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​Prologue
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If only death were as she once imagined—a dark, silent sleep, empty of dreams or memory. No voices, no light, no sorrow. Just stillness. But life, not death, proved unbearable. The aching silence of every day, the slow unraveling of time, made her long for the grave. And when the shadows finally came, they felt far more alive than anything she'd ever known.

Eveline had been sent to her family’s holiday palace when she turned nineteen. At the time, she thought it was kind. The war between her kingdom and the one beyond the lake was escalating, and the remote and untouched palace was meant to be her sanctuary.

But nothing about it felt safe.

The halls were too long, too quiet. Cold drafts whispered through cracks in the old stone. She rarely saw her maid, and never anyone else. The only sign of life beyond her prison was the distant, looming castle across the lake—its dark towers casting long shadows over the water, blocking even the moonlight.
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The palace lay wrapped in silence, its stone bones cold under Eveline’s restless footsteps. Each corridor was a vaulted echo chamber, where distant drips of water sounded like slow-counting metronomes and the wind’s low moan threaded through cracks in the battlements. Seven years she’d wandered these halls—seven winters of frost creeping beneath the doors, seven springs of empty courtyards, seven summers when even the sun felt like an unwelcome guest. Today, as always, she carried a single letter in her hand: thin parchment that crackled when she unfurled it, scented faintly of her family’s ink but hollow in its words. Her heart tightened with every polite phrase—hope you are well—until the seal fell away and she was left with little more than formal neglect.

She passed the library door and paused, inhaling that familiar blend of mothball-dry wood and musty vellum. Flickers of candlelight danced across towering shelves, illuminating dust motes that drifted like lost spirits. 

Inside, Alita waited in the dim corner, her gentle silhouette stooped over a single open tome. The young maid’s hand, pale against the dark pages, lifted in silent greeting. 

Eveline offered a half–smile in return, the gesture as fleeting as a breath. There was comfort here—the weight of forgotten histories, the quiet promise that knowledge outlived decay—but also an ache: every book on Mortvalis only reminded her of the castle’s black towers across the lake, where legends murmured of a pale lord with eyes of gold. 

Stepping between the stacks, Eveline placed her letter on a reading desk carved with knotwork and ravens. She traced the grain of the wood, fingertips lingering over the raised feathers, and felt the faintest spark of defiance. Seven years ago, her parents had sent her here to escape war; instead, they had condemned her to solitude. The cold draft from marble beneath her ankles drove that truth home. She looked up, catching Alita’s eyes across the room, the maid pressed her lips together and nodded ever so slightly, a quiet plea, do something. Eveline exhaled and turned toward the arched window.

Beyond the glass, the lake stretched gray as ash, and high on its far shore Mortvalis Castle loomed in mist. Ravens perched on the stones, their cries sharp as knives. Eveline’s pulse thrummed in her ears. Legends claimed the King of Death dwelt there, an immortal specter more alive in rumor than in flesh. No soul emerged from his halls; no candle burned in his towers. 

Yet every night, she dreamed of a single torch flickering in the highest window, as though someone waited for her. More than once, she was promised to many noblemen—an alliance forged to bolster military ties and trading power. 

That future vanished when the war changed course. For once, misfortune served her well. She remained unmarried, untouched, and increasingly irrelevant to her own lineage.

She spent most days in the palace’s ancient library, where the dust lay thick and the candlelight flickered like breath on old stone. The shelves were full of forgotten histories—tales of conquest, diplomacy, and betrayal. But the books she returned to most often were those concerning the kingdom across the lake. She always wondered why her father specifically placed her at this palace, due to the war, it was the closest to the borders between Mortvalis and her own.

Eveline drew the candle from its wrought-iron sconce and set it on a nearby reading table, the flame trembling in the glass hurricane as if reluctant to penetrate the gloom. The library’s vaulted ceiling stretched overhead, its ribs carved with looping vines that seemed to pulse in the guttering light. She crossed the spongy wool rug, worn thin in places, and paused before a shelf labeled Mortvalis: Histories & Myths. Fingers brushing spine to spine, she retrieved a leather-bound volume whose title had long since faded. Opening it, she inhaled the scent of damp parchment and old magic. Alita stood close enough to catch the edge of her sleeve, offering a silent question. 

Eveline nodded once and set the book on the desk, letting its pages fall open to an illustration of the castle’s spire, ringed in storm clouds. 

Alita, the maid, rarely is around Eveline due to many other chores and business she attends, but lately, Eveline seemed to need an extra person around for comfort or just another person to go over her thoughts. 

As they left the library, its tall wooden doors creaking in the empty halls, Eveline paused at a hallway mirror, a tall silver frame carved with lilies and ravens stands in the alcove. 

She studies her reflection in the dull morning light. Ice blue eyes, set beneath arched brows. Long silver hair brushed past her waist like moonlight caught in motion. Pale skin, untouched by the sunlight. She tilted her head. Today, she looked less like a princess and more like a ghost haunting her name. Pulling her hood into place, she turned from the mirror and continued on her way with Alita.

When the fog lifted enough for travel, Eveline and Alita descended the narrow spiral stairs to the village below. The air was sharp with autumn’s promise—rotting leaves underfoot, smoke curling from distant chimneys. Villagers began their morning routines: the baker lighting ovens, smiths hammering glowing metal, children tumbling past in patched woolen cloaks. With her hood drawn low, Eveline moved among them almost unseen, Alita shadowing her with a careful watch.

Stalls lined the main road, displaying fine crafts: carved bone combs, embroidered silk, gleaming utensils, and trinkets made from silver and glass. 

The air smelled of baked apples, hearth smoke, and damp earth. Voices called out in barter, children darted between carts, and smoke curled lazily from chimney stacks. They came to the marketplace at the square’s heart, where wooden stalls stood in neat rows. Morning light splintered through wavering canvas awnings and pooled in puddles on the cobbles. Eveline paused at a table strewn with silver filigree necklaces and rings—each piece catching the sun in a million fractured sparks. The old woman behind the stall looked up, her lined face softening at the sight of the princess.

“Good morning, my dear,” the woman rasped, dragging her stool forward on its ancient wheels. “Browse at your leisure.”

Eveline offered a polite smile. “Your trinkets are lovely” She lifted a slender chain set with a single black feather. The metal felt cool and real in her palm.

The old woman’s eyes narrowed. “A raven, is it? Clever creatures, though many say they bring ill omens.”

Eveline traced the feather’s curve. “I think they carry wisdom, too. Survivors of storms and darkness.” Alita stood a step behind, silent, but Eveline felt the unspoken question in her presence. The old woman watched her, then nodded slowly.

“Fifty gold unless you want custom.” She reached for a leather pouch.

Eveline produced a heavier sack. “A hundred, please. For beauty is worth its weight. Custom if you could, a raven please.”

The woman blinked at the coins, surprised. Eveline arced an eyebrow, and the old merchant’s lips curved into gratitude.

“Thank you, dear. It will be ready in three days.” She offered a parchment and quill. Eveline signed with a steady hand and walked off from the market stand. Alita slipped a hand to her arm. Eveline met her eyes and they shared a brief, wordless moment: one of hope, fragile yet real, shimmering like the raven’s eye once it caught the sun.

Eveline and Alita turned away from the stall, weaving down a side alley where the baker’s sweet smoke still clung to the air. The square’s chatter faded behind them, replaced by the steady clatter of carts and the distant clink of the smithy’s hammer. Eveline glances around at the chaos of the village.

“Shall we?” Alita murmured, falling into step.

Eveline nodded, eyes drifting upward to the castle’s silhouette across the lake—its black towers half-veiled by lingering fog. A chill breeze toyed with her hair, carrying the faint, mournful cry of a raven. She breathed in the moment, savoring the bittersweet pull.

They emerged onto the main street just as a sudden hush rippled through the crowd. Stallholders paused mid-sale, and travelers halted in their tracks. 

Eveline’s pulse quickened. From the corner of her eye, she saw a man cloaked in deep charcoal, his hood drawn low. The merchants’ whispers turned fearful: The White Lady... The Ash-born princess... The King of Death’s shadow... 

Alita stiffened beside her. “My lady, watch—” Before she could finish, Eveline collided with the stranger. Their bodies met with a soft thud, the stranger’s cloak slipping slightly to reveal deep black medium hair and ice-pale skin. Eveline’s breath hitched.

He steadied her by the elbow; gloved fingers cool against her skin. She looked up into eyes that held two truths: one of molten gold, the other of midnight coal, each reflecting her own. A breath of wind swept between them, lifting the stranger’s hood just enough for her to glimpse his angular jaw and the faintest curve of a scar.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, voice low and smooth, like velvet on steel. “In these streets, one must watch where they walk—or risk meeting unwelcome fates.”

Eveline’s heart pounded as she realized every whispered rumor had led to this moment. She searched for words, but none came. 

Instead, Alita cleared her throat, stepping forward, steadying her mistress with a gentle touch. “My lady,” Alita said, bowing her head slightly. “Come.”

The stranger’s gaze flicked to Alita, then back to Eveline. 

His eyes widen slightly at recognition, straightening his hood back into place. “Princess,” he murmur­­ed—an acknowledgment, not a greeting—then turned and melted into the crowd, leaving only the echo of his passage and the faint scent of woodsmoke and a sweetness that she couldn't quite place.

Eveline stood frozen, the world resuming around her in a rush of motion and sound. Alita squeezed her arm in a bit of fear. “Are you all right?” she asked softly.

Eveline drew in a shuddering breath. “He knows me,” she whispered, voice raw with a mix of awe and dread.

Alita’s hand found hers. “Then we must learn who he is.”

Eveline felt the market’s noise swell around her once more—a tide of voices, clattering baskets, rumble of wagon wheels—yet all she heard was the stranger’s soft voice echoing in her mind. 

Among the street vendors, voices rang out. One specific lady near the bakery fans herself “Did you see that man? It was like he saw right through me...and I liked it” 

Another woman responds in a hushed tone “He looked like royalty ...think he's single?” 

Alita guided her away from the crowd. “Let’s return to the palace,” she said quietly. “We can speak of this in safety.” Eveline only nodded.

Each step away from the square felt both urgent and impossible, as though the world had shifted on its axis in that brief collision. She glanced back once, but the shadowed figure had vanished into the swirl of merchants and townsfolk.

The journey home was a muted one—leaves rustled in the chill wind, and the lake mirrored a leaden sky. Eveline’s mind raced: Who was he? Why had he called her “princess”? And what did he know of her? Was there something she was missing? Her father the king never mentioned any family friends coming to visit her in the palace.

At the palace gates, the guards recognized her and stepped aside without ceremony or bows. Alita led the way up the steps, their boots echoing in the entry hall’s hush. Flickering sconces lit tapestries of L’Amour victories, but Eveline’s gaze passed over them, drawn instead toward the spiral staircase that led to her chambers. Halfway up, she paused. “Alita,” she murmured, “Summon my advisor. 

Tell him I require the archives of border patrols and any records of unusual sightings near Lake Post and the Vale.”

Alita’s brow furrowed in concern, but she dipped into a quick curtsey. “At once, my lady.”

Eveline continued upwards, each footfall echoing her own resolve. The stranger in the market had reminded her that mysteries stirred beyond these walls. As she reached her door, she paused to light a single candle in the corridor. 

Its small flame trembled in the draft—a beacon against the palace’s shadows. When she entered her chambers, the advisor awaited—an elderly scholar with ink-stained robes and silvered hair. He bowed deeply at her approach.

“You asked for me, Princess?” he said, voice gentle with practiced deference, his arms full of scrolls and books that she requested.

Eveline held his gaze steadily. “Yes. I need you to review and read to me the patrol logs, every report of ravens, and any note of unusual activity in the Vale and the Lake Post.”

The advisor’s brow creased. “Very well, Your Grace. I will summarize the documents for you.”

As he bowed again and retreated to a desk in the corner, Eveline closed the door and set her candle on the desk. 

Outside, the wind sighed through the towers, and somewhere, a distant raven cried. The sky had darkened to a deep violet. Fog rolled low over the water like spilled ink. Across the lake, the other castle loomed, its silhouette sharper than usual against the fading light. A sliver of firelight flickered in one of the high towers.

Eveline blinked. That window had been dark for years. She drew closer to the windowpane, heart thrumming. A trick of the light, perhaps. 

“Do you see something worth noting princess?” Her advisor glances up from the documents. A long silence awaiting her answer.

“No, not really, sorry for disturbing you...”  With a sigh, she rested her forehead against the glass. Her breath fogged the pane. In that small circle of warmth, she saw her reflection — pale, tired, her eyes still wide from earlier.

A soft fluttering noise broke the stillness.

Eveline turned. A raven sat on the stone balcony, just beyond the glass. Sleek feathers. Ink-black eyes. It tilted its head at her curiously. She moved to open the window, but the bird cawed sharply and flew off before she could touch the latch. Its wings cut through the twilight as it soared up toward the far-off castle across the lake.

Her chamber was lit by candlelight and moonlight slanting through tall windows, dust motes floating like tiny specters in the glow. Tonight, she would not sleep until she had answers.

A soft knock at the door, Alita slipped in carrying a small tray of warmed wine and sweet spiced bread.

“Thank you, Alita” She gestures to Alita to place the tray on her side table before heading over to the advisor. “Have you read over the patrol logs? I want to know who came this way, and when.”

As the advisor unrolled the logging parchment, reading out some patrols, Eveline stood by the window, her silhouette framed by moonlight and shadow. “From the past week...it's mostly been random kids attempting to enter the palace, a notice of theft from the bakery, and...oh surprisingly some guards have noticed odd people coming in and out of the property” the advisor looks up at her.

The cry of a raven drifted down from the battlements above; it's lonely call a promise of discovery—or danger.

“Does it say anything else?” Eveline looks over the parchment, Alita begins making her bed in the background.

“No... sorry princess, nothing worth noting” the advisor rolls the paper back up and gets up “I will leave the documents here, I wish you a good night” he gives a quick bow before leaving. 

The fire had long since gone out. The room felt cavernous without it—cold, like the world beyond the windows. Fog pressed against the glass, clinging like a memory that refused to fade. 

Eveline sat at her vanity; her cloak was still damp; her boots tracked mud on the rugs Alita used to fuss over. But none of it mattered. The stillness had become a sound all its own. 

Her gaze drifted to the glass. Fog veiled the lake, and beyond it, she could just barely make out the silhouette of that distant black castle—Mortvalis.  

It seemed closer tonight, as if drawn by something unspoken. Her breath fogged the window. “Why did he look at me like that...” The man in the market—the cloaked one. His voice still echoed in her skull. She didn’t know who he was but he clearly knew her, something finally happening in her dull life brings fear and excitement.
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The next morning grew cold, and fog crept like a living breath from the lake. A chill breeze whispered through the palace corridors, curling around torch sconces and pooling in shadowy corners. Eveline paced before her empty throne, the marble floor icy beneath her bare feet. The tapestries above her fluttered with the draft, their heavy folds stirring like restless ghosts.

“Who was he?” Eveline’s voice cut the hush, sharper than she intended. She halted mid-stride, one hand pressed to her chin, eyes fixed on Alita.

“Did you see how they reacted? The villagers... some wide‐eyed with fear, others fawning like puppies. He isn’t just any stranger. And those eyes—one gold, one coal...how are they real?”

Alita’s fingers knotted together at her waist. “My grace, I only glimpsed at his face at the edge of the square. No name, no title—only rumors.”

Eveline’s shoulders squared. “Rumors won’t do. Ask my advisor to come back. Tell him to scour every court record, every militia roster, every dusty ledger in this palace. I want a name.” She paused, the candlelight flickering over her pale cheekbones. “If he belongs to this kingdom, someone wrote his story.”

Alita inclined her head, lips pressed tight. “Yes, my lady.” She hesitated, then added softly, “Your bath is drawn and your chambers warm.”

“Thank you.” Eveline exhaled, the hard knot of anger in her chest easing into exhaustion.

The corridor was colder still as Eveline slipped into her chambers. The hearth’s embers glowed faintly, and a single candle trembled in its silver holder. Steam no longer rose from the basin beside her stone tub—its water lukewarm from waiting too long. Her thin white gown slid silently to the floor. She sank into the bath, hugging her knees. The heat lapped at her skin but did little to thaw the ache in her bones. 

She stared at the fire’s red glow, heart pounding with thoughts of the stranger: his cloak, his boundless composure, the weight of knowledge in his gaze. Memories flickered behind her closed lids—her father’s cold glare at her silver hair, his harsh words branding her a curse. The mark of a mistake, he had called it.

The last time she was at the king's palace with her mother, the looks of all the servants and guards. Almost disgusted by the way she would walk, talk and dress. It may have been seven years since she was there but the same looks are given even in her new home.

Tears slipped free. Eveline pressed her face into her arms, the water rocking softly.

She did not hear Alita walking to the door. A sharp knock shattered the silence. Eveline startled, water sloshing against the tub’s rim.

“My grace—” Alita’s voice trembled as she entered, clutching a scarlet-sealed scroll. She closed the door and hurried forward. “A message. From your father.”

Eveline blinked against the sting of what she’d been holding back. “My hands are wet. Read it.” Behind the screen, Alita’s voice quavered over the familiar formula:


“Eveline Marie L’Amour, daughter of Robert L’Amour and eldest princess of Vraezia Kingdom...
...shall be wed to Prince Evrouin of House Valcarre, for the good of the realm.
Signed, Robert L’Amour, King of Vraezia.”

Silence stretched. Eveline emerged, face impassive, and took the parchment. She crossed to the hearth, tore the letter in two, and let the pieces drift into the dying flames.

“There,” she said, voice brittle. “No worries.”

Alita’s shoulders trembled. “My lady—”

Eveline shook her head. “He never thought of me as a daughter, only as a token. Now, I’m done, makes good kindling” 

She wrapped herself in the long silk coat waiting on the chair. “I’m going to take a nap. In the morning, we head to the archives.”

Alita bowed, concern etched in every line of her face. “As you wish.”

Eveline crawled into the vast bed, pulled the covers tight, and blew out all but one candle. In the hush that followed, she heard her own ragged breaths and felt, for the first time in years, the flicker of something she had almost forgotten: purpose.

Sunlight spilled through her balcony windows, scattering motes across the floor. Eveline awakened to Alita kneeling beside the hearth, coaxing fresh flames from glowing coals. Her gaze was red-rimmed but clear.

“Did I wake you?” Alita asked quietly.

“No,” Eveline replied, stretching. “The sun did...must be noon by now.”

Alita smiled faintly. “Your father and Prince Evrouin have arrived.”

Eveline’s chest tightened. “Already? How does he wait so little?”

She rose, slipping into a gown of pristine white, fastening a fox-fur capelet at her shoulders. Alita straightened a silver clasp at her throat.

Eveline’s reflection caught her eye in the polished brass of the fireplace tools—pale and determined. “Let’s go,” she said. “They’ll soon learn that I’m more than a bargaining chip.”

“I don’t care who this prince is,” she muttered as Alita fastened the clasps. “Kind or cruel, it doesn’t matter. My father already made it clear what I am to him. A bargaining chip. A cursed inconvenience.” Alita gently placed the white fox-fur capelet over Eveline’s shoulders, its silver beads glinting in the morning light.

“You won’t be alone,” she said firmly. “I’ll stay with you.” 

Eveline gave her a small, grateful smile. “Thank you. Now let’s go make some royal men uncomfortable.” 

The throne room was cold and damp, the fog curling in through the tall stained-glass windows. The air smelled of stone and old incense. Eveline walked across the marble floor, each step echoing with quiet power. 

She took her place on the throne—carved dark wood shaped like curling roses and thorny vines—and sat with her spine straight, hands folded neatly in her lap. Her silver hair fell over her shoulders like silk. 

Her white robe pooled at her feet, flowing down the short steps like mist. “Is my father with him?” she asked quietly, staring at the wide double doors.

“I believe so,” Alita whispered. “He’s already arrived. I tried to greet him but...” 

“Let me guess,” Eveline murmured, smirking. “He grunted and walked off.”

“Yes,” Alita admitted, glancing at the floor. For a moment, silence settled between them. Eveline turned her head to the window.

The morning fog had begun to lift, revealing the lake—and the black castle watching from across the water, its spires piercing the sky like thorns.

A loud, echoing voice spans through the throne room “ANNOUNCING THE ARRIVAL OF PRINCE EVROUIN AND KING ROBERT OF VRAEZIA!” The bellman burst in, ringing a silver bell with theatrical flair. Four guards marched in behind him, weapons sheathed, armor gleaming.  

Eveline raised an eyebrow. The bellman strutted in proudly, trousers puffed out ridiculously, chin lifted, scroll clutched like a sacred text. She couldn’t help herself—she laughed. A soft, startled sound at first, then a full chuckle. 

“My lady...” Alita hissed, elbowing her gently.

“By the gods, I’m sorry,” Eveline whispered between giggles, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye. 

“They dress like clowns and expect reverence.” She was still grinning when she noticed the silence. 

The king and prince had already entered. They were watching her. The air grew heavier as King Robert entered, flanked by his guards. Behind him, a young man—Prince Evrouin—emerged, face half-hidden behind pomp and disdain. His attire was stiff with embroidery, and his steps too deliberate, like a boy trying to wear his father's armor. Eveline straightened, her amusement vanishing like smoke. Her expression turned cold, regal.

King Robert’s voice broke the silence, deep and disdainful. “Is this how you greet royalty? Laughing on your throne?” She rose slowly, deliberately. Each movement was practiced elegance, her white gown trailing behind her like mist. 

“Perhaps. Though I was considering taking your bellman as my court jester. He’s certainly dressed for the part.” 

The bellman flushed, eyes darting nervously between her and the king. 

“Silence,” King Robert snapped, his gaze fixed on Eveline. “You never did learn your place.” 

She descended the throne’s steps with icy grace. “I learned it years ago—when you left me to rot in a palace with ghosts for company.”

He scoffed. “You received my letter, I assume?” 

“Oh yes,” Eveline said, smiling sweetly. “It made excellent kindling.” 

A flicker of something crossed the king’s face. Rage, or perhaps disbelief. “You cursed-bastard,” he said quietly. “You were never meant to survive.” 

Eveline stepped in close, her pale blue eyes catching the morning light like a blade. “And yet I did. A shame, isn’t it?” She turned from him with regal indifference. “Now, where is this suitor you’ve dragged from whatever hole he crawled out of?” 

Prince Evrouin stepped forward, brushing aside a guard. His face was ordinary—thin, angular, with a nose too sharp and a sneer too wide. “Bastard? Why should I marry a bastard?” he asked, voice cutting but unsure. “You’re pretty enough, I’ll give you that. Beautiful—for a mistake.” A silence fell across the chamber. 

Eveline’s eyes narrowed. A pulse of heat flared behind her eye—her eyes flickered, just for a moment, it shimmered pure golden sunlight. Prince Evrouin flinched. Just slightly. But enough. “Leave,” Eveline said, her voice low and steady. “You and your escort. Now.” He hesitated. 

She stepped forward. The guards tensed. Even King Robert faltered, watching her with something like unease. “Alita,” she said without turning, “Escort our guests to the gates.” Alita moved at once, uncertain but obedient. 

She placed a hand over Eveline’s shoulder—gentle, grounding. 

The king laughed—a cold, humorless sound. “The maid commands now? Hang her.” The words dropped like lead into the room. Alita froze in fear, glancing at Eveline. 

“What?” Eveline turned to him. “You dare—?” The guards surged forward. One seized Alita by the arm, strong and enough to leave bruises. She cried out, struggling. Eveline rushed toward them, reaching, shouting— 

“She didn’t do anything!” It was far too late. A guard shoved her back, her frail body hit the stone hard, and pain shot through her limbs. The air left her lungs. She lay sprawled at the foot of her throne, the marble freezing beneath her palms. Alita screamed as she was dragged away, her voice echoing down the corridor like a broken bell.  Eveline’s vision blurred. She was far too weak and malnourished to get back up. Her breath came in short, panicked gasps. 

She tried to stand, but her limbs wouldn’t move. The golden candlelight flickered across the floor. The silence returned. Thicker than before. Her father said nothing and stared at her in disgust. 

The prince turned away with a chuckle “Sorry my king, but that isn't worth marrying”. The guards followed without glancing back.

The palace had never felt so silent. Not when Eveline had first arrived. Not even when her father left her here to rot with nothing but old books and unopened letters. No—this silence was different. It wasn’t the quiet of exile. It was the quiet that followed a scream, or a tree that fell in a forest.

Eveline stood in the corridor outside her chambers, fingers still trembling from where they’d clutched the doorframe hours before. She hadn’t moved. Couldn’t. 

The stone beneath her bare feet had long since gone numb, but the hollowness inside her chest burned.

Alita’s screams still echoed through the corridors like phantom bells. Eveline could hear them—whether real or imagined—every time she blinked. That final cry of her name. That rough sound of boots dragging someone too small to fight back.

She’d called for help. And no one had come.

Eveline stood in silence for just a moment before smashing her vanity
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