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Chapter 1

It was the cold. The biting cold that drove them out of the plains. There was nothing left for them. There was nothing else for them to feast on now that the dragons had left.

The people always followed the dragons. That was what she had always been told. There was nothing for the people if they did not have the dragons. The dragons followed the good weather and the food. Without the dragons, there would be no people. That was how they lived. They followed the dragons.

Briar’s whole life had revolved around the dragons, and her father’s kingdom relied upon the dragons. Until winter. Every winter was the same. The whole town went into hibernation mode. They had collected what they could over the summer to allow them to survive the winter, but they never seemed to have enough. It was impossible to prepare for a season that seemed to have no end.

But, just as the town was losing hope and the weather seemed unchangeable, something amazing would happen. The dragons would return. Once the dragons returned, the weather changed and trees began to grow again, and everything was right within the world. It allowed the world to have its natural balance returned to some sort of normality.

That was how the world worked, and it had been happy and balanced for hundreds of years. That is, until Briar decided it had to change. She decided that they could not carry on living like this. There had to be another way.

As a child, Briar had always been curious. She did not always follow the rules and seemed to deliberately disobey her father. Her mother had died when she was in labour with Briar’s little brother Xavier. Briar had only been young then, but she could just about imagine her mother’s face if she concentrated hard enough. This was something that she tried to hold on to. She had to be able to see her mother. No matter how small the image was. She could not lose the image of her mother.

Every night, before she went to sleep, she would summon that image into her head and tell her mother all about her day and what she had done. She had done this since before she could remember. It was the only way that she could fall asleep. A lot of the time, her dreams consisted of her mother. Briar thought this was because her last thoughts were always of her mother, which was something she wanted to keep happening. She did not want to forget her mother, so she would work hard to make sure this was not the case.

Briar had grown up knowing that although she was the oldest child, her brother would be the next king. This was because she was a girl. Briar hated this and tried to fight it with everything that she had, but it was to no avail. She would never be queen. It was just not what happened within this town. There had never been a queen and there never would be a queen.

‘A woman does not have the capabilities to run the kingdom. They are designed to stay at home and bear children. It is the man that is designed to fight for his kingdom and defend his honour.’

Briar’s dad had always been very clear about his feelings on women. He did not seem to care about Briar’s feelings either. He believed that she should know her place within the kingdom and that she should put her dreams of change to bed. There was no room for change within this kingdom. Everything was working fine. Briar’s dad always recited the quote:

‘You don’t fix something that isn’t broken.’

In some ways, he was right. There was no need to change the way that the community had happily lived for years. But there was something in Briar that did not think it was fair. She was the first born, so surely, she should be queen. That was the logical answer.

The king was very settled in his view and would often take Xavier out with him to show him how being a king works and what he did in the day-to-day running of the kingdom. This was something that the king would spend a great deal of time doing, while Briar was left at home to do the women’s work. She would tidy the house and ensure that there was food on the table for when the men returned. She hated it. She couldn’t understand why she was the one that had to do all the work within the home while her father and brother were able to come and go as they please.

Briar was settled that would change all this. She had already decided in her head that she was going to be queen. She just had to decide how she would be queen. She would not be able to convince her father, so she would have to be able to fight her brother. For that she would need a dragon, and she knew exactly where to find one.





Chapter 2

There was a deafening boom. That could only mean morning. Briar talked herself into waking up. She had an idea of what she was going to do today. She knew what she had to do; she just had to make it a reality.

She could hear her father talking to her brother down the corridor. She knew that it would be some form of advice that he would be giving him, allowing him to be a better king. Since Xavier had turned sixteen, everything had been focused on him and everything that he would accomplish within his future. Briar had no time for this. She could not think about her brother being king when she was so sure that she would be queen. She knew what she had to do in order to make it a reality; she would just have to prove herself. She needed to show her father that she was worthy of everything that he was promising her brother.

Briar walked towards the voices and listened to what was being said. She may gain the advice as well if she was going to be queen. She would need to know exactly what Xavier was being told if she was going to take his place. She could not allow him to gain all the information that she would need.

As she heard the two boys moving towards the door, she darted to the back and began to run. She ran until she was just far enough into the woods that she would not be visible from the house. She could not allow her father to see her disappearing from the house at this early hour of the morning. She would be in for a beating if he did see her. She would have to be discreet and not allow anyone to see her.

Briar looked back at the house, and when she realised that she was safe and that she had not been spotted, she began her journey. It was a long walk to where the dragons were. Briar knew that she could not just walk up to a dragon and expect it to become her. She would have to earn the dragons respect if she was going to have it as her own. It was the only way that the dragon would serve a human.

Briar had read many tales of man taking over the dragon, but in all of those stories it was always the man that had beaten the dragon down. It was never a woman. Briar might actually be the first woman who was attempting to take down a dragon. She revelled in the idea of her being the first woman to tame a dragon. She wanted to be the first woman to change the world, but she knew that the first step would be to tame the dragon, and that was not about to be an easy task.

Around halfway to the dragon den, Briar began to experience an incredible thirst. She needed water and fast. She knew that there would be water somewhere on this route, as the dragons would have to drink from somewhere. But she would have to be careful. She did not want to bump into a dragon. Not yet. Not while she was unprepared. When she did meet a dragon, she wanted to be fully prepared and ready for the beast. She could not meet one while she was in this state. She was weak and vulnerable. She would have to find water and then tame the dragon. That was the order that she would have to do her jobs in. There was no wiggle room there.

After another few miles, Briar found the spring. She knew that she would have to get to it without being spotted by any dragon. She did not want to fight with a dragon when she was not as strong as she could be. You had to be at your strongest in order to beat a dragon. It was the only way.

As she quenched her thirst from the spring, she heard a rumble in the bushes. She knew what that noise was, and she knew what it meant. She had been heard, or maybe even worse. Had she been spotted?

The dread rose up inside Briar until it was spilling out of her. She didn’t know whether to run or hide. She didn’t know what the dragon would do when it found her. She was unsure how the process of befriending a dragon actually worked. She didn’t even know if the dragons were naturally vicious or if they were only so when someone tried to take them over. She did not know anything about dragons.

All of these thoughts were rushing around her head when she suddenly realised that she would have to do something, and she would have to do something quick.

She dove into the nearby bush and prayed for mercy. She couldn’t fail this early into the mission. She knew that she was asking a lot of the gods, but she could not face the idea of failing this early into it. She would be a laughingstock at home. Not only that, but her father would be so angry with her if she failed. He would be angry if she succeeded, but he would be even worse if she failed, and it would only prove that he was right.

Briar could hear the footsteps coming towards her. The dragon could smell her. The dragon knew that she was in the bushes. There was nothing that she would be able to do to escape the fate that was coming towards her. Briar knew that she would have to make a move. She popped her head up from the hedge. She needed to see the dragon; she needed to see where it was. Briar wanted to know how close it was to her. She wanted to know how close the dragon was to her. She wanted to know how close death was to her. She had to know how close the dragon was to her.

As her head came above the cover of the bushes, she saw the beast that was searching for her. It was at least 10 feet tall and was not so far off wide. It was huge. Blair was looking up at it with such respect. She could never beat an animal like this; she would never have the power to beat this animal. Even when she did become the strongest warrior that she could be, she could not see how she would be able to beat something of this scale.

Briar was looking at this beast that she would have to tame if she wanted to be the queen. She was keeping her eye on it. She did not want this trip to be a waste of time; she wanted to gain the knowledge that she would need in order to beat this animal. Just as she was about to get back under the cover of the bush, she stepped on a twig.

Briar had never stood on a twig that had made such a noise. It was a deafening snap. A snap that couldhave been heard for miles around. Briar knew that she was dead. There was nothing that she could do in order to get away from this.

The dragon’s head span around in Briar’s direction. It had heard her. There was nothing that she would be able to do to get away from it now. She would have to run or do something. She would not be able to fight it. She wasn’t prepared. She couldn’t do anything. She was at the mercy of the dragon that was now towering above her. She could do nothing. There was nothing that she would be able to do to save herself.

Briar could hear her heart within the back of her throat. There was no way that she would be able to get away from this. She would have to run. That was the only thing that she had left to do. Just as Briar was thinking about how to get herself out of the situation, she heard a deafening cry. She didn’t know where the cry had come from, or what had provoked it. All she could see was the dragon fleeing for its life.

Briar was confused. She had not done anything and yet the dragon had run away. She could not understand. Just as these thoughts were racing around her head, she felt the tight grasp of someone on her shoulder. There was only one person who had a grip like that. It had to be her father.

Briar hung her head low; she knew that she had done wrong, and she knew that she would be punished for it. She knew that her father would be angry at her, and there was nothing that she would be able to do to change that. She would have to deal with whatever consequences her father decided for her. Her father was king after all. There was nothing that she would be able to say that would be able to argue with him. By law he was already right, no matter the reasoning that Briar would be able to come up with.

Still with a tight grip on Briar’s shoulder, the king turned Briar around and began to walk her back to the castle. Briar could feel the immense shame that he felt for her coming through him. She had upset him, and she knew she had. There was nothing that she would be able to do that would change that. She had upset her father and, more importantly, she had upset the king.

‘I thought we had put all this queen stuff to bed. I think you need to have a good think about what you are doing with your life, young lady. I can’t let this go unpunished either. You have to understand that you have broken the law. Therefore, I have to act. I am sorry, Briar, but you must be punished.’

Briar knew that her father was right in what he was saying, but she couldn’t see how her father would be able to inflict that punishment on his own daughter. She did think that he would be able to see things from her perspective and understand why she had done what she had done. He had to understand how frustrating it all was for her. But he didn’t, and he never would.

She would simply have to accept the punishment and try to enjoy life as a simple housewife.





Chapter 3

The cell was dark, damp, and cold. There was nothing within the cage that would settle even the hardest of minds. Briar was sitting in the corner, holding onto every shred of warmth that she had left. She was freezing. She was only in the clothes that she had been wearing when she went out looking for the dragon. She had not dressed for the bitter nights that would follow the day.

Briar was in shock that her father had put her into the cells. She could accept that she needed to be taught that chasing dragons was not a job for a girl, but she thought that her father had a little more respect for her than this. She did not know what was coming next. Was this her punishment, or was there something worse coming? That was a question that she would never be able to answer. Only time would answer that. She would have to wait and see.

Briar hated not having control. She didn’t enjoy when she did not know what was coming next, or when she was unsure of the future. She liked to have everything planned. It was this that was bothering her more than being locked in the cell. The idea that she did not know what was going to happen to her and whether she would ever get out of this cell. Would her father really leave her here forever, or was this just to scare her into not doing this ever again?

It was just as Briar was beginning to dwell on how long she would be left in this place that she heard a rattle. Only small to begin, but it grew. It sounded like it was coming closer. As the sound came closer, it became clear that it was the jangle of keys.

Briar jumped up from where she had been sitting and launched herself at the bars. This had to be the guard that was coming to let her out of this prison. Her punishment must be over.

As the jangle grew closer, there were also faint footsteps that went with it. They were getting closer to the door. Just as the footsteps stopped and Briar began to panic, there was a clink of a key in a lock. This had to be it. The relief was beginning to rush through Briar as she saw the door push open. Through it walked one of her father’s guards. He was wearing one of the masks that they are required to wear when they are doing a hanging. This scared Briar at first, but she knew that her father would not have ordered for her to be hung. She was too precious. He would never order that.

The footsteps came closer to the door of the cell that Briar was housed in. The large guard stood outside the cell and looked Briar up and down. Briar knew that the guards would be feeling strange about having her within the cells. They would not know how to act around her. She would be putting them on edge.

‘Briar, it is time for your punishment. You need to pay for your crimes that were committed against the state by orders of the king.’

He was very confident in what he was saying, and he seemed to be enjoying himself a little too much. The corners of his mouth were twitching slightly, showing how much he clearly wanted to smile. Briar was unsure how to react to this. She didn’t know if the guard simply enjoyed having the princess within the cells or whether he simply enjoyed the punishment. It took a special kind of person to be a king’s guard because of the actions it requires.

‘I was under the impression that there would be no punishment, sir. Could you please tell me what the punishment will be?’

Briar was trying to be polite, when in reality she was steaming inside. How dare the guard address her as such? He should be honoured to be in her presence, not simply ordering her around like some common criminal.

‘Orders straight from your father, I’m afraid, miss. You are to be punished for your crimes against the state with 100 lashes or until you cannot take anymore. Whichever comes first.’

The corners of his mouth were twitching again. It was clear that he was enjoying this. He was enjoying the opportunity that he had been given to punish the princess. It was not something that every guard was given. He was going to have the opportunity to punish the princess.

Briar knew that he was enjoying this. She could tell by his face. But she was not going to take a punishment from someone who was going to enjoy it.

She watched as the guard grabbed her arms and tied them together behind her back. She did not fight, and she allowed the guard to manipulate her body in a manner that meant that he could get her into position for the punishment. Once her arms were tightly secured behind her, she was then dragged into the room at the bottom of the corridor. Briar had never been to this part of the castle, so she was unaware of what would be at the other side of the door. When the guard opened it, she was surprised to see a single pole.

Briar was lifted up from behind and then hooked onto the pole with her arms. She would not be able to escape even if she tried. This restraint was designed to secure even the biggest and strongest of men. A small dainty girl stood no chance.

Briar looked at the guard over her shoulder as he was moving around behind her. She would not allow for this to go ahead. She would have to speak to her father. She just didn’t know how she would be able to stop him when she was so securely fastened to the pole facing the ground.

As she heard the guard pick up the whip and begin to come towards her, Brair remembered that she did have something that would mean that the guard would have to stop. She was the princess. She always had the ability to summon the king. No matter what happened, she would be able to speak to her father.

‘Stop!’ Briar almost found herself shouting as the words left her. ‘I want to speak to the king.’

The guard was shocked; it was clear. He did not know what to do. He knew that she did have the right to speak to the king. She was the princess; she would always have the right to speak to the king. It was part of her right as the monarchy.

Without saying another word, the guard turned around walked out of the room. Leaving Briar tied to the pole. She did not know what to do. She could only presume that he had gone to get the king. Briar would have to think about what she was going to say to the king when he did get there. She would have to come up with something to allow her to get out of the punishment. She did not want to sit in this world anymore where the men were allowed to roam free, and the women were persecuted for doing the same thing.

Briar knew that she would have to get out of this before she could change the world. She would have to think about how she could get her father to allow her to walk free. Just when she thought that she had come up with a plan, she heard footsteps coming towards the room in which she was tied.

‘I hear that you have summoned me, child. What is it that you require? Are you not happy with your punishment?’

He was being playful in his voice. This annoyed Briar. He was enjoying her being in this position as much as the guard was. She could not believe that her father was being like this when she was his daughter. He should not be enjoying her punishment as much as the guard. It is expected of the guards but not of her father.

Briar knew this was her moment. She was hoping that she would be able to plead with her father to stop this punishment, but it was becoming clear that this was not an option. She would have to think of something else to get her out of this.

Just as she was accepting that she would have to take her punishment. Something came to her. Her father would never punish her himself.

‘I did want to speak to you, father. I do not want to receive my whipping from one of your guards. I do not want someone I do not know punish me for something I do not agree with. Therefore, if I am going to receive this punishment, then I would like for you to deliver the punishment yourself. I would like you to punish me personally.’

Briar was sure that she had won. Her father would never be able to whip his own daughter. He would have to drop the charges and let her be without the punishment. This was the way that Briar would be able to get away from this cell. Worst case, she would spend another night in the cell. Briar would be able to cope with that.

The king looked at Briar tied to the post. He was almost proud that his daughter had managed to find a loophole within the system. She was a very determined young woman. He knew that he would struggle to match her. He knew that he would have to work harder in order to better her. He thought his response through before he replied.

‘I am sorry, Briar, but I do not remove punishments from the prisoners within my cells. You will be whipped, and if your special requirements are that I do this myself, then that is what will happen. Sir, could you pass me the whip? I will have to do this one myself.’

He was going to punish Briar himself. Briar did not think that he would have the strength to do this. But it was becoming clear that he was going to do it. He was going to punish his own daughter no matter what the circumstances would be. Briar would never be able to forgive her father for this. She had already decided this before the punishment even began. She would never have the same respect for her father, which was for sure.

As the whip met Briar’s back, there was a deafening slash. It was the warning that Briar didn’t want. She didn’t want to try to prepare herself for the pain that she could never imagine. And the pain was something that Briar could have never prepared for.

The pain spread across her back like a fire. Red hot fire that was consuming her. It was taking all of her might not to cry out, but she wouldn’t give her father the satisfaction. He couldn’t know that he was hurting her. The king was brutal in his punishment and continued to whip the princess. Briar was trying her hardest to deal with the pain. She was concentrating on anything other than the pain that was growing across her back. She could feel the lines being imprinted on her back. The lines that would mark her back forever. This would be scarred on her back for the rest of her life. There was nothing that he would be able to do to get Briar to forgive him. He had whipped his own daughter for simply breaking a few rules. There was nothing that he would ever be able to do to ensure that this was forgotten.

The lashes kept coming, and Briar’s vision was becoming foggy. She was struggling to focus on her surroundings, and she was finding it difficult to breathe. There was nothing on this earth left for her. She was torn between wanting to stay awake to see it through till the end and simply giving up. No matter what happened, her father had already won. There was no point in challenging her father at this point; he had already won.

Just as Briar came to this conclusion, her eyes began to close.





Chapter 4

When Briar awoke, she was unsure as to the events of the previous twenty-four hours. She knew that she had been punished by her father and that the pain had been the most severe that she had ever felt before. She didn’t even know what time it was.

As she looked around the materialising room, she realised that she was back in her bedroom. She was back in her own bed in her bedroom, like every other morning. But the pain that was shooting through her back told her that this was not like every other morning. This was the morning of the night before, when her father had treated her like a common criminal who had committed crimes against the king. Not like his own daughter, who was merely trying to prove herself as worthy.

There was a noise coming from the corridor. Ever growing footsteps that were getting nearer. Briar threw the covers over her head and decided to pretend to still be asleep. She could not face her father right now. She would not be able to look him in the eye. She buried herself deep into the covers, hoping that the noise would go away.

The door creaked open. Whoever the footprints belonged to; they were coming into Briar’s room. Briar led still. She did not need to see her father right now.

‘Briar, are you still sleeping? If you’re not, then know that I am on your side. You don’t have to talk to me. I understand why you wouldn’t want to. Just tell me what is wrong. I know you got caught yesterday, but you don’t need to hide in your room because of it. Come and have some breakfast. They are getting ready to put it away, whether you have had some or not.’

Briar should have known that her father would not have told Xavier. He was now under the impression that Briar was sulking because she had been found out. He had to know. Briar knew that he had to know. If he was going to be the future king, then he needed to know what it entailed. Briar didn’t want to tell him, but she knew that he should know. She shuffled herself up out of the covers and looked at her brother.

Xavier was standing there, looking at Briar innocently. She didn’t want to ruin the image of their father for him. She didn’t want to put that pressure on him. But he had to know. He had to know what it was that was happening behind his back as the future king.

Briar sat up in the bed and looked at her brother.

‘Xavier, I know that you think that our father is a good man and is a king that we should look up to, but the truth is he isn’t. He isn’t someone anyone should look up to. I didn’t know whether to tell you or not, but I think it is only fair that you know exactly what it is that our father is doing to those poor people within the cells.’

Briar knew that he needed to know. But there was a part of her that didn’t want to tell him. She didn’t want to ruin the perfect image that he had of their father. She didn’t want to expose him to what was actually happening behind him.

She knew that she couldn’t bring herself to tell him straight out, and even if she did, Xavier wouldn’t believe her straight away. It would take a lot of convincing, which was somethingshe didn’t want to do. Briar decided that she would have to show him. That was the only way that he would believe what it was that she was saying.

She sat up and turned around. As she pulled her top up and showed her brother her back, he gasped. Briar hadn’t seen her back; she was unaware of the mess that it was. It was only as she caught a glimpse of herself within the mirror that she realised how bad it was. Her back was red-raw. It looked like a piece of meat. Briar couldn’t believe the mess on her back. She couldn’t believe that her father had done that to his own daughter.

‘Oh, Briar, that looks sore. Get into the bathroom. I will have to wash that and treat it for you so that it will heal. It will scar if you don’t let me sort it out.’

Briar was warmed by the intent of her brother. He was right, it did need treating. If she didn’t get it treated, then it would scar. Xavier was right.

Briar watched through the mirror as her brother began to wash her wounds. He had always had such gentle hands; he should have been a healer. He would never have been allowed to be a healer, however, because he was a boy. This had always angered Briar. Why should the fact that Xavier was male change what it was that he was destined to do? He had the gentlest touch that could heal even the most inexplicable wounds. Briar settled her own thoughts. It was the same rule that meant that she would never be allowed to be queen. It was the same silly rules that were controlling the country that she lived in and her whole life. She would never escape this life. No matter how hard she tried.

‘You don’t think awfully of me, do you? You don’t think that I have driven our father to this? The idea of you thinking badly of me is something that I just couldn’t bear. Please tell me that you are on my side within all of this.’

Briar was almost pleading with her brother. She knew that he would be on her side, but there was a part of her that was worried that he would take their father’s side and would not understand what Briar was thinking and that she had merely disobeyed the king and deserved this punishment. She could not think of anything worse than being looked down on by her brother. She needed him on her side, no matter what.

Xavier looked at Briar in the loving way that only he could muster, and it was in that minute that Briar knew that she was safe. He did love her, and there was nothing that would change that.

‘Briar, you’re my sister, you will always be my sister, and we have to stick together within this. I know that Dad does love us, but what he has done to you is unacceptable. I won’t stand for this. As future king it is my job to make sure that this does not happen again. I need to make sure that I end this.’

He was so defiant. He was so sure. Briar was so proud of him. He was set in his ways, and he wouldn’t let anyone make him think otherwise. He had already decided that what his father had done to his sister was not acceptable. He had already decided that he was going to change the way that the world was going.

Briar knew what it was that she needed to do, and it would be a lot easier for her if her brother came along to help. She wanted his help, but she didn’t want him to get into trouble with their father.

Xavier had got there first though. He already knew what Briar was thinking, and he wanted to help her.

‘Go back to sleep; we’ll think of something later!’

Briar rolled over in her bed and winced at the pain. She would deal with it later.





Chapter 5

The morning was a bright one. The sun was slowly appearing from below the valley and illuminating the kingdom. Briar was stirring within her bed. She knew that morning had appeared, and she would soon have to surface from her blood-sodden bed and greet her father at the breakfast table as though the events of the previous forty-eight hours had never happened.

Briar’s bedroom door burst open as her maid arrived to clothe her and ensure that she was ready for breakfast with the king.

‘Do I have to do this today? I just want a day off.’

Briar’s squirming was nothing to the maid. She had been Briar’s maid since she was born and her mother’s maid before that; she was used to her whining. She knew that Briar did not enjoy serving under her father and did not enjoy the rituals that this world fell under. She knew that Briar wanted bigger things that this world couldn’t give her. She knew that Briar would not conform to the norms of society, but she would flourish anyway.

‘Briar, you know the answer to that question. The same answer that I have given you every morning since the beginning of my working for you. Now come on, up you get. and let’s get dressed.’

Briar was about to push herself up out of bed when she suddenly remembered her back. How would she react when she saw the whip marks on her back? Would she side with her father, or would she side with her?

Briar knew that showing her maid was risky. Her father paid her wages after all, but she had been her maid since her birth

Briar pulled herself out of bed and turned around to go to the bathroom like she did every morning. She did not want to bring attention to her back. She didn’t want her maid to think that she was sulking, just in case she wasn’t on her side. As she turned to the bathroom, she had her back to the maid. It was now that she would find out if her maid was on her side or her father’s.

‘Briar! What on earth have you done to your back? You have blood all over your back and your sheets; what happened?’

Briar didn’t know how to play it. She didn’t know what to say to her maid. She didn’t know what to say to her maid now that she had seen her back. She didn’t know how she felt, and she didn’t know if her maid would take her side. Briar wanted to tell her the whole story. She wanted to tell her everything that had happened, but she didn’t know if she could trust her. Briar really wanted to trust her, but she didn’t know if she could. She didn’t know if her maid would be on her side or not. She needed her to be, but it depended on her loyalty.

‘Briar, what happened? You need to tell me what has happened. I cannot help you if you do not tell me.’

She was pleading now. She was pleading with Briar, getting her to tell her what had happened to her and how she had got the marks on her back. She needed to know where the marks on her back had come from and how she had ended up here. She needed to know this. She needed to know how she would react.

‘It was my dad. He whipped me. I went after a dragon, and he whipped me. He whipped me for wanting to better myself. I don’t want to carry on with the normal laws of the monarchy. I should be the rightful heir to the throne. I am the oldest child of the king, and I should be queen. I don’t understand why it cannot be like this, just because I am a girl. This should not be the way that the world works.’

Briar’s thoughts had gotten the better of her. She didn’t want to get into the nitty gritty of her feelings. She just wanted to let her know that she was hurt. She was hurting inside because of what her father did to her. But she didn’t want to put all of these feelings onto her maid. She didn’t even know if she was on her side yet. She didn’t even know if she was going to agree with her father and say that she shouldn’t be the queen. She didn’t know how to feel about her maid. She had been her maid her whole life, so she should be on her side; however, she had also been an employer of Briar’s father for the majority of her life, so there was still a question of who’s side she would be on.

‘I don’t know why you have this fire in your belly; I can only presume that you got it from your father. He was the same when he was your age. He wanted to be king, and he would do anything that he could to get there. The only difference between you and your dad is that the path was clear for your dad. You are going to have to work a little harder than the others, but I know you can do it!’

She was on Briar’s side.

Briar felt a sigh of relief escape from deep within her. She didn’t realise she had been holding her breath until all that air had escaped her. She didn’t realise how much she needed the support of her maid until now. She knew that she needed the support of her brother, but she had never even thought about how much she relied upon her maid.

Briar could only think this was because the maid had come into her life
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