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Ada: AY-duh

Adonia: ah-DOE-nee-uh

Akiro: ah-KEY-row

Amell: ah-MELL

Druiron: DREW-eer-on

Filmery: FILL-merry

Greymery: GRAY-merry

Khos: koss

Pliridge: PLIH-ridge

Teotamenit: TEE-oh-tah-MEN-it

Yarah: YAH-ruh
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In her mind, Bonnie walked along the cobbled streets of a grand city, surrounded by magic and wonder and countless important people. A well-balanced rapier hung at her hip. She liked to think that she would also wear a stylish hat, something similar to what the pirate captains in her favorite books wore, complete with a large decorative feather. Unfortunately, reality was less entertaining than the scene her imagination painted.

The distance between the clockmaker’s door and the entrance to the bookstore was approximately 113 paces. Not that Bonnie had ever intended to count her steps, but she had picked up the habit as a child after reading about a brave heroine who used that strategy to escape after being kidnapped. She always had a tendency to pick up little habits from the books she read in an effort to make life more interesting and adventurous. This was not one of the most fun or practical things that had worked itself inside her mind, but at least it distracted her from the impatient cries of the merchants that lined Greymery’s streets.

The inside of the bookstore was blissfully quiet compared to the perpetual hubbub of the streets. Bonnie wove between the shelves, relishing the smell of leather and paper, until she made her way to the back room. Inside that room, the books were not shelved as neatly, but were instead strewn in various stacks with notes to be categorized or labeled or moved.

Bonnie smiled at the sight of her mother methodically sifting through one of the piles, her brown hair pulled into a sleek low bun. “Felix said you would be late tonight, so I brought you some dinner.”

Adalyn looked up over the rims of the narrow glasses perched on her nose. “Thank you, Bee. We just got this new shipment of books, and the old bookkeeper just doesn’t have the concentration for it anymore. Of course,” she added wryly as she hugged her daughter, “he also insists that they be ready for customers tomorrow.”

Bonnie snorted. “Oh, I’m sure you’ll have people crowding the streets just waiting for the newest literature.” The people of Greymery weren’t exactly the most imaginative bunch, except when it came to new ways to swindle more money from people. Needless to say, the bookstore, with shelves of exciting stories and thick volumes of new information, was not the most popular destination.

Adalyn smiled. “So... find any adventures today?”

Bonnie’s eyes lifted to the ceiling as she thought back on her day. “Nothing particularly exciting,” she responded, which had always been her usual response. It was difficult to find adventure in Greymery. In any merchant town, the options were pretty much either become a merchant or marry a merchant. Bonnie had no interest in the profession, and she certainly had no interest in the other merchants- most of whom were unimaginably corrupt and significantly older than her. And unfortunately, her family wasn’t wealthy enough to support her going off to one of the ruling cities. They had only managed it with her oldest brother because he was able to secure a position in the guard. Being a librarian didn’t pay very much, and the idea of spending every day sorting through books didn’t exactly appeal to Bonnie, despite her love of reading. In fact, the more she thought about it, the more she really wasn’t sure what she wanted to spend the rest of her life doing. The only thing she knew for sure was that she undoubtedly wanted something more than what she currently found in her day to day routine. If only she could figure out what exactly “more” looked like.

“I may have a book to break your boredom,” Adalyn commented, thankfully saving Bonnie from that troubling train of thought. “That is... if you’re still interested in that wolf.”

That wolf. Bonnie’s interest was instantly ignited. The wolf was the one thing that had brought adventure to her life in Greymery. It had been just over a year since the first reports of a massive, golden wolf had spread through the town. While most people were set on edge by the magnificent animal’s presence, which was probably the wiser response, Bonnie was drawn to it. She reasoned that it had never shown any particularly aggressive behavior. And creatures like that didn’t just appear out of nowhere with no explanation. Bonnie, naturally, was determined to find that explanation, although all she had found so far was a lot of dead ends.

She reached out to take the book, but at the last second, her mother pulled it back. At Bonnie’s curious look, she explained. “I think I need a guarantee that you did not start any fights today before I hand over your book.” Her tone was playful, but knowing how things usually went, her conditions were most likely at least half serious.

Bonnie pursed her lips. “What if I had a really good reason for it?” Seeing her mother’s famous what-did-you-do-now look, she elaborated. “The apothecary down on Main Street tried to sell me a poisoned comb! And he wasn’t even trying to hide it!”

“So of course, you just walked away,” Adalyn prompted.

“No!” Bonnie replied indignantly. “I told him that he should stop sampling his own wares, since clearly he had scrambled his brain if he thought I was going to buy anything from him.”

Adalyn winced, although she wasn’t particularly surprised. “And how did he take that response?”

“He told me that he didn’t want me even on the same side of the street as his store because my ‘foul attitude’ would drive away customers.” Bonnie shrugged. “So I told him I didn’t even want to be near his store, and his products were terrible anyway.”

“Bonnie Mora!” Her mother chided her.

“Did you want me to buy the comb?”

Her mother gave her an exasperated look. “You know there is a position between taking part in the terrible things people do and starting an argument every time you are confronted with it.”

“Ignore it?” Bonnie gestured vaguely to the town outside the bookstore. “That strategy doesn’t seem to be working very well so far, considering this place is only getting worse.”

Adalyn sighed. “I understand that, Bee. I’m just trying to keep you safe.”

“I know,” Bonnie replied, giving her an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry to make you worry. It’s just hard for me to walk away instead of speaking my mind, you know?”

“I know,” Adalyn answered with a soft smile that showed just a hint of the same spark that spurred Bonnie’s outspokenness. She kissed her daughter on the head and handed off the wolf book. “Take the book. At least when you’re reading, you usually stay out of trouble.”

With the thought of the wolf back in her mind, any further thoughts of the apothecary disappeared, and she was reminded of what she had planned on talking to her brother about before he sent her off to deliver their mother’s dinner. With a quick thank you and a reminder not to work too late, she took the book from her mother and hurried out of the bookstore. Unable to resist the urge to immediately dive in, she flipped the cover open, scanning the table of contents to determine what information she could glean from it. She only made it a few paces before crashing into a solid chest.

“Now, exactly how many times do I need to tell you not to read while you’re walking?” Bonnie looked up to find that she had crashed into none other than Garridan- blacksmith, jeweler, and one of the few tolerable people in Greymery. It wasn’t much of a surprise that she had collided with him, given that his broad, heavily muscled frame wasn’t exactly easily bypassed.

Bonnie grinned up at him. “At least once more,” she teased. Garridan was one of the very few merchants she didn’t actively avoid, mostly because he was one of the only ones not involved in corrupt dealings behind the facade of normal business. They were also childhood acquaintances, and Bonnie couldn’t remember any unpleasant memories from their time together as children.

Garridan returned her smile, his dark green eyes crinkling at the corners. He nodded toward the book in her hand. “I see you’re still doing your research on that wolf. You know, there are much safer pastimes to pursue.”

“Oh please,” Bonnie replied, flicking one of her unruly curls off her forehead with a finger. “A little book-based research never hurt anyone.”

“Of course,” Garridan chuckled. “Well, as always, if there’s any way I can help, you know where to find me.”

Bonnie waved as he passed her and continued on his way. Tucking her book under her arm to avoid any further incidents, she smiled to herself. Book-based research certainly was a safe way to gather information about her mysterious wolf, but it just wasn’t providing the information she needed. She still hadn’t discovered anything about its origins or intentions. Bonnie needed firsthand information. And that was where her brother came in.

Felix was already settled at the dinner table when she got to their little cottage behind their father’s clockmaking shop. Since their father wasn’t there and the soft glow of a lantern still shone from the shop’s window, she figured he was working late as well. Bonnie helped herself to a bowl of the steaming stew on the hearth, one of Felix’s specialties. She still wasn’t sure if it could be considered a stew, since it was packed so full of meat, potatoes, and vegetables that there was barely any liquid left.

“Busy day at the shop today?” Bonnie commented as she sat down. Before she started eating, she plucked each piece of potato out and plopped them in Felix’s bowl. He thought it was appalling that she didn’t like potatoes, as they were a common favorite, but he didn’t complain when he got to eat her portion.

“It always is this time of year,” Felix replied, his mouth half full of potato. “But you knew that. Obviously. Since you specifically asked me to pull as much information as possible from the traders coming into town.”

“Hmm, right.” Bonnie pursed her lips, acting as if he brought up a point she hadn’t considered for a moment. “So. What did you find out?”

“You know, people are generally paid for this sort of thing.”

“Your payment is having me as the most wonderful little sister in the world,” Bonnie replied quickly with a grin.

Felix rolled his eyes. “Something went horribly wrong if that’s all the payment I get.”

“Would you just tell me what you found out already?”

“Fine,” Felix laughed. “It’s really not much. One man said that he had heard of fairies sometimes appointing animal guardians to people with pure souls. I figured that wasn’t right, since the wolf would have to sort through all sorts of terrible people to find me.”

“Because you would, of course, be the one singled out by a fairy,” Bonnie interjected.

“Of course. There was also another man who said it was a bad omen, sent to bring judgment. That one seemed far more likely. Other than that, no one really had an opinion on it. They’re always more occupied with trying to convince us they don’t actually have to pay the full amount for the work they’ve had done, or something equally annoying.”

Bonnie heaved a sigh, disappointed that she had no new information, but not exactly surprised. “I guess I’ll just have to try something else. Maybe tomorrow I can-”

“Tomorrow,” Felix cut her off, “is market day. So the only thing you’ll be ‘trying’ is trying not to lose your mind in the middle of the stalls.”

“No,” Bonnie groaned.

“Oh, absolutely. I did it last time, so now it’s your problem.”

Bonnie slumped in her chair as Felix got up to clean their dishes. No one enjoyed market day, which is why they took turns doing the shopping, but Bonnie felt she hated it most of all. Still, she tried to have some optimism. Maybe someone at the market could tell her about her wolf. Or maybe this time she’d finally find the start of her adventure.
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Twice a month the square in the center of town was filled with colorful stalls and carts and vendors offering the wares that weren’t usually available in town. Since Greymery was situated in the northern portion of Khos where the growing season was short, and there were barely any farmers, this was really their only option for fresh produce. It also brought in many different delicacies and surprises each time, which was part of the reason nearly the entire town crowded the square on market day. Bonnie hated all of it, but most of all, she hated the constant feeling of dread knowing that she would likely be trapped in a conversation with someone she most certainly did not want to talk to.

While she didn’t know any of the vendors personally, they would no doubt insist on giving her their opinion on something. Bonnie never understood how they felt so entitled to pass judgment on the clothing, appearance, or business of a stranger. Regardless, it happened every time. But worse than the unsolicited comments from the vendors was the sense of foreboding that the market brought. The doubt that crept in, despite all of her ambitions. The fear that the expectations of the people around her would become her reality. That she wouldn’t find the adventure she was searching for, and the rest of her life would be spent trying and failing to avoid this market while she trudged through a mundane and ordinary life. Bonnie shivered, as if that could shake off those uncomfortable thoughts.

With her face set in a disconnected, borderline hostile expression that she hoped would discourage any unwanted conversation, Bonnie approached the first stand. The vendor surveyed her with a quick glance, offering a snakelike smile. “What are you doing here, lass?”

There it is. It was clear she was unfortunate enough to find a vendor who would likely have no issues offering his unsolicited opinions. Bonnie kept her eyes down, selecting the vegetables her family would like. “Shopping,” she replied curtly.

“Well, yes. Of course,” the man chuckled, although it sounded more like a scoff to Bonnie. “But I mean here in the lovely town of Greymery. Come to find something you can’t get your hands on anywhere else?”

Bonnie scowled at his suggestive look. “As I said,” she replied, keeping her voice even and reminding herself that her parents really preferred when she didn’t aggressively debate with everyone in the town, “I am here to shop. I will be sure to let you know if I am interested in any of your wares.”

“Oh, but it’s not quite my wares that I’m talking about.” The vendor leaned forward conspiratorially. “See, the market isn’t where you get the real goods of Greymery. I’ve got a cousin who lives here, just a short way from the square, and he’ll give you the best price you could find on rare, let’s say... cordials.” He widened his eyes, as if Bonnie wouldn’t otherwise pick up on the obvious reality that he was talking about poisons. “Reliable ones, too. Won’t try to cheat you out of anything. I heard he sold one to a woman a while back who used it to topple the ruler of Druiron, so you know they’ll work. Edgar’s Jewelry & Hardwares. Promise it’s a good stop for you.”

Bonnie could only stare in disbelief for a moment. There had once been a time when she was discontent with the state of Greymery because of a subtle undercurrent of corruption, but now she was becoming more indignant by the day as she seemed to be confronted over and over again with how far things had declined. She could no longer describe the issues of the town as an “undercurrent” when a vendor tried to sell her poisons before even saying “good morning.” Bonnie’s jaw clenched. The Keeper may have been willing to stay silent and not interfere with the decline of his domain, but she was not.

“Well thank goodness for that testimonial,” Bonnie answered the vendor, a bitter note in her voice. “I’m so glad that no one’s trying to swindle me out of a good deal on poison. Your cousin seems to be a very honest merchant of death.”

The vendor crinkled his face at her response, as if she was the one who said something wrong. “Lass, I think you might be in the wrong town. What are you here for if it’s not the specialty wares?”

Bonnie looked pointedly at the produce laid out on the cart between them. “Vegetables?”

“Vegetables don’t make for very good profits. Can’t blame me for suggesting better business to you, especially when there’s an option to get a cut of my cousin’s profits.”

“Of course I can blame you!” Bonnie knew that any hope of keeping her composure was gone, feeling her cheeks flush pink. “How can you not see that suggesting someone buys poison from a store that should only sell jewelry and hardware is wrong? And, you would make a perfectly fine profit from your vegetables alone because your prices are ridiculous anyway!”

The vendor held up his hands, as if surrendering. “If you feel that strongly about it, perhaps you should move on to a place more suited to your... convictions.”

“I find I am suited just fine to the position I am in. Perhaps you just need to adjust your convictions. There’s nothing wrong with me because I recognize that this town is falling to pieces. That’s just what happens when you...” Bonnie gestured vaguely, momentarily at a loss for words. “When you educate and try to better yourself. I don’t buy poison. I read books!”

“Well then perhaps you might be interested in this,” he replied, pushing a notice toward her. “Librarian position in the Keep. Seems it’s been open for a while, since we were all told this morning to make sure people heard of it.”

Bonnie let out a short laugh, her eyes flicking up to the imposing building on the hill at the northern edge of town. Greymery Keep was built entirely of craggy gray stone and rarely showed any sort of welcoming light. “This position has been open for ages. No one wants to work in that place. It looks like it sucks the life out of you, and I would be willing to bet the Keeper isn’t any joy to work for, either.” This time the man had no response, his widened eyes only glancing slightly to Bonnie’s left. It didn’t take much to figure out who he was looking at, and Bonnie’s stomach flipped with a strange combination of anxiety and the excitement of rising to a challenge as she turned.

The Keeper stood only a couple of feet away, nearly as impassive and intimidating as the Keep itself. He was over a head taller than her, and his broad shoulders made him seem even larger. His eyes were dark and serious, framed by a few strands of black hair while the rest was pulled back loosely. A scar ran through his left eyebrow, and his nose showed evidence of a past break, lending a roguish quality to his face.

“Sir Killian,” Bonnie greeted him, executing a shallow curtsy to show some measure of respect. She may have been impulsive and not at all fond of the Keeper, but she wasn’t completely stupid. “I’m surprised to see you here. It’s unusual for you to frequent the town.” Point one in her case against the Keeper. Bonnie always held the opinion that any leader should be well acquainted with the daily lives of his people and what was happening in his domain. Particularly when half of those people were selling deadly poisons and the other half were selling deadly weapons.

The only sign that Sir Killian was taken aback by her was a brief lift of his eyebrows. “I thought I would visit the market today to see how things were faring,” he replied smoothly. His voice was void of emotion, mellow and deep with the lilt of practiced diplomacy.

See how things were faring? As far as Bonnie knew, Sir Killian hadn’t been concerned with what was happening in Greymery since he took the position nearly ten years before. He seemed content as long as no one was openly rioting, and his apathy had led to the town’s decline in any kind of integrity. “How... thoughtful of you. I have to admit I didn’t think you had much interest in how things were faring in Greymery.”

This time, Sir Killian’s expression was not quite so neutral. The look in his dark eyes hardened in a way that, on one hand, made Bonnie feel accomplished, but on the other hand made her a little nervous about where this interaction was going. “And what would make you think that?”

Bonnie widened her eyes in her best innocent expression and shrugged her shoulders. “It is thought by some that you’ve never been particularly involved in the town- diplomatically, physically, or emotionally.” Bonnie didn’t know why, but there was something in her that wanted to see how far she could push him, see how long exactly he could maintain that clipped, distant tone.

“I wasn’t aware that there was so much speculation around my actions or involvement,” he replied. Although she was disappointed that his voice continued to give no indication of emotion, Bonnie couldn’t help but start to feel like it was probably best that he wasn’t inclined to rash actions, given that those actions likely wouldn’t work out well for her. “I was under the impression that the only one who needed to worry about the Keeper’s duties was the Keeper himself.”

Bonnie took a breath, lowering her gaze fractionally to show some degree of deference to him. There was still a part of her, a large part if she was being honest, that begged to continue the confrontation and see where it went. But she wasn’t completely stupid, and something in Sir Killian’s tone strongly suggested she would not, in fact, enjoy where this conversation would end for her. Still, she couldn’t just let it go entirely. Bonnie smiled sweetly, hoping he could see the challenge in her eyes. “Perhaps, since you’re here, you should visit some of the permanent shops as well.”

“Thank you for your suggestion,” Sir Killian answered, matching her smile with one equally lacking in sincerity. “I’d best leave you to your shopping now.”

Although her heart was racing, Bonnie agreed with an impassive nod. As she turned away to continue her mission amongst the stalls, the adrenaline lingered. Although she had held an unfavorable opinion of the Keeper for years now, this occasion marked the first time she had actually spoken to him. She couldn’t help but feel at least a little victorious.

As Bonnie continued through the market, her thoughts shifted to the vendor’s suggestion and the notice he showed her. Of course, she still had no intention of going anywhere near Greymery Keep. But she couldn’t help but think that a larger selection of books would be very helpful in answering her questions. And she had a pretty good idea of where she could find one.
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Both her mother and father were home when Bonnie returned nearly an hour later. She smiled as she set her baskets down in the kitchen. “Oh good! You’re both here,” she began. “I had something I wanted to talk to you about!”

Her father raised an eyebrow. Alexander Mora was one of the most intimidating merchants in Greymery, despite most people’s expectations of a clockmaker. The fact that he was her father made him only slightly less intimidating. He cleared his throat. “Would it happen to have anything to do with clearly showing what you think of Sir Killian in a certain market conversation?”

Bonnie’s smile faded. She shifted her feet as her parents looked at her expectantly. Felix sat at the kitchen table, a grin tugging at his lips, despite his best efforts to appear thoroughly occupied with the small gears he was working on. “Ahh... no. No, actually, it was not that.” Bonnie twisted a curl around her finger. “How exactly did you hear about that?”

Adalyn sighed. “You know that news of anything noteworthy travels fast.”

“Especially when you decide to pick a fight with the Keeper.” Apparently Felix had decided to abandon his efforts at seeming indifferent.

“I didn’t ‘pick a fight’ with him!” Bonnie argued. “I just think it’s beneficial that he knows what I think of his ruling practices.”

Now it was her father’s turn to let out a heavy sigh. “And I am so glad you are confident and secure enough to voice your opinions. But there are certain people who hold significant power over you. It would probably be best if you were a little less free with your words around those people.”

“Right.” Bonnie suppressed a sigh. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

“So.” Adalyn gave her daughter a pointed look. “What were you going to tell us?”

“Well...” Bonnie offered a tentative smile. “I’d like to stay with Kade in Pliridge for a few days.”

Her mother pursed her lips. “You’d be making the trip by yourself.”

“It’s only a few hours,” Bonnie reasoned. “And it’s a safe road.”

“And what if your brother is busy?” Alexander added.

“I’ll leave here first thing in the morning, so if he’s busy I’ll have time to come back.”

Her mother and father exchanged a glance as Felix chimed in. “She can’t fight the Keeper if she’s not in Greymery.”

Bonnie grinned. “Exactly! I guess.”

After a few more moments of deliberation, Alexander gave a slow nod. “Pack your bags tonight, and we’ll send you off in the morning.” He smiled as Bonnie’s face lit up.

She could barely focus on packing her bags in her excitement. She was getting out of Greymery, if only for a short while. And she would get to see her eldest brother as an added luxury. It may not have been anything particularly grand or fantastic, but she’d take whatever break in the monotony she could get.
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Bonnie had only traveled the road between Greymery and Pliridge a handful of times, and none of those instances were by herself. She found a sense of independence in the isolation, a freeing feeling that stemmed from being on her own. She knew the way, she knew her purpose, and her steps were sure. She was confident. And undeniably eager to see her brother.

As soon as she stepped into Pliridge, Bonnie noticed a stark difference from when she had been to the city years prior. She wasn’t surprised, as Kade had explained in letters home how the city was in a sort of rebuilding stage as it recovered from its previous ruling lady, a vain and cruel woman who only looked after her own desires. Bonnie remembered when she had read Kade’s first letter, shortly after he arrived in Pliridge. As he described how the previous lady was banished from the city and her kind stepdaughter took control, Bonnie felt a thrill of realization. It didn’t take too much thought to fit together the puzzle pieces and recognize Kade’s description of the new lady of Pliridge as the mysterious young woman she had encountered almost a year ago. It was ironic in an unfortunate sort of way that she had found the kind of adventure Bonnie was always searching for without even trying. Still, Bonnie was happy for her success and hoped they would cross paths again.

The guards at the manor gate inclined their head politely to Bonnie as she passed through the gate. She took a moment to admire the beautiful garden in the courtyard, stepping aside so she wasn’t in the way of the other people passing in and out of the manor gate. As her eyes swept the courtyard, she noticed a taller man standing closer to the main building of the manor. Judging by his athletic build and the various weapons he had strapped to him, he worked with the guard, so Bonnie headed in his direction.

“Good morning, sir,” she greeted him. “I’m looking for Kade Mora. Do you know where I could find him?”

The man looked down at her, his lips lifting in a ready smile. Bonnie knew she liked him as soon as she saw the mischief in his eyes. “Oh, no titles necessary here! My name is Keller. And you might be...”

“Bonnie,” she replied.

“You’re his sister, aren’t you!” Keller exclaimed. At her nod, he grinned. “You have the same eyebrows.” He tapped his own eyebrow and looked at her knowingly.

Bonnie’s lips twitched in an amused smirk. “So, Kade is... where?”

“He went home just a little while ago,” someone spoke up from behind Keller. “He lives on Merrick Lane, just past the big oak tree.”

“Thank you.” Bonnie smiled at the friendly woman who had joined them. It seemed like Pliridge was full of amiable people.

“I’m Agnes,” the woman said, returning her smile. “It’s so nice to meet Kade’s sister! He’s a wonderful addition to the guard.”

“It’s nice to finally be here,” Bonnie replied genuinely, already feeling very welcomed and comfortable with Agnes and Keller. “I’m looking forward to spending some time with my brother.”

“Well if you two happen to do anything fun and exciting, you know where to find me,” Keller informed her with a wink.

Agnes must have caught the look of excited mischievousness in Bonnie’s eyes because she chimed in quickly. “Oh, I don’t think letting the two of you spend time together is a good idea at all.”

Keller tilted his head back and let out a hearty laugh. “Worth a try,” he shrugged.

After thanking Keller and Agnes again, Bonnie set out to find her brother. His house was pretty much everything she expected- a small stone cottage with a well-manicured, practical garden just in front. She smiled. Everything had its purpose for Kade. And the purpose of his two younger siblings was to make sure he never got too serious. Bonnie knocked lightly on the front door. Then, because she could, she lifted both hands and pounded out a furious, obnoxious rhythm.

“What in all of Ada makes that necessary?” Bonnie grinned at her brother’s disgruntled, muffled response from inside the house. As soon as he opened the door and saw her, his furrowed eyebrows quickly dropped away and a grin broke across his face. “Bee! What are you doing here?” Bonnie didn’t bother to answer, seeing as she was already smothered in a hug.

She actually didn’t get around to answering his question until they were sitting down to lunch. “So,” Kade began, watching Bonnie scarf down her soup with an amused smirk, “why are you here?”

Bonnie swallowed hastily and wiped the corners of her mouth. “Research purposes,” she replied briefly.

Kade raised his eyebrows in his unmistakable “eldest brother” expression. “On the wolf?”

“On the wolf.”

“I thought you were supposed to leave that alone after you were chased and almost eaten by said wolf.”

Bonnie dismissed his point with a wave of her hand. “You’re exaggerating things. All it did was look at me one time. I was smart enough to get away from it before anything else happened.”

Kade pursed his lips, clearly unswayed. “Just the idea of the wolf being out there is enough of a reason for all the reasonable people in Greymery to stay inside the town walls at night. You’re the only one wandering around out there.”
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