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The first two books in the Of Duty and Silver series, The Queen’s Tower and For Her Own Good, were both books we had written the first drafts of years ago. We revised both quite extensively when we made the decision to publish them, but the plots and most of the characters had been well known to us for a long time.

Not so with Royal Obligation.

When we started plotting the larger arc for the series of books we wanted to publish, we realized there was a gap that needed filled in the late 330s, Myrcian time. We already knew a lot of the history that happened in this period, so it was just a matter of picking out the most interesting characters and events we could and putting them into a novel. And best of all, we enjoyed writing Royal Obligation and getting to know our POV characters—Edgar, Flora, Presley, and Rohesia—better. 

And part of getting to know them better was also writing some short stories from their POVs. Four of these stories some readers may be familiar with, since they are on our website and have gone out in our newsletter. However, for the first time ever, in this collection you can read “The Other Kind,” aka “Aldrick’s American Pie,” as we’ve taken to referring to it. We’ve also included a layout of Wealdan Castle as it was in this era, a little something else we’ve never shared before.

All these stories can be appreciated on their own, so if you’ve never dived into the Myrcia ‘verse, particularly Royal Obligation, that’s no problem. Enjoy them with our compliments.

J.S. Mawdsley, October 2020
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Who Shall Not Be Named
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320 M.E.

The bruises on Edgar’s ribs and back still hurt, but his third beer of the evening was starting to dull the aches. And he’d won the tournament, after all, which didn’t really do anything for the pain, no matter what people said. But it was still worth it. Especially as his lovely bride-to-be had been in the crowd to see him win. 

She was with him and his friends now, celebrating in one of the cozy little back parlors of the Hawk’s Nest. Ethelred was there, eyeing all the barmaids, even though it was probably a breach of protocol. Brandon was there, too, with his lovely Ellen. And Ellen’s brother, Jeffrey. Baldwin and Vibeka Ostensen were at the next table over, sitting with Henry and Mildred Swithin and trading plates of food and bottles of wine back and forth with Ellen and Brandon. And in the middle of them all, there sat Leofled—slim, wide-eyed, beautiful Leofled. She was matching them all drink for drink and laughing at all the jokes. 

Edgar, who had gone to order tankards of aged mead for the gentlemen, set the drinks down to much applause, and then he eased his aching body into the booth next to Leofled. She still had his laurel wreath on her head, just as he was still wearing her favors on his belt. She smiled at him and stole a sip of his mead. 

“We were just telling her about the first tourney that you ever won,” said Ethelred, grinning. 

“Yes, it’s been fascinating,” she said. “I don’t know why you don’t tell me these stories yourself.” 

He put a hand to his heart and gave his friends a wounded look. “I won that melee fair and square.” 

“You won it,” laughed Brandon, “because Baldwin over there knocked himself out with his own flail.” 

“Not my finest moment,” said Baldwin. “Last time I ever used a flail in a melee. I dropped the blasted thing in the river on the way home.” 

Leofled hugged Edgar’s arm. “Well, I think you were terribly brave today. All of you were. But mostly you, dear.” 

“I didn’t fight at all,” Ethelred pointed out. 

“Yes, but you sat so bravely on your throne,” said Ellen. “You risked a backache and terminal boredom.” 

“When was the last time you got to participate in a tourney, your majesty?” asked Leofled. 

“The last time?” Ethelred rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “I assume you mean the last time I really got to fight, as opposed to just putting on gold armor and waving at the crowd.” He frowned. “The last time...well, that would have been back when I was first king, before my privy council all ganged up on me and made me stop. Let’s see...was it 305 or 306? You all remember, don’t you?” He looked at Edgar and Brandon and the others. “It was in the autumn, I remember that. And it was at Keelweard. And there was this huge fellow, a Centurion, who came down from the Empire. Everyone was sure he was going to win everything.” 

“And did he?” asked Leofled. 

“No,” said the king, smiling. Then, abruptly, his smile faded. “No, he didn’t win.”

“So who did win?” Leofled pressed, even though Edgar was nudging her and trying to catch her eye. “Was it you, your majesty? Or you, Duke Brandon?” 

“No, my lady,” said Brandon softly, as he looked in his drink. “No, it was...someone else.” 

For a moment, the group fell completely silent. Brandon and Ethelred looked miserable. Ellen and Jeffrey looked as if they were going to be sick. Edgar knew they were all thinking, as he was, of the friend who wasn’t there. Of the friend they never talked about. The one who had betrayed them all. 

Three or four people all started talking at once, frantically trying to fill the silence. Leofled opened her mouth, as if she were about to ask more questions, but then—Earstien bless her—she thought better of it and took a long drink of his mead. 

There was still a kind of shadow over the group, though. No one laughed quite as much; no one talked quite so loudly. After about ten minutes, Brandon got up and went into the common room, returning with a trio of minstrels that he had apparently just hired, and demanded that everyone dance. Everyone did, and gradually a sense of merriment returned. 

Edgar was simply too sore and tired to dance very much, though, even though he quite loved dancing with Leofled. And in truth, he was never comfortable at the center of a party, the way Brandon was. After a while, therefore, he found himself seated with Vibeka Ostensen at one of the side tables, watching the others and drinking quietly. 

“She’s a lovely girl,” said Vibeka, in that lilting Annenstruker accent of hers. 

“That she is,” agreed Edgar, who watched as Leofled spun around in a circle with Brandon, Jeffrey Sigor, and Mildred Swithin. 

“So kind and compassionate, too. She was asking me about whether the king might declare an amnesty for prisoners on your wedding day.” 

“I suppose he might,” said Edgar with a shrug. There was a tradition of amnesties for royal weddings, though he had been so busy lately that he hadn’t given it much thought. 

“She even asked....” Vibeka’s voice trailed off, and she sipped her drink. “Oh, I probably shouldn’t say.” 

“Shouldn’t say what? What did she ask?” 

“Well, don’t tell her I told you, but she asked me if I thought it was likely the king might...allow the queen to attend the wedding.” 

“What?” cried Edgar, setting his cup down so hard it splashed mead over his hand. “She actually wanted that...that woman at our wedding?” 

Vibeka looked a bit worried. “Oh, don’t take it that way, dear. It just shows she’s got a kind heart.” 

“The hell it does,” muttered Edgar. 

He spent the rest of the evening fuming, to the point that he was barely civil to his future bride. He fully intended for her to notice, and of course she did. Long after midnight, when the party broke up, he walked her back to the inn where her parents were staying during the tourney and festival. She made a few idle remarks about the weather, as if testing to see if he were still upset. By way of answer, he ignored her. 
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