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CHAPTER 1
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The Seven of Waters: the traveler. A journey begins.
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They had Weasel.


“I’ve already sent out troops,” said General Diccon. “If they haven’t left the city, we’ll stop them. If they have, we’ll be right on their heels. We’ll catch them. We’ll probably have them back by morning.”


He sounded as if he believed it, but one look at the girl’s white face told Edoran that she didn’t—and she knew her mother better than any of them.


The crowded office stank of burning lamp oil, sweat, and betrayal. Holis was talking to the stupid peasant boy the Falcon had used as her messenger, trying to persuade him to reveal where the Falcon had taken the kidnapped prince. Or rather, the boy she thought was the kidnapped prince.


They hadn’t intended the kidnapping to go so far. Arisa had been certain that hiding the sword and shield would stop her mother’s plot. But it had all gone wrong and the Falcon’s men had taken Weasel, who was neither their leader’s daughter nor the prince. If Diccon’s troops didn’t catch them…


“What do we do if they aren’t back by morning?” Edoran demanded. “What if she escapes, with Weasel as a hostage?”


Justice Holis was controlling his expression in front of the Falcon’s messenger, but Edoran could see the grimness beneath the mask. “As a hostage… I’m afraid Weasel only matters to me. If he’s returned alive, unharmed, I might be able to commute her sentence to life imprisonment.”


He didn’t seem to notice that Arisa flinched, but Edoran did. And judging by his sudden frown, General Diccon saw it too.


“But I can’t even promise that,” Holis went on, “since I’m not the only one who’ll be involved in that decision.”


Edoran’s heart contracted. He was talking about the horde of shareholders and courtiers who’d swarmed through the palace ever since his father’s death. Before his father’s death too, but then it hadn’t mattered because his father could control them. After the king died, Regent Pettibone had controlled them, and it had mattered a great deal. But there was nothing a five-year-old prince could do about that.


Holis had taken over the regency when the Falcon killed Pettibone, but he didn’t yet have the kind of political power Pettibone had wielded. He might never have it, because he didn’t want it, and Edoran had almost loved him for that alone. Now he saw the downside to that lack of cutthroat ambition, because the nobles who’d have to approve Holis’ judgment on the Falcon wouldn’t give a tinker’s curse if Weasel lived or died. They’d set terms of surrender that the Falcon would refuse—she’d always struck Edoran as the fight-to-the-death type, and her daughter was the same. She would refuse, and Diccon’s troops would attack, and the worthless clerk who’d allowed himself to be kidnapped in Edoran’s stead would be the first to die.


“No.” It came out sounding remarkably firm, considering that his hands were clammy and his heart was pounding. “I’m involved in that decision. In fact, I’m going to make it.”


“Your Highness.” Holis looked pained. “The shareholders—”


“Can rot!” Edoran rose to his feet. “General Diccon, you have till tomorrow’s dawn to capture the Falcon and return her and her hostage to the palace. If they aren’t here by sunrise, you will meet me in the courtyard with a troop of sufficient strength to guarantee my safety. Then we’ll go after the Falcon, and when we find her I will personally oversee the negotiations for her surrender. Is that clear?”


The general looked appalled at the mere prospect. “Yes, Your Highness, but—”


“I command this.” If he stayed, if he let them argue, they would win. Edoran turned and walked out. Maybe the deliberate stride that was all his wobbling knees could manage would be mistaken for confidence, or authority, or something. But he had to get out. He had to get out of that hot little room where his best friend was being condemned to death out of political necessity.


Political necessity resulting in death was nothing new to Edoran—though before Weasel came, when he’d had no friends, it hadn’t seemed as important as it did now.


Edoran stalked away, ignoring the guard who stood outside the office door—who must have failed to close that door after his prince, for General Diccon’s voice echoed into the corridor. “Well, I’ll be hanged. The little runt sounded like a king!”


Heat flooded Edoran’s face, but he kept walking. Pretending that he didn’t hear the whispers, didn’t know what people thought of him, was even more familiar than the fear that his own murder might suddenly become politically necessary.


Only four months ago the speech he’d just made would have signed his death warrant.


As long as you’re of use to me, the old regent’s voice murmured in his memory.


But after Holis had taken the regency from Pettibone, that fear had slowly subsided. Holis’ political power was weak enough that he couldn’t rule Deorthas unless he did so in Edoran’s name. And… he really didn’t seem like the murdering type. He kept telling Edoran that he was a prince—maybe he meant it. But whether he meant it or not, he had to keep up the pretense of Edoran’s authority or his own would fail.


If I stand firm, if I insist, they have to do it.


If they didn’t, if he caved in, then Weasel might die.


Edoran quickened his pace through the maze of hallways, ignoring both the courtiers’ startled looks and the quaking in his guts.


His new valet must have heard something; he’d opened the gilded doors of the prince’s suite and was peering out, waiting for him.


“I need you to go to the stable,” Edoran told him curtly. “Inform the grooms that I’ll need Ginger, saddled and ready, in the courtyard at dawn tomorrow. And Rudolphus, too. I may need a remount if I’m going to keep up.”


The valet gawked at him. Edoran hadn’t yet figured out who he was spying for, and at this moment he didn’t care.


“Now!”


“Ah, of course, Your Highness. Might I inquire—”


“No,” said Edoran. “I gave you an order. Obey it.”


The valet departed, and Edoran just made it to the privy before vomiting up the remains of his early dinner. Stress had always affected his stomach, but there wasn’t much to come up. It was almost midnight now. Swapping costumes, helping Arisa hide the sword and shield from her mother’s men, interrogating that worthless boy—it had all taken far too long. He and Arisa had spent more than an hour locked in a closet!


He winced at the memory of her weeping. She was the craziest person he’d ever known, but she loved her mother, and Weasel was as much her friend as he was Edoran’s. More.


Some part of Edoran had wanted to hate her for taking that extra share of Weasel’s attention, but even he could see that wouldn’t be fair. And in her strange, half-wild way, she’d tried to help him. Was there any way he could get the Falcon out of this when he saved Weasel?


He’d be willing to try, for Arisa’s sake. The Falcon had wanted to take over Deorthas, but it sometimes seemed to Edoran that everyone he knew was trying to take over Deorthas, and she hadn’t threatened to kill him or anyone else… so far.


If she killed Weasel, all bets were off. But that wouldn’t happen. Edoran wouldn’t let it happen, even if he had to throw screaming fits to force them to listen.


By the time his valet returned, he’d stripped off Weasel’s costume, donned his riding clothes, retrieved the smallest bag he could find from the little room where his clothes were stored, and started packing. He’d been in that room only a couple of times in his life, though its door opened off his own bedroom; it took him almost five minutes to locate the cupboard that held the luggage.


“I have conveyed your orders to the grooms,” his valet announced. “Ah, might I assist you with that?”


“Please,” said Edoran, gratefully abandoning his attempt to fold a shirt. “I’ll be traveling rough. I don’t know for how long. Just riding clothes. Nothing fancy.”


“Packing for at least a week? Indeed.” The valet nodded, went into Edoran’s closet, and came out with one of the large trunks he’d already rejected.


“Not that,” said Edoran. “I’ll be traveling on horseback, with an army troop.”


He wasn’t about to allow General Diccon to refuse to take him because he had too much luggage.


“Very good, Your Highness,” said his valet. “Your luggage can go in the carriage.”


“We’ll be traveling fast,” Edoran repeated, trying not to snap at the man. “There won’t be any carriage.”


“But there must be, if Your Highness is with them,” said his valet serenely. “How else could I, and your cook, and the groom accompany you? How else could your foodstuffs be carried?” He smiled indulgently at Edoran’s foolishness.


“I won’t be taking any servants,” said Edoran, through gritted teeth. “I’ll eat whatever the soldiers eat. We have to travel fast!”


“Of course, Your Highness.” The valet folded an embroidered vest neatly into the trunk. “Do you know if you’ll be stopping at inns? Or will you stay at the shareholders’ manors?”


Edoran finally dismissed the man, coming close to the screaming fit he’d planned to use only as a last resort. He managed to cram one pair of clean britches and several shirts into a small bag, along with his underclothes and the toiletries he’d need to keep himself clean. He could find someone to wash and press them after he’d caught up with Weasel.


Perhaps he should have worn the burglar costume Weasel had given him—it was both comfortable and practical—but his own riding clothes felt more… familiar. It had been Arisa’s idea to disguise herself in Edoran’s costume, to be kidnapped in his place, since her mother’s men would never dare harm her—but she’d been too big for Edoran’s clothes. They’d fit Weasel perfectly, even though both he and Arisa were only a year younger than Edoran’s fifteen.


Soon he was ready to leave, but dawn was still hours off and his eyelids were beginning to droop. For some reason he always woke up at sunrise, but he needed to be down in the courtyard when the sun was coming up, not fumbling into his clothes and splashing water on his face. He didn’t want to summon his valet and have the man try to pack for him again. Was there any servant he could trust to wake him before dawn?


No. There was no one he could trust.


In the end Edoran spent the rest of the night, fully clothed, in a chair in his sitting room, dozing off and then waking when his stiff muscles protested. It was more than an hour before sunrise when he gave up on sleep and picked up his pack and the fur-lined cloak he’d selected for traveling in late winter. The rains that had drenched the city for the past few weeks might have abated but it was still cold, and if they traveled away from the coast there might be snow. It wouldn’t fit in his satchel, but it could be tied on the back of his saddle if he grew too warm. If he’d forgotten anything, he could borrow it from some trooper once they were on the road.


Edoran’s heart lightened as he let himself out of his rooms and crept down the long corridors to the main doors. The palace was silent. Not even the servants who cleaned the hearths and brought hot water were stirring yet. The palace had seemed large to him as a child, but this was the first time he’d encountered it when it was… empty.


He felt like a character in some fable, as if when he reached the courtyard he’d find it overgrown with vines, signifying that a hundred years had passed, or that all the servants had been turned into mice while he slept in that uncomfortable chair. But when he opened the doors, only the normal darkness of night transformed the familiar park and garden.


An hour and fifteen minutes till dawn. He knew it without even glancing at the sky, for he always knew when the sun would rise and set.


The troop captains were probably waking their men right now, and they’d be packing—unless they’d done that last night? Edoran had never dealt with even the palace guards, much less the common army soldiers. That would change soon, for General Diccon would bring them here at dawn. No matter what he might think of his prince’s command, he had to obey it.


The Falcon had believed that Diccon was loyal to Prince Edoran. Edoran could have told her that the general was loyal to Deorthas, and couldn’t have cared less about Edoran himself.


The grooms would be bringing his horses soon too. Ginger, chosen for her easy paces, and Rudolphus, for his stamina. If the grooms were late… could Edoran saddle a horse himself? He never had, and when he’d watched it looked pretty complicated. But surely the stable roused early. They had his orders. The horses would arrive.


The sky had gone from black to slate gray. They were probably saddling his horses right now. And the troops would be readying their own horses, for their prince had given them an order and he hadn’t backed down or caved in. So they had to obey.


The sky grew brighter. Birds began to sing in the trees of the park. Edoran could hear muffled sounds from the palace, where the lower servants had started working.


But it wasn’t dawn yet. The horses and the troops he’d ordered weren’t late. Not quite. Even if they were late, they had to obey his direct command. He was the prince! As long as he held firm, what else could they do?


The sun rose, light flooding the courtyard. Sometimes men were late. Especially starting a journey that might last for an unknown amount of time, at sunrise. They were probably in the midst of frantic preparations, the officers shouting that they were keeping Prince Edoran waiting, that if they didn’t get a move on, when he turned twenty-two and became king he’d fire the lazy lot of them. He would, if they didn’t get here soon. They had to come soon. What else could they do?


The sun rose higher. No one came into the courtyard. No frantic grooms, hurrying up with his horses. No troops. No general, apologizing for the delay. Edoran couldn’t even see any servants peering through the windows, though he’d bet they were there, enjoying his humiliation. He’d fire them, too, when he became king, and have Diccon hanged! Or at least thrown in jail.


He imagined the weeping grooms walking through the front gate, carrying bundles that held all their worldly goods. Diccon, begging his king for mercy.


Weasel, who’d started his life as a pickpocket, had always been terrified of going to jail….


How could he save Weasel? How could he do anything, if they simply ignored his orders? If they all behaved as if he’d never given any orders? And they were doubtless doing it at Justice Holis’ command. When he turned twenty-two, he’d have Holis hanged as well!


But for now he was powerless. He’d have to slink back into the palace and pretend… that he hadn’t been serious? That he really was the incompetent joke everyone thought he was?


He couldn’t even saddle his own horse! How could he expect to save Weasel when…


Weasel and Arisa had walked almost half the length of Deorthas last fall, when Weasel had rescued Justice Holis. At least Edoran could walk.


And in the eyes of the common folk of Deorthas he was the prince. If he could find the Falcon himself, if he could be there when the negotiations for her surrender took place… Holis couldn’t ignore orders that Edoran gave in public without undermining his own authority, because his authority rested on Edoran’s.


He’d watched Pettibone playing that game long enough to know the rules. And if Holis was strong enough to stand up to him in public, Edoran would make it crystal clear to every shareholder who was part of those negotiations that if Weasel died they would die too, on the day of his twenty-second birthday. They’d have to believe that he meant it, because it was true.


The trick would be to find the Falcon, to make contact with her, without getting captured himself. If she had Edoran in her hands, she’d have no reason to care about Weasel’s fate—and he wasn’t crazy enough to want another homicidal regent, either. But that was a problem for the future.


In order to negotiate with the Falcon, or to have any influence when someone else did, Edoran had to be there, physically on the spot. Ready to convince people that he would one day have the power, and the will, to hang them if they let him down.


It was good that they hadn’t brought his horses. If he’d tried to ride out the gates, the guards might have stopped him. As it was… Weasel himself had shown both Arisa and Edoran the places where you could climb over the palace wall. It felt right to use them.


Prince Edoran picked up his satchel and walked across the lawns, into the trees of the park.





CHAPTER 2
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The Five of Fires: the thief. Sudden loss of wealth from any cause. May indicate blighted crops or a poor harvest.
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He found the place where the stones were crumbling with little difficulty, and climbed it with only a little more. He’d already done it several times at night, and it proved easier in the daylight.


Peering over the top, waiting for a moment when the street was clear of carts and pedestrians, Edoran remembered that his father had written about this wall in his journal. What had he said? A joke even to keep burglars out, much less an army. His father had been interested in fortifications. He’d been looking into the possibility of building a wall between Deorthas and the Isolian Duchies, which sometimes looked toward Deorthas with conquest in mind, but the king had died before the engineers at the university had even started to study the project.


Edoran sometimes wondered if he’d be able to read at all if it wasn’t for his father’s journals. The tutors Pettibone hired had been paid to keep the prince from learning anything that might someday make him dangerous—or even look like less of an idiot.


But once he’d realized that some part of his father lived on in those journals, Edoran had to read them. So he’d taught himself, sounding out the words, sneaking into the schoolroom to use the big dictionary when his tutors were gone.


He’d sometimes felt that his father was trying to teach him the things he’d need in order to survive and become king—though as he grew older, Edoran knew that had to be wishful thinking. Still, he could see this wall through his father’s eyes as the pitiful structure it was—even if the drop to the cobbles jarred his bones when the traffic finally cleared.


He’d walked six blocks, being jostled by servants and craftsmen on their way to work, before he realized that he didn’t even know what direction the Falcon had gone when she’d taken Weasel and fled.


This stopped him in his tracks for several seconds, but the city only had three main gates. Even if the guards there didn’t remember her departure, they’d certainly have noticed the troop that Diccon had sent in pursuit.


But which gate? There was no way to know, but the palace was closer to the west gate, so he decided to try it first.


He set off again at a brisk walk, and if he didn’t enjoy being jostled by all and sundry, he did enjoy the fact that no one paid any attention to him.


Back at the palace they’d probably assume he’d gone into the park to sulk. It would be hours before anyone went to look for him, and still more hours, maybe a full day, before they realized he’d left the palace grounds.


If the Falcon, or her men, were going to kill Weasel when they first discovered the switch, there was no way anyone could reach them in time to prevent it. There was no reason for Edoran to feel like he ought to be running through the crowded streets. He did look back once or twice, but no one was pursuing him. He even took a moment, when he found himself growing warm despite the cool morning, to wrap his cloak into a bundle and strap it to the bottom of his satchel. It was heavier to carry than he’d thought.


By the time he reached the west gate, he’d begun to believe he’d actually escaped. And the less he stood out in anyone’s memory, the longer it would take Justice Holis and the general to find his trail. Would simply asking the gate guard if a troop had passed through fix Edoran in their memory?


Weasel, no doubt, would engage them in casual conversation and coax them around to the topic so skillfully that they’d answer his question without even realizing that was what he wanted. But how did one go about that?


Edoran slowed his pace, studying the guards. There were two of them, one Edoran could see through the window of the tower where the records were kept, and another standing outside the gate tower with his back against the wall, keeping an eye on the passersby. He had no duty to interfere with people going in and out of the city, unless for some reason they seemed to pose a threat. For all they wore the green and white uniform of the city guard, they carried neither pistol nor sword. Their job was more that of accountants, recording the contents of the carts that went in and out for Deorthas’ tax officials, than of real guards.


An accountant wasn’t going to be as suspicious as a real guard. Right?


Edoran strolled up to the tower, trying to make his approach look casual. “Good morning. I hear you had some excitement here last night.”


The guard who stood by the tower wall was a thin man with a frowning face. “What are you talking about?”


“I heard a big troop went through last night, chasing after someone. Or something.”


“Where’d you hear that?” the guard demanded. Quite rudely, Edoran thought. How much knowledge would a common citizen have? Surely if troops went galloping through the city they might gossip about it.


“It’s just being talked about.” He gestured vaguely to the shops lining the street behind him. “Around.”


“And why do you want to know?” the thin guard asked.


The other guard came to the window, his curious gaze on Edoran.


“What goes in and out of this gate is Prince Edoran’s business,” the thin guard finished, “and his alone.”


“Exactly. I mean, that’s a very proper attitude, but I’m sure the prince wouldn’t care if you just confirmed that a troop had passed. Or not. We heard… My father heard that they were chasing after some of those pirates who’ve been raiding the coastal villages. He’s got some cargo he wants to ship, and he was hoping it would soon be safe to do so. If they’re about to catch the pirates, I mean,” he finished with some relief.


It sounded plausible to Edoran, but the guard’s frown deepened. The guard inside the tower looked interested.


“There was nothing about a troop in the night shift’s records,” he told the prince. “You say they found some of those pirates? Here in the city?”


“That’s what my father heard,” said Edoran. “But you know how gossip is. He was hoping your records might confirm it. Or at least that a troop had passed.”


“The records of the city guard are confidential,” the first guard snapped, speaking to both Edoran and his colleague. “And you should know better than to reveal them to every passing scamp! He might—”


“Why not?” the guard in the tower demanded. “If a troop had passed, half the street would know about it, and there’s no harm in confirming something everyone already knows, now is there?”


Edoran crept away under cover of their argument. These guards would certainly remember him if anyone asked—but it wouldn’t be hard for Holis to deduce that he’d gone after Weasel, anyway. He’d learned what he needed to know—the Falcon’s men hadn’t set out to the west.


He spent the walk to the north gate preparing his story. His father was a spice merchant, a cargo pirates particularly liked to seize because it was both small and valuable. He needed to ship it soon, and he’d rather send it by sea if he could be certain it would be safe. Edoran was the youngest of three sons.


He marched up to the next gate tower with some confidence, even though both guards were sitting on a bench outside, holding mugs of something that steamed in the crisp air.


“I heard a rumor that a big troop went through this gate last night. Chasing some of those pirates that have been raiding ashore.” He was probably starting that rumor himself, Edoran realized. He hoped no harm would come of it.


One of the guards raised his brows. “Not that I know of,” he said. “Night shift say anything to you about a troop, Jas?”


“There wasn’t nothing in the notes,” Jas said. “And they’d have mentioned it.”


The first guard turned back to Edoran. “Sorry, lad. They didn’t pass through here.”


“Thank you,” said Edoran. He waited a moment, in case they wanted to ask some question that would let him use the story he’d prepared, but the guard only nodded in dismissal, so he left.


It felt odd to be turned away so casually. They hadn’t even risen to their feet to address him. Of course, there was no reason they should. It just felt… odd.


Approaching the third gate, Edoran thought he was ready for anything.


“Pirates, you say?” This guard was standing in the shade of the wall, warming his hands over a brazier. “Well, I pray to the One God they get ’em.”


“They went out this gate?” Edoran asked, hardly daring to believe it.


“Right around midnight, according to what the night shift said. And better them than us,” the guard added. “Galloping around in the dark is just asking for a broken neck. Though if they could catch some of those murdering scum, it might be worth the risk.”


He spat onto the cobbles, and Edoran stepped back a pace, though the spittle had come nowhere near his boots. “I thank you.”


He walked through the east gate without further ado. He was on Weasel’s trail! Well, he was on the trail of the men who were on Weasel’s trail, but that should amount to the same thing. And it would be far easier to follow a mounted troop through the countryside than a group of brigands who were trying to avoid people’s attention. Unless the troop lost its quarry, this was surely the wiser choice.


It proved easy enough throughout that morning, for both the farmer who was raking up some brown viney things, and the girl selling hot pastries to coach passengers in the first village Edoran went through, confirmed that the troop had passed that way. Indeed, the girl had been awakened when they galloped down the village’s main street in the middle of the night, and she would have told Edoran about it at length if a coach hadn’t pulled up and distracted her.


It passed Edoran on the road a few minutes later, and he barely leaped aside in time to keep from being splattered by the mud from its wheels.


The footpath beside the road was mostly dry, but the road wasn’t. Still, the day was bright despite the chill. Birds chirped and twittered in the patches of scrub between the plowed fields, and hopped about looking for seeds in the open places. And Edoran thought he was doing very well, for someone who had never left the city without an escort.


His weather sense was warning him that a medium-heavy rain would start shortly after darkness fell and continue for about two hours before tapering off. Edoran remembered how the first pirate raid had felt: the black sickness in his gut; the slices of cold through his lungs that he somehow knew for steel swords and the thick flow of blood… without having any idea who was dying by those swords, or where, or why. What use was that to anyone?


At least his awareness of the storm that was currently spilling its rain into the sea held no pain or death—and was useful besides, for he knew he’d have all day to get to the shelter of some inn.


And speaking of an inn, he was getting hungry! But it took another full hour of walking before he reached the next village—this one almost large enough to be considered a small town. Edoran had a vague memory of stopping here for a luncheon once, when he’d been out with a party of riders…. Yes, there it was. The Hunting Hound wasn’t large, only a single taproom with no private parlors, but its diamond-paned windows glowed with cleanliness. Its walls were of brick and its roof of stone, not the thatch that poorer inns still sometimes used in the country. If he remembered correctly, the food had been good.


They were doing a brisk business, Edoran noted as he opened the door. Possibly because of the roasting ham, the scent of which was strong enough to make his mouth water. He went in and seated himself at one of the few empty tables, stashing his cloak and satchel beneath it, and waited for the serving girl to bustle over to him.


She didn’t. Of course, like the tower guards that morning, she didn’t know he was the prince. There was no reason, as far as she knew, why she shouldn’t first serve the red-faced man in the puce coat. And then the thin man with ink-stained fingers. But when she brought more tea for an older woman in a threadbare gown, Edoran began to fume. And it didn’t appease him that she hustled over to his table next—he was hungry!


“Good day, young goodman,” she said cheerfully, as if she hadn’t kept him waiting. “We’ve a mushroom-and-potato soup in the pot, and—”


“I’ll have some of that ham,” Edoran told her, having made up his mind while he waited. “And beans amandine, and rolls with honey butter. And an apple… no, apricot tarts for dessert. If you please,” he added politely, since she had no way of knowing he was the prince.


The girl’s mouth opened, then closed. She looked Edoran over, paying particular attention to his clothing and boots, though why she’d care about them he had no idea.


“We’ve none of that made up, young sir,” she told him. “Not even the ham, for it’s on the spit for dinner and won’t be done till then.”


“You could cut a piece off the outside and cook it quickly, couldn’t you?” Edoran asked. “And prepare the other things quickly as well?” Whatever he asked for appeared from the palace kitchen in very short order.


“We could make it up,” the girl admitted. “All but the apricot tarts, for we’ve no apricot preserves. But if we rushed it, an apple tart might be ready close to the end of your meal. Thing is—”


“Then the apple tart will be fine,” Edoran told her graciously.


“The thing is, young sir, making all that up will cost you extra. A lot extra.” The girl’s gaze returned to his muddy boots, and her wary voice grew firmer. “Excuse me if it seems rude, but you’ve not been here before. I’ll have to see that you can pay before I take your order to the kitchen.”


Pay? He hadn’t thought… He’d taken the purse that he used for tipping strange servants and put it in his pocket, as he always did when he planned to leave the palace, but he had no idea how much was in it. His old valet had kept it stocked with small coins, but Edoran didn’t know if the new man had refilled it. He also had no idea how much the meal he’d just ordered would cost. The girl’s foot was beginning to tap impatiently, though she held the polite expression on her face. And there was only one way to find out.
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