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While The Oath Breaker is a prequel and explores the origin story of Taryn's parents, it should only be read after finishing all four books in the Blood Vier series.

Why?

Because if you read it first, it will spoil the entire (okay, most) of the series for you.

––––––––
[image: ]


If you have not read the entire Blood Vier quartet, please close this book. 

Right now.

You have been warned.
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MICHAEL
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NO ONE MAKES IT OVER the wall alive.

Every folktale and legend breathed those same words, warning adventurers, warning anyone who dared to approach the secluded kingdom that their efforts were futile because all that waited for them was imminent death. I’d believed those same words, taken them to heart and lived by them.

Which was ironic, considering that I now stood on the other side of that notorious wall—very much alive—and wondering how to proceed since I’d never expected to make it this far. Not that it had been easy. We’d spent the last week searching for a way over the monstrosity of stone, wasting precious time while back home, soldiers were dying every day on the battlefield in this never-ending war. This never-ending massacre. Which was why we were here, looking for a miracle. Looking for a way to end the death. The war. Not that I knew what it was we were looking for, or why we were even here. I had just followed the vague orders of our secret mission. 

I turned back as Gabriel, the leader of the Kavari, crawled out of the dark hole I’d emerged from only moments ago. He dropped the few feet to the ground and glared back at it, wiping an unidentifiable gooey substance on his pants.

After exhausting every possible way of entry, we’d determined there had to be a path through the endless caves in the mountain. We’d been right, but we’d been close to never emerging. I had never had an issue with small spaces before, but crawling through that mountain with who knew what ... I twitched at the thought. 

I peered through the trees at the massive wall in the distance, a smile spreading across my face at the feel of victory, but it was only the first victory of many that we needed.

“Is this the part where you tell me what we’re looking for?” I asked my mentor. “Because if we have to crawl back through there to get out, it had better be worth it.” 

Gabriel grunted, stretching out his muscles. “Soon, but not quite yet. We need to figure out our coordinates in here, where we’re standing in correlation with everything else beyond that wall.”

I clenched my jaw. Irritated. Gabriel kept secrets, but he’d never kept me in the dark for this long on a mission before. 

Forest surrounded us on all sides, blocking our view except for brief glimpses of distant mountains.

“Step carefully,” Gabriel said. “Watch for spies huddled in the branches of the trees and keep a wary lookout on the ground for anything suspicious. We don’t know what kind of people—or creatures—we’re dealing with. We know how tight they keep their security outside the wall, but not within. I didn’t just crawl my way through a mountain to die by an arrow in here. Once we get our bearings, we’ll move northward.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “To find what you’re looking for?”

He grunted, stepping forward into the unfamiliar landscape without answering. I followed, moving to the left of him, my senses on high alert. In truth, we had no idea how big the world was beyond the wall. How far its expanse stretched. It was difficult to map it out when the people inside had sealed themselves off for over a hundred years and killed anyone who ventured too close.

Our cautious steps slowed us down, but hours later we still hadn’t made it to the edge of the forest. Hadn’t made any progress. We could have been going in circles.

The gurgle of a stream caught our attention, and we both silently agreed to scope it out. Calm permeated the woods, a gentle breeze passing through the trunks, chirping birds flitting from branch to branch. I frowned. Maybe the Dalendrians lived closer to the wall and everything beyond it was wilderness.

We knelt beside the water, watchful as we drank and then replenished our empty water skins. I washed my face, scrubbing at the dirt on my arms and hands before standing and shaking off the excess water.

I heard a strange hiss, then a black and purple blur shot out of a dense patch of foliage and latched onto Gabriel’s calf. An agonized yell ripped from his throat as he stumbled forward into the stream, water spraying everywhere. 

“Gabriel!” Fear hammered within me.

The snake released its hold, rays of sunlight reflecting off its bright purple scales before it swam farther downstream and disappeared. I grabbed Gabriel’s arm before he could face plant in the stream, dragging him to the bank while scanning the ground for other predators. He collapsed onto the ground, and I pulled up his left pant leg to inspect the wound. His back arched, his face twisted with pain. His calf had swollen to nearly double its size, purple lines webbing away from the two bite marks already outlined by a darkening bruise.

My heart stopped.

Poison.

“What color was it?” Gabriel gasped. Sweat gathered on his brow, soaked through his shirt. He leaned over and vomited.

“Purple,” I said, distracted, scanning the woods for something. Anything.

I pulled a couple bandages out of my pack, washing the wound before wrapping a loose dressing around it. I glanced downstream, weighing my options. I had no doubt the poison was deadly. If he was lucky, he would have hours. If not, minutes. 

“What did you come here for, Gabriel?” I asked.

He reached a shaking hand into his jerkin, pulling out a worn piece of paper.

“Mor - Mor—”

I unfolded it, frowning at the drawing of a flower. This was what we’d risked everything for? 

I searched the surrounding woods before coming back to his wound, making a snap decision.

“Don’t move and stay calm,” I said. “I’ll be right back.”

I took off, following the stream through the woods and praying for help. Praying to find someone. The Dalendrians might kill me on sight, but I had to try. 

I gave no thought for where I was headed. I only heeded the adrenaline coursing through me, which was why I registered the stranger’s look of surprise before I crashed into them, toppling them to the ground. Our arms and legs tangled as we rolled downhill several yards before coming to a stop.

I pushed myself up on my arms, breathing heavily from exertion and then almost not breathing at all at the sight of the girl beneath me, stunned. Gharridan’s court had many beautiful women, but she was something else entirely. She was—

Her brown eyes widened, lips parting to yell. I clapped my hand over them, fear jolting through me.

“Don’t scream, please don’t scream!” I whispered, scanning for anyone else, but I found no trace of anyone. My hand muffled her voice. The girl writhed beneath me, trying to shove me off, but I became an immovable stone. 

“I need you to listen to me,” I said, urgency lacing my words.  “I’m not going to hurt you; I just need your help. My friend is hurt. He’s dying.”

She stilled, suspicion pooling in her eyes as she studied me, but at least I knew she’d understood me.

“He was bitten by a black and purple snake,” I continued. “The purple came alive in the sunlight. Do you know it?” 

Her face filled with fear.

She did know it.

“I’m going to remove my hand if you promise not to scream.” 

I gave her a knowing look, and she nodded. I tensed as I pulled back, but she remained quiet.

“Can you help me?” I asked. “Is there an antidote?”

She peered up at me. “You’re Gharridan.” A light accent coated her words. 

“I am,” I said. “If you help me save my friend, I promise I won’t bother you again. We’ll be on our way.” 

Her face hardened. “I should turn you in.”

I’d loosened my hold and felt her left arm moving beneath me, reaching for something. I snatched her hand and pinned it above her head, sunlight flashing off the metal of the dagger as I squeezed her wrist till she released it. She let out a frustrated growl and squirmed as I held her in place. I bit back a groan. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I couldn’t let her free now that I knew she wouldn’t hesitate to kill me. I’d do the same thing in her position, but I didn’t have time for this. Gabriel was dying.

“Wonderful to know I can’t trust you,” I ground out as she fought against me. “But I need your help, willingly or not.”

This wasn’t me. I didn’t make threats like this, but panic over losing Gabriel drove me to extremes.

I looked over my shoulder, noting a now bent basket that she must have been carrying. Fallen herbs spread around it. 

“Are you a healer?” l asked.

She avoided my gaze.

I dropped the steel from my voice. “Please,” I begged. “A man is dying, and you have the power to save him. Do you really want his death to be on your conscience?”

Someone flickered across her face. Remorse? She clenched her jaw.

“How far?” she asked.

“Just upstream.”

“How long ago?”

“Maybe ten minutes?”

She pursed her lips. “I will look at him, but I can’t guarantee that I can save him.”

“Do you promise to not kill me if I let you up?” I asked. 

“Absolutely not.” 

I frowned.

“But I promise I won’t kill you until after I’ve seen him.”
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EVELYN

––––––––
[image: ]


I ORDERED THE MAN TO walk in front of me. He refused, mumbling something about back-stabbers and weapons. There was no way on all the stars above that I would let him walk behind me, and so we compromised by walking side by side with several feet between us. I held my dagger in my left hand, warning him not to venture any closer.

With every step I took, I alternated between telling myself how stupid I was and imagining how my father would choose to kill me if he found out about this. Strangers. In Dalendria.

I’d heard someone running through the trees, thinking it was Ronyn as he’d developed a habit of trying to scare me, but when I’d met this man’s startling green eyes, fear had encompassed me. Foreigner. I’d never seen one. This had to be a trap. A trick. Maybe the kingdoms had finally brought war to our doorstep. This Gharridan man was probably planning to kidnap me for ransom or kill me, and here I was going along with it. Yet, the honesty and panic in his face was so sincere. It was what had convinced me to believe him. If he was telling the truth and there really was a man who had been bitten by a—

“How do you speak Gharrideese?” 

The foreigner’s voice disrupted my thoughts.

I threw him a disgusted look. “I speak all the tongues of the continent. We are not savages.”
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