job for you, one that will clear your debts and buy you a new identity in the Southern Isles. A place where the sun is real and the fish don't speak in riddles."

Ren scoffed. "And let me guess. The job is impossible, involves a high probability of execution, and requires me to work with someone I hate."

"Only two out of three," Silas replied, a thin smile touching his lips. "You won't hate him. You’ll be too terrified of him to feel anything as mundane as hatred."

He reached into his coat and pulled out a dossier made of heavy, vellum paper. He tossed it onto the chest beside her. Ren opened it, expecting to see a map or a list of targets. Instead, she saw a sketch of a man in rusted armor, his eyes bound by a leather blindfold.

"His name is Valen," Silas said. "He was a Paladin of the Order of the Radiant Sun before the King dissolved the church. He is currently being held in the Iron Well, awaiting a trial that will never happen."

"A Paladin?" Ren asked, her brow furrowing. "The Order died out decades ago. They were too honest for their own good. Why does the Syndicate want a relic of the past?"

"He isn't just a relic," Silas leaned in, his voice dropping to a whisper. "Valen is cursed. He was touched by the Source of Verity during the purge. He physically cannot lie, Ren. Not even a white lie. Not even a polite fiction. If you ask him how he is, he will tell you the exact state of his soul."

Ren felt a chill that had nothing to do with the dampness of the vault. "A man who cannot lie? In this city? He must be in constant agony."

"It’s worse than that," Silas said. "Because he cannot believe a lie, he sees the world as it actually is. He doesn't see the marble or the violet sky. He sees the rot. He sees the monsters. And he is screaming, Ren. He has been screaming for three years because he is the only one who is truly awake."

Ren looked down at the sketch of the blindfolded man. She imagined what it would be like to see the seams not as shimmers in the air, but as gaping wounds. To see the people of Verita not as elegant socialites, but as the fragile, desperate things they were, clinging to a dream because the alternative was too dark to contemplate.

"What do you need me to do?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

"We need you to get him out of the Iron Well and escort him to the border," Silas said. "But he can't travel in his current state. He’s a liability. Every time he speaks, the Truth ripples out of him like a stone in a pond. He shatters the Weavings of everyone around him. If he walks through the market, the stalls turn to kindling and the fruit turns to ash."

Ren realized the catch. Her heart skipped a beat. "You want me to weave for him."

"Exactly," Silas nodded. "You are the only Weaver with enough finesse to coat his reality in a layer of fiction that he can't break. You need to lie to his very senses. You need to make him believe the world is beautiful again, just long enough to get him to the coast. You will be his eyes, Ren. And his eyes must be full of lies."

Ren left the Prince’s manor through a window, the Gilded Tongue heavy in her pocket and Silas’s words heavier in her mind. The night air was cool, but it felt artificial, like the breeze from a stagehand’s fan. She looked up at the moon, a perfect, glowing orb that she knew was actually a barren, jagged rock.

The task was a suicide mission. To lie to a man who was the embodiment of truth was like trying to keep a flame dry underwater. The sheer effort of suppressing his aura would drain her, perhaps even permanently. Every Weaver had a limit, a point where the mind could no longer sustain the tension between what was and what should be. If she broke while she was linked to Valen, the backlash would likely turn her brain to mush.

But the Southern Isles. Real sun. Real salt. A life where she didn't have to wake up every morning and convince the ceiling not to fall on her head.

She began the long walk back to her apartment in the Squalid District (which, ironically, was the most honest part of the city, as its residents were too poor to afford many illusions). Her mind was already racing, constructing the first layers of the narrative she would need to weave for the Paladin. It would have to be something simple at first. A garden, perhaps. Or a quiet room with a single candle.

She stopped at a small bridge over the Canal of Tears. Below her, the water was a deep, sparkling emerald, but she allowed herself a moment of clarity. She let her focus slip, just for a second. The emerald faded to a murky, sludge-grey. The scent of lilies vanished, replaced by the stench of sewage and stagnant mud. The beautiful bridge beneath her feet was revealed to be a precarious tangle of rusted iron and rotting wood.

Ren shivered and quickly reasserted the lie. The emerald water returned, the lilies bloomed in her mind, and the bridge felt solid once more.

"I’m getting good at this," she muttered, though there was no joy in the thought.

She was the best liar in the realm, and her reward was the task of silencing the only man who knew the truth. It was a poetic irony that she suspected Silas had enjoyed immensely.

As she reached her door, she felt a sudden, sharp pain in her hand. She pulled the Gilded Tongue from her pocket and gasped. The amber was no longer glowing; it was turning black. Little veins of darkness were spreading through the resin, mirroring the ink-stains that now stained her own fingertips.

The magic was changing. Or perhaps, the world was finally starting to believe the truth.

Ren unlocked her door and stepped inside, the shadows of her room stretching out to greet her like old, dishonest friends. Tomorrow, she would go to the Iron Well. Tomorrow, she would meet the man who saw the monsters.

And then, she would start the greatest lie of her life.
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​Chapter 2: The Man Who Could Not Blink
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The Iron Well was not actually a well, though it shared the same circular, damp verticality that suggested a descent into the throat of the world. It was a subterranean spire, built downward into the bedrock of Verita. Here, the King’s Great Lie was at its most fragile. Because the prison was located so far beneath the layers of collective belief that sustained the city’s marble facades and violet skies, the architecture tended to "melt." A prisoner might wake up to find their cell door was made of solid oak, only for it to revert to rusted iron by midday when the Weaver on duty took a nap.

Ren descended the spiral staircase, her hand hovering just inches from the wall. She didn't dare touch it. In the Iron Well, the walls were known to be temperamental; sometimes they were stone, sometimes they were a slurry of mud and bone, and occasionally, they were nothing more than a very convincing suggestion of a boundary.

"Careful where you step, Weaver," the guard grunted. He was a man who looked like he had been assembled from spare parts found in a butcher’s shop, though that was likely just the lack of a decent illusion at this depth. "The third step from the bottom is currently a theological argument. If you step on it, you’ll spend the next hour debating the nature of the divine with your own boots."

Ren looked at the step. It looked perfectly normal, a slab of grey slate. But as she watched, it shimmered with a sickly yellow light. She hopped over it, her heart thumping against her ribs.

"I’m here for the Paladin," Ren said, her voice echoing in the damp air. "The one in the Deepest Circle."

The guard paused, his hand on a heavy, iron ring of keys. He looked at her with a mixture of pity and professional curiosity. "The Screamer? You’re brave, girl. Or stupid. Most Weavers can't stand to be in the same corridor as him. He leaks, you see."

"He leaks?" Ren echoed.

"Truth," the guard said, spitting on the floor. "He leaks reality like a cracked bucket leaks water. You can't keep a good lie going within ten paces of him. My own uniform used to be a fine silk, or so the Captain told me. Since I’ve been guarding him, it’s turned back into this itchy, wool sack. He’s a walking disaster for anyone who likes a bit of comfort."

He led her deeper. The air grew colder, and the scent of jasmine from the upper city was replaced by something sharp and metallic. It was the smell of old blood and wet earth: the scent of a world that hadn't been lied to in a long time.

They reached the cell at the very bottom of the spire. It wasn't a room so much as a cage carved directly into the living rock. There were no torches here, for light was an expensive fiction that the Iron Well didn't bother wasting on the doomed. Instead, there was a faint, bioluminescent glow emanating from the moss on the walls.

In the center of the cell sat the man from the sketch.

Valen was taller than he had appeared in the dossier. Even sitting cross-legged on the floor, he possessed a certain gravitational pull. His armor was a disaster of rusted plates and frayed leather straps, the "Radiant Sun" emblem on his chest plate so badly pitted that it looked like a weeping eye. His eyes were bound with a thick, leather blindfold, the strap buckled tightly at the back of his head.

He wasn't screaming now. He was perfectly still, his chin tilted up as if he were listening to a conversation happening three floors above.

"Valen," the guard shouted, banging his keys against the bars. The sound was deafening in the small space. "You’ve got a visitor. A Weaver. Try not to break her head too quickly."

The man in the cell didn't move, but his voice, when it came, was like the grinding of tectonic plates. It was deep, resonant, and carried a weight of certainty that made the moss on the walls shrivel.

"She isn't a Weaver," Valen said. "She is a collection of brightly colored threads trying to hide a hole in the universe."

Ren felt a physical jolt. It wasn't just the words; it was the way the world around her reacted to them. For a split second, the beautiful, embroidered cloak she was wearing felt like a shroud. The Gilded Tongue in her pocket grew searingly hot. She had to clench her teeth to keep from gasping.

"My name is Ren," she said, stepping closer to the bars. She pushed her magic out, trying to coat the cell in a layer of "Quiet and Neutrality." She visualized a library, a place of soft shadows and hushed breath.

Valen laughed. It was a dry, hollow sound. "A library? Truly? You think I want to hear the rustle of paper while the things behind the walls are gnashing their teeth?"

Ren’s "Quiet" shattered. The moss on the walls didn't just glow; it began to pulse with a frantic, rhythmic light.

"What things?" Ren asked, her voice trembling.

"The shadows that crawl," Valen replied. He turned his head toward her, the leather of his blindfold creaking. "The ones that live in the gaps between your lies. You call this a prison, Ren. I see it as a stomach. We are being digested by the truth of what we’ve become. The guard who just left? He wasn't a man. He was a mass of writhing, black vines held together by the memory of a uniform. And you..."

He paused. Ren felt a prickling sensation on her skin, as if he were looking through the leather, through her clothes, and straight into her marrow.

"You are a shimmering veil," he whispered. "You are the most beautiful lie I’ve seen in three years. You taste like ozone and desperate hope. But underneath, you are just as terrified as the rest of them."

Ren took a deep breath, forcing her heart rate to slow. She was a professional. She had woven illusions for kings and deceived the very laws of physics. She could handle one broken Paladin with a penchant for dramatic metaphors.

"The Syndicate sent me," she said, her voice regaining its edge. "I’m here to get you out."

Valen finally moved. He stood up, his joints popping with a series of wet, rhythmic sounds. He was easily a head taller than Ren, and despite his years in the Well, he moved with the predatory grace of a soldier.

"Out," he repeated. "To where? To the city above? To the place where the streets are made of collective denial? I would rather stay here in the dark than walk through that kaleidoscope of madness again."

"Not to the city," Ren said. "To the coast. To the Southern Isles. Silas says the Truth is different there. It’s... softer."

Valen stepped up to the bars. He was so close that Ren could smell the iron on his breath. "The Truth is never soft. It is jagged. It is a blade that cuts away everything that doesn't matter until only the bone is left. You want to take me into the light? You’ll have to bind me, Weaver. You’ll have to wrap me in so many lies that I can't breathe."

"That’s exactly what I intend to do," Ren replied.

She reached through the bars, her fingers hovering near his blindfold. This was the moment of the First Veil. To move him, she had to anchor her magic to his senses. She had to become the filter through which he perceived the world.

She closed her eyes and began to hum, the same frequency she had used on the Prince’s vault, but deeper this time. She wasn't looking for porosity; she was looking for displacement.

You are not in a cell, she thought, weaving the narrative with every fiber of her being. You are in a forest at dusk. The air is cool and smells of pine. The ground is soft with needles. There are no monsters here, only the wind in the trees and the distant call of an owl. The shadows are just shadows. They have no teeth. They have no eyes.

She felt the resistance immediately. It was like trying to push a mountain with her bare hands. Valen’s aura was a wall of pure, unadulterated reality. It pushed back against her fiction with a ferocity that made her nose start to bleed.

Pine, she insisted, her internal monologue shouting over the roar of the Truth. The smell of pine and the sound of the wind.

Slowly, incredibly, the cell began to change. The metallic stench faded, replaced by the sharp, resinous scent of evergreen. The bioluminescent moss shifted from a sickly yellow to a deep, soothing green. The sound of the dripping water became the gentle babble of a brook.

Valen gasped. His hands flew to his chest, his fingers clutching at the rusted armor. "What... what is this?"

"It’s a lie," Ren whispered, her eyes still closed, her forehead pressed against the cold iron of the bars. "It’s the first of many. Just follow the sound of my voice, Valen. Don't look at the gaps. Don't blink. Just listen to the forest."

The walk out of the Iron Well was a nightmare of mental multitasking. Ren had to maintain the "Forest" for Valen while simultaneously navigating the actual, shifting corridors of the prison. She held him by the sleeve of his rusted tunic, leading him like a blind child through a battlefield.

To the guards they passed, they were a Weaver and her prisoner, a common enough sight. But to Ren, the world was split in two. With her left eye, she saw the damp stone and the flickering torches of the Well. With her right eye (the eye of her mind), she saw the twilight woods she was maintaining for the man beside her.

Valen stumbled frequently. His feet, accustomed to the flat stone of the cell, struggled with the "uneven ground" of the imaginary forest.

"The trees," he muttered, his voice thick with wonder and terror. "They are so tall. They don't have faces. Why don't they have faces?"

"Trees don't need faces," Ren grunted, her head throbbing. "They just need leaves."

"But the wind," Valen said, stopping in the middle of a corridor. "The wind is saying something. It’s telling me that the ground is actually made of... of..."

"The ground is dirt!" Ren snapped, her grip tightening on his arm. "It’s dirt and moss and nothing else. Do not listen to the wind, Valen. The wind is a liar."

The irony of her statement wasn't lost on her, but she didn't have the spare cognitive capacity for humor. They reached the final gate, the one that led out into the Squalid District. The guard at the gate was a heavy-set woman with a face like a squashed melon. She eyed Ren’s bleeding nose and Valen’s trembling hands.

"Rough one, eh?" she asked, reaching for the lever.

"He’s... sensitive," Ren managed to say.

The gate groaned open. They stepped out into the night air of Verita.

For Ren, it was a relief. The city’s collective lie was so strong here that it felt like a warm blanket. The sky was that perfect, bruised violet again, and the lanterns were glowing with their eternal, comforting light.

But for Valen, the transition was a catastrophe.

The "Forest" Ren had woven was a small, fragile thing compared to the massive, multi-layered epic of the city. As they stepped onto the street, the two fictions clashed. Valen let out a strangled cry and collapsed to his knees, his hands clawing at his leather blindfold.

"The sky!" he screamed. "The sky is full of teeth! The stars are eyes! Ren, the stars are looking at me!"

Ren dropped to the ground beside him, her hands frantically weaving a "Night-Shield." She tried to pull the violet sky down, to wrap it around his head like a scarf, but the Truth was leaking out of him in great, jagged ripples.

Around them, the street began to "glitch." A nearby fruit stall, piled high with glowing, purple pears, suddenly turned into a heap of rotting fish and grey stones. The cobbles beneath their feet shifted from marble to cracked, uneven dirt. A passing noblewoman’s silk dress flickered, revealing the tattered rags and sores beneath.

"Shut up!" Ren hissed, pressing her hands over his mouth. "Valen, shut up or they’ll kill us both! Look at me. Don't look at the sky. Look at the forest. Remember the pine? Remember the brook?"

Valen’s body was shaking with the force of his perception. He was seeing the city for what it was: a sprawling, eldritch horror masquerading as a paradise. He was seeing the "monsters" that lived in the hearts of the citizens, the parasitic truths that fed on their vanity and their fear.

"It’s all... a grave," Valen choked out, his voice muffled by her hand. "The whole city... it’s a graveyard with a coat of paint."

Ren didn't argue. She couldn't. She just kept weaving, pouring every ounce of her will into the lie. She made the forest denser. She made the pine smell stronger. She made the owl’s call louder until it drowned out the screaming of the stars.

Slowly, the ripples subsided. The fruit stall became pears again. The noblewoman moved on, her silk shimmering in the lamplight. The city’s collective dream reasserted itself, burying the rot beneath another layer of beautiful, violet dust.

Valen slumped against her, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He was exhausted, his spirit broken by the sheer weight of what he had seen.

"Why do you do it?" he whispered, his forehead resting against her shoulder. "Why do you live in this? How can you stand the taste of the air?"

Ren looked up at the violet sky, at the lanterns that never flickered, and at the marble streets that hid the mud. She felt the black veins in her hand throb, a reminder of the price she was paying for this deception.

"Because the truth is a monster, Valen," she said, her voice cold and hollow. "And I’m the only one who knows how to keep it in its cage."

She stood up, pulling him with her. The journey had only just begun, and she was already starting to wonder if Silas had been wrong. Maybe she wasn't terrified of Valen.

Maybe she was terrified that he was right.
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​Chapter 3: A Contract of Cobwebs
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The Squalid District was the only place in Verita where a person could breathe without tasting the metallic tang of someone else’s vanity. It was a sprawling, low-slung labyrinth of tenements and lean-tos, built from the debris of the city’s failed dreams. Here, the Great Lie was stretched thin, like a piece of silk pulled too tight over a jagged frame. The marble streets of the upper quarters gave way to packed earth and grey, weathered timber. The violet sky was muted by the smoke of a thousand peat fires, turning a muddy, honest charcoal.

Ren dragged Valen through a narrow alleyway that smelled of salt-fish and damp wool. Her head was a drum being beaten by an angry child: a rhythmic, pulsing ache that synchronized with every step she took. Maintaining the "Forest" for Valen was no longer a creative exercise; it was a physical burden, a heavy, invisible cloak that she had to keep from slipping.

"Watch the root," she muttered, tugging on his arm as they stepped over a literal pile of garbage that her magic was insisting was a fallen log.

Valen stumbled, his boots sinking into the "moss" (which was actually a slurry of dishwater and street grime). "The air here," he said, his voice strained. "It smells different. The pine is... fading. There is a scent of decay underneath. Like a dead thing hidden in the tall grass."

Ren gritted her teeth, her fingers tightening on the rough fabric of his sleeve. "It’s just the autumn, Valen. The year is turning. The forest is preparing for sleep."

It was a lie, and she felt the Gilded Tongue in her pocket vibrate in response. The black veins on her hand seemed to itch, a phantom sensation of ink crawling under her skin. She was lying to a man whose entire existence was a compass pointing north to the truth, and the friction of that deception was starting to produce heat.

The safe house was an attic apartment above a shop that sold "Genuine Relics of the Old World," which mostly meant chipped pottery and rusted spoons that had been woven over with a thin layer of historical significance. It was owned by a woman named Marrow, a former Weaver who had lost her sight and gained a profound sense of pragmatism.

Ren led Valen up a flight of stairs that groaned under their combined weight. To Valen, they were climbing a staircase of sturdy oak built into the side of a massive, ancient tree. To Ren, they were navigating a precarious ladder of rotting pine that felt like it might collapse at any moment.

"We’re here," Ren said, pushing open the door.

The attic was small and cramped, filled with the shadows of mismatched furniture. Ren guided Valen to a low cot in the corner. "Sit. Don't move. I need to check the perimeter."

As soon as she let go of his arm, the "Forest" wavered. For a heartbeat, the room flickered: the oak walls became grey timber, the soft needles on the floor became dusty floorboards, and the gentle moonlight became the dim, yellow glow of a single tallow candle.

Valen let out a sharp, jagged gasp, his hands flying to his blindfold. "The trees! They’re falling!"

Ren lunged forward, grabbing his shoulders and pouring her intent back into the room. The forest is strong. The trees are rooted in the earth. The sky is hidden by the canopy.

The flicker subsided, but the effort left Ren gasping for air. She collapsed onto a wooden stool across from him, her hands trembling in her lap. She didn't dare close her eyes; she was afraid that if she stopped looking at him, she would stop being able to see the lie herself.

"You’re bleeding again," Valen said. He wasn't looking at her (he couldn't see her through the blindfold and the forest), but he didn't need to. He simply knew.

Ren wiped her nose with the back of her hand, seeing the dark, crimson smear. "It’s a small price to pay for a walk in the woods, wouldn't you say?"

"Is it?" Valen’s voice was remarkably calm, considering he believed he was sitting in a supernatural forest while being hunted by the King’s Guard. "You are weaving a shroud for me, Ren. You are trying to bury the world in a beautiful grave because you think the truth will kill me. But I have lived with the truth for three years. It is the lies that are killing you."

Ren scoffed, though the sound lacked its usual bite. "I’m a Weaver, Valen. Lies are my oxygen. I’ve been breathing them since I was five years old. I don't know how to survive in the 'bone' of the world you keep talking about."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
e | FABRICOF 4
o L LITHE i@






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





