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      Six months ago, Simka’s sister was stolen by wild orcs. When the neutral city of Morgenzan refuses to help, Simka takes it upon herself to go on a rescue mission—but she can’t find the orc camp alone.

      Corporal Jar’kel, a grouchy old troll with a broken tusk, has been sent to the frigid Blue Crags to help defend a valuable mine against the wild orcs. When he catches Simka vandalizing the mine, he makes her a deal: if she helps him find the wild orcs, he’ll help save her sister, and he can at last return home.

      While Jar’kel and Simka work together to locate the orc camp, Jar’kel denies his growing attraction to the younger human woman. But to succeed in their mission, they must pretend to be a mated pair. Can they keep up the ruse when it feels much too real?

      Content Warnings
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        	Virgin FMC

        	Virginity loss

        	Painful sex

        	Anal play and anal sex

        	Bonded mates

        	Voyeurism

        	Public sexual acts

        	Killing of animals for meat and pelts (off-page)

        	Violence
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        	Torture (off-page)
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        	Life-threatening pregnancy
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      Piracy is a serious concern for small indie authors like me, who have poured many hours into our books. Piracy prevents us from being able to support ourselves and continue to write more.

      If you know someone who might enjoy this book, but cannot obtain a copy legally, please reach out to me at lyonne@lyonneriley.com.

      If you are reading a pirated copy of the book right now, please also get in touch with me. I want to work with you to get my book into readers’ hands legally.

      Thank you for understanding.
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      Simka

      My sister was not the first woman to be taken from our village, but not to sound like an asshole, she was the one who meant the most to me.

      When the wild orcs came six months ago, streaming down the mountain like an avalanche, Vavi shoved me into the cellar. “I’ll distract them,” she said hurriedly. “Whatever happens, Simka, don’t make a sound.”

      So I stayed silent as I could as she locked the door firmly behind her. I listened, hand clamped over my mouth, as the orcs thundered into the house, snatched her, and dragged her away.

      Vavi didn’t fight, or even protest. The orcs growled words in a language I couldn’t understand, and then left, slamming the door closed behind them.

      How my sister was so brave, I’ll never know.

      I sat there shivering, wondering if Dad would survive. He was among the villagers defending the town, and the wild orcs outnumbered us—and they were bigger, stronger, and meaner.

      For some reason, though, the orcs left Dad and the others alive. The invaders only seemed interested in two things: our food supplies, and the people they stole. Along with another young woman and a young man, Vavi was gone.

      It was Dad who unlocked the cellar door, gun still in his hand, begging to know what had become of my sister. I had to tell him the awful truth that she gave her life for mine. We had collapsed to the floor together in tears, and I’ve had to live with it ever since. I was willing to be silent while she was taken away.

      Now it’s my only job to find her and get her back. That’s why I’m once again trying to climb this massive sheet of ice. But my pack is too heavy, and I’m only twenty feet up when I have to navigate my way back down or my arms will give out.

      I’ve been trying to trace the wild orcs’ tracks back to their camp for months. After the attack, they retreated into the snow-covered Blue Crags, the immense mountains that stand sentinel over our village. The very same night the orcs ran off with Vavi, I pulled on my boots, mittens, and cloak through my tears, and followed their prints. But the path was weaving, and quickly got lost in the rocky cliffs. That same night, their trail was buried under a fresh layer of snow, and I lost them.

      Still, I had a heading, and that gave me hope that if I could climb deeper into the mountains, I’d eventually find it. But the Crags are immense and treacherous, and only a fool would put themselves in danger by venturing too far into them. I’ve already gone farther afield than I should searching for any sign of the camp, and Dad would certainly not approve if he knew. He’s even forbidden me from going after Vavi, because he knows too well that I’ll risk my life to find her, and he can’t bear the idea of losing another daughter.

      Not that I’ve ever really listened to him.

      But I keep meeting the same roadblock: the sharp, icy rock faces that lead even higher into the mountains. When I finally have my feet back under me again and I’m standing on the firm ground, I curse and throw my picks into the snow.

      No one else in the village thinks it’s worthwhile to search for our missing people. Most of my neighbors believe they’re dead already—or perhaps something even worse. Though we weren’t the only village attacked by the wild orcs, when we sent a letter to the city of Morgenzan for help… they ignored us.

      The city guard of the biggest neutral city in the world, the very people supposed to help and protect us, did nothing.

      The snow turns the color of fire as another fruitless day comes to an end. I head down the icy slopes toward home, my shoulders sagging. The hills spread out around me, covered in endless evergreen trees, their branches frosted with snow.

      Tomorrow will be different. It has to be. I’ll pack less, just the bare essentials. Or I’ll practice my pull-ups until I’m strong enough. Or I’ll keep walking south until I find another way up.

      I will find her.

      On my way home, I check my traps. Though I’m not one of our village’s primary hunters, I’ve been training in hope they’ll take me on a hunt someday. I bring in animals from time to time as proof I can do this. Dad says we don’t need any more wolf or badger pelts, and they’re too much work to clean and cure, but I’m going to keep bringing them home until I land something better.

      When I locate my trap, though, it’s empty. Damn it. Sometimes it all feels hopeless, like I’m chasing after a ghost.

      It’s late when I finally return to the little house I share with Dad. My mule, Fio, greets me over the railing of his pen. He’s sturdy and strong, with copious, thick fur covering every inch of his body. His sire was one of the stout, hairy ponies that call the mountains home, and his dam was an ass that a merchant had brought with him from out of town. This bizarre combination created a surprisingly perfect steed for the snowy slopes. I pet his nose and scratch behind his ears, just the way he likes, before going inside.

      “You’re back.” Dad rises from the table where he’s been cleaning his gun. It’s his most valuable possession, as difficult as it is to get firearms up here in the Blue Crags. “What have you been doing all day?” he asks, the same way he does every day, with an arch in his brow. I wonder if he knows I’ve been out looking for Vavi.

      I shake my head and shrug. “Followed some tracks, but found nothing. Traps are empty.”

      He falls back into his chair. “Well, at least you didn’t bring home another rabbit. We’re full up on mittens.” Thoughtfully, he taps a finger on the table. “I heard today that the Grand Chieftain sent even more soldiers. Supposedly, they’re going to help the beef up the city guard, and keep the wild orcs away from the mine.”

      I can’t help a snarl. Those infernal trollkin built a mining operation not far from Morgenzan, tearing open one of our beautiful mountains to pillage it for resources. They shouldn’t have been allowed to do it in the first place, not on neutral territory—but they did anyway, and now they rely on the city guard to protect it.

      “Neutral” my ass. The Blue Crags might be contested territory in wartime, but we humans have always lived here. They are the invaders. The trollkin don’t belong here, and yet the city guard care more about protecting the Grand Chieftain’s mine than about human lives.

      Then it occurs to me: more soldiers arriving, even if they’re all trollkin, also means more bodies. Maybe now that they’re properly armed and staffed, the city guard might be willing to send out search parties. Wherever my sister is, the wild orcs are there, too. It would benefit all of us.

      It’s a hike from our village to the fortress of Morgenzan, but perhaps if I can supply information about the direction the orcs fled, we’d have a shot at finding them. Maybe this is my chance to get real help.

      When I go into our bedroom, Vavi’s bed is, as always, empty. Before she was kidnapped, I thought certainly she’d be getting married soon, and then I’d get to have our room to myself. She would pick one of the many boys who had drooled over her through our adolescence, say her vows under the holly, and move out. She’s always been the beautiful one, the one that they talked in hushed voices about marrying.

      But now she’ll never have the chance, not unless I can get her back. I refuse to believe she’s dead. My sister is a survivor, like me.

      For the first time in months, I go to bed feeling comforted that I have a plan.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Jar’kel

      The truth is trolls are simply not meant for cold places.

      We were designed for the jungle, to run around in nothing but our loincloths and jewels, to hunt what we need, to bathe in warm rivers and streams. I’ve even accepted the vast and inhospitable desert, where I’m typically stationed, because my body can tolerate the heat much better than it can the cold.

      Trolls are certainly not meant to be trudging through snow up to our waists. I’m dressed in a new military coat I was issued on the train, but still every last inch of me is frigid and numb, and there’s an itchy sensation spreading from my toes and fingers into my feet and hands. There’s a long way to go to Morgenzan—it’s much too soon to turn into an icicle.

      “A little chilly there, corporal?” asks one of the orcs on my team. He’s a big, heavy-set fellow who was sent here from some other part of the world. His name isn’t important to me, as the moment this mission is finished, I intend to return to my original post in the desert of the Hazrain. There’s a lot to do now that we’ve lost the captain of the city guard and the lieutenant both. It’s been difficult to replace them.

      A very odd and surprising thing, the captain and the lieutenant finding each other. I’d never before seen, or even heard of, an orc and a human engaging in that sort of relationship. One of the world’s great mysteries, I suppose.

      They seemed happy, despite the fact they’ll never be accepted by either human or trollkin kind. No, they’ve chosen to simply live their lives together, even have whelps together, in a neutral city. When I came across my former lieutenant in the market one day, his daughter sitting on his shoulders, he looked happier than I’ve ever seen him.

      Not that I’ll ever know what that’s like. I gave up on having a life like that for myself a long time ago. I’m too old now, and much too foul-tempered.

      “If you’re not cold right now,” I snap back at the irritating orc next to me, “you’re lying.”

      He chuckles. “I guess orcs are made of sturdier stuff than trolls.” I want to punch the smug look right off his face. Not only is the cold slowly eating away at my extremities, but it’s making me bitter and grouchy, even more than usual.

      But this discomfort is temporary. With so many of us swarming to the frigid north to rectify this pesky wild orc problem, I’m sure we’ll be able to defeat them in time for dinner. A few brutes won’t get between the Grand Chieftain and his gold—and we’re just his pawns.
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        * * *

      

      That night by the fire, I check to make sure my toes are still attached, then hang my boots up to dry. Back home I don’t even wear shoes, because what’s the point? The sand doesn’t bother my tough feet, but trying to walk in the snow without boots would leave me with four frozen-off toes.

      “How’d you lose the tusk?” the annoying orc asks, not that I’ve given him any indication I still want to talk. He flops down by the fire beside me, taking a swig from a flask.

      I push my feet closer to the fire, not acknowledging him. But he’s unperturbed. “Bad fight?” he pushes. “A trolless, maybe?”

      “No,” I say through gritted teeth. “As if I’d take a blow like that for some pussy.”

      When I was young, my answer might have been different. There was a trolless, once, with a shock of purple hair wound into braids and a big, toothy smile. Her cunt had been so perfect around my cock. She would moan and scream as I took her as mine.

      But like all things, that passion faded. After a few years we grew bored of each other, and I realized, perhaps too late, that we shared very little except pleasures of the body. When even the fucking became tedious, she decided she wanted someone younger—a troll with a little more pep in his step. So we said an unpleasant goodbye, and that was the last time I saw a pair of breasts.

      “Then what?” the orc asks, peering at me curiously. “How’d you get a whole tusk snapped off?”

      I might as well tell him, or he won’t leave me alone. “Without that tusk, I wouldn’t have a face left.”

      The orc’s eyes widen. “It saved your life?”

      “‘Saved’ is a relative term,” I say, snatching away his flask and taking a big swig for myself. I barely made it out of the bandit raid alive, and all the goods we’d tasked with protecting were taken.

      I’m still not sure why I stayed in the desert after that. Perhaps I was just too tired to leave again. As I began learning the human language, Freysian—which is somewhat of a necessity in a neutral city—I applied to work in the city guard.

      Everyone has to make a living.

      “At least you survived,” the orc says, reclining in the snow, “so you could go on to fuck another day.”

      I bark a laugh. Idiot whelp. “If you think an orcess or a trolless wants anything to do with a troll who’s only got one tusk, you’re a moron.” I hand the flask back to him, and he takes it with a grunt. “Now fuck off. I’m going to bed.”

      I leave before he can say anything else. We have a long day ahead tomorrow, and it’ll probably take all the grit I have left.

      I’m too old for this shit.
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      Simka

      Early the next morning, I saddle up Fio and pack some supplies that’ll last me until I get back. I lie to Dad, telling him I’m going out to hunt again, and Fio and I begin the long haul to Morgenzan.

      We walk all day, the snow reflecting the sunshine until it’s nearly blinding. Around late afternoon, I spy the high stone walls that surround the city, almost indistinguishable from the mountain.

      When we’ve made our way down the slope to the front gates, I hop off Fio and lead him by the reins. Behind the impenetrable wall, people traverse winding pathways carved into the mountainside, heading home at the end of a long day. I don’t have any goods with me to be taxed, so the guards let me through without much fuss.

      Morgenzan never ceases to amaze me. The whole mountain has been shaped to fit the city. Homes are built into the side, their low doorways dotting the road that crawls up from the base of the mountain to the top, where the city council resides. That’s where I’ll have to go to get the help I need.

      Fio has no problem with heights, thankfully, so he plods along behind me without objection as we make our way up the many switchbacks leading to the top of the mountain. The pathways are surprisingly wide, allowing carts through with ease.

      I like to think I’m fit and well-traveled, but even I’m gasping for air by the time we reach our destination. I’m already exhausted from my day of riding, and when I look around, there’s nowhere to tie him. Damn it.

      The only one nearby is a member of the city guard: a rather ugly blue trollkin with grooves at the corners of his eyes and mouth, and one broken-off tusk. What remains is cracked, the blunt end splintered. This guy’s clearly seen some things in his life. He has dark blue hair that’s short on top and thick at his sideburns, with a bit of his hairline pulling back.

      I don’t see trollkin often, not unless I’m visiting the city, and their big tusks and orange-red eyes always take me by surprise.

      “Can you hold him for me?” I ask. At least as a soldier in a neutral city, he’ll know how to speak Freysian. It’s the bare minimum requirement.

      He scowls, which deepens his wrinkles further. “I’m not a damn stablehand,” he gripes, shoving Fio toward me. He grumbles something in Trollkin I can’t understand, probably an insult.

      I don’t blame him. Maybe our peoples have settled on a reluctant truce, but that doesn’t mean we have anything in common. It certainly doesn’t mean we have to get along. At least, as persnickety as Fio is, he’d never let himself be stolen.

      I shove the reins back into the troll’s hands. “Come on, I just need a few minutes.” His glare grows even more deadly. “It’s urgent.”

      Without waiting for him to protest, I turn and duck into city council in the hope that somebody will help me.
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        * * *

      

      “We’ve got our own wild orc problem,” the guy behind the desk says in his most bored tone. “Your sister’s gone, kid. She’s dead.”

      I’m not a kid. Everyone thinks I am, because I’m short and my face is rounder than it should be for a woman my age, and I like to keep my hair cropped close so I don’t have to manage it. I huff at him and ask to speak to his boss, but he simply eats an apple and ignores me. He’s human, and still doesn’t care a lick about what becomes of the rest of us.

      “Asshole,” I snarl, and he leans back. “She’s not dead. You don’t know that.” I slam my fist on the desk. “You’re all the fucking same!”

      He’s too stunned to say anything else as I stalk back out the huge front doors. Why does nobody care?

      I should have known how this would turn out before I left home. The city guard would never lift a hand to help some small, nothing villages in the boonies.

      Somebody loudly clears their throat. I turn to find the one-tusked troll standing there, arms crossed, dangling Fio’s reins. If looks could kill, I’d be buried already.

      I return his glare with just as much force, and for a moment, I take him by surprise. I snatch the reins out of his hands. “Thanks,” I snap, and turn around to leave the way I came. He says nothing to me as I head off down the mountain.

      If these assholes won’t stop jerking off the Grand Chieftain long enough to help me, all while they allow the trollkin to destroy our mountain… then I’ll make them pay.
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        * * *

      

      Jar’kel

      That little woman’s voice was so loud and annoying, I could hear the entire exchange from outside the front doors of city council.

      What did she think was going to happen? That the city guard of the largest neutral city in the world would just drop everything to help a few tiny human villages? No, they’re only the first stop on the wild orcs’ path to the mine. If we can simply cut off the orcs at the knees, then it will help everyone.

      Before she left, I should have told her that her sister is long gone now. If the wild orcs of the north are anything like the wild trolls of the jungle, she’s certainly been eaten, probably while still alive. There’s nothing to be done now, and trying to rescue her is a fool’s errand.

      But the short woman with the round face and light brown skin was determined, I’ll give her that. She chewed out the unlucky fellow who works the front desk with impressive vigor. Even though she looks like a harmless little cub in her fluffy fur hood, she carries an intimidating presence.

      I watch her make her way back down the mountainside, stomping her feet. At the gates, she climbs back on her... whatever it was. Pony? Large, furry dog? With big ears like those, who knows for sure.

      The sun is getting lower in the sky now, and I’ve been told the human villages are a decent trek from here. Is she really going to walk home through the snow in the dark?

      Not that it matters to me. My shift is about to start. I shrug on my corporal’s coat and head down the mountain myself, but by the time I reach the bottom, the human is long gone. And this damn coat is barely protecting me from the bitter cold. I’ve been here for weeks now, and it still bites down to the bone.

      Tonight we’ll be patrolling the area near the mine, waiting for an incoming wild orc attack. The goal is to be waiting for them, with a larger force than ever before, so we can surprise them. The rest of the city guard is on standby in case the orcs decide to show themselves.

      Another long, dark night of wading through this forsaken snow. As we head up higher into the mountains, toward the mine entrance, something bright and orange spills smoke into the clear sky.

      “Fire!” our captain shouts. Without a second thought I pull out my sword, and then we’re storming up the mountainside toward the flames licking the sky. On the way up, I spot something brown and furry far from the road, tied to a tree stump poking out of the snow. It looks familiar, like that strange beast that woman had with her before.

      I don’t have time for this. Soon we’re at the mine, and the heat of the fire is almost welcome against the stark cold. The minecarts are in flames, but there are no wild orcs to be seen. From what I’ve gathered, they’re not shy about showing their faces.

      “Fan out!” calls the captain. “They must be here!”

      While the others work on putting out the fire, I jog through the snow along a high ledge carved into the rock, where workers dump the mine carts into wagons that will bring ore back to the Grand Chieftain’s empire. Maybe I’ll catch whoever did this.

      But there’s no one out here. Damn it. Who besides wild orcs would attack the mine?

      Wait. I catch a flash of gray on the slope. There’s a small figure sliding down the hillside, someone with a furry hood that looks quite familiar.

      It’s her. The woman with the horse-dog.

      “Hey!” I call out. “Stop!” But she’s already reached the bottom, where her mount is waiting for her. As she climbs on, she glances up at me, and our eyes connect. Hers are small and black, shadowed by her dark, furrowed brows.

      She did all this, alone?

      “A human!” someone shouts, having seen her, too. “They’re on the run!”

      A few of us start down the road, but she’s already galloping away across the snow, where she vanishes into the tall trees.

      Damn. That little horse of hers sure moves fast.
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        * * *

      

      Simka

      Shit. I think he saw me.

      Oh well. It’s not like some idiot troll knows where I live. There are a half-dozen villages in this area, and I could be from any one of them.

      It felt good to torch those mine carts. Great, even. Fuck the Grand Chieftain, and fuck his stupid mine, too. That escapade of mine was repayment. If the city guard can’t be bothered to help us, then why should they help the trollkin rape our mountains for profit?

      I had hoped the fire would spread to the wooden beams holding up the mine shaft, but I didn’t get quite that lucky. Still, I’d done some serious damage that would take time to fix.

      Everyone got what they deserved, including me. I walked away with a lightness in my heart for having gotten this speckle of revenge. It’s just too bad I couldn’t get away faster—I’ll have to keep a low profile after this.

      I face a long ride home under the shining moon, pushing Fio hard so the city guard can’t catch up. I don’t get back to the village until nearly sunrise, when Dad is just waking up.

      “Where have you been?” he asks when I come in the front door. “You left first thing yesterday morning.”

      “Went after an elk,” I tell him. “Led me on a wild goose chase for miles, but I didn’t get him.” I don’t think Dad believes me, but he shrugs and goes about his morning chores anyhow. I’m exhausted from traveling all day and then all night again, so I stumble into my bedroom—the one I used to share with Vavi—and pass out cold.
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        * * *

      

      It’s dark outside the windows when Dad shakes me awake.

      “Simka,” he hisses. “What did you do?”

      I jerk upright in bed. “What do you mean?”

      “The Morgenzan city guard are here. They’re looking for someone.” He narrows his eyes. “Someone small. Human. Who tried to light the mine on fire.” His voice lowers to a whisper, but his tone is still plenty severe. “It was you, wasn’t it? That’s where you were last night.”

      “Me?” I say with feigned outrage. “Why would I have done that?”

      “I don’t know,” he growls back. “Because you’re reckless.” He stands back up and offers me a hand with a sigh. “Come on. They’re interviewing everyone.”

      “Nice of them to come now,” I grumble. Of course they only care when it involves the mine.

      I follow Dad out of the house, toward the plaza, where all the villagers are assembled around a group of city guards, made up of humans and trollkin alike.

      Unfortunately for me, the troll with broken tusk is among them. The moment I appear at the edge of the crowd, his eyes find mine. They’re so foreign, with their yellow sclera and bright red irises. He frowns deeply at the sight of me, and I’m certain then that I’ve been found out. What’s he going to do now?

      Fuck. I can’t end up in jail. I can’t leave Dad alone.

      Maybe I could say I’m one of the village hunters, and hunters are often gone for days at a time searching for big game. It’s nothing unusual.

      Yet, the troll doesn’t speak as the other guards interrogate each of the assembled villagers about where they were last night. Most were at home, asleep, and their family members can all account for them.

      When the big orc in charge finally reaches us, Dad wraps an arm around my shoulders. “We were both at home,” he says. “I watched her go to bed last night.”

      “Fio wasn’t around,” chimes in the old lady who lives next door to us.

      I glare at her. Traitor.

      Dad sighs. “Yeah, he got out last night. We spent all morning looking for him, but the darn mule was just off digging for early grasses.” It’s a likely enough story, as Fio is wily and doesn’t particularly like being kept in. Our neighbor huffs, and the orc quirks an eyebrow at us before accepting our excuse and moving on.

      But that troll. He never takes his eyes off of me as the questioning continues. Finally, when everyone is accounted for, the captain of the city guard kicks a rock and turns back to face his men.

      “We can’t go on to the next village tonight, so we’ll make camp here,” he barks. Without even asking our village leader for permission, the guards disperse and start pulling big bundles off of their horses, setting up tents and starting campfires right in the center of town.

      That should be the end of it. They didn’t find what they were looking for here, so they’ll go on to the next village for the next series of interviews, searching for their culprit.

      “Wouldn’t their time be better spent looking for the wild orcs?” I whisper to Dad as we head home.

      He shushes me. “Just be glad no one identified you. I don’t know why you would do such a thing, Simka. You’re only twenty-three. You have your entire life ahead of you.”

      I don’t argue, because I know what he’s not saying: I have a life ahead of me, while Vavi doesn’t.

      With a shake of his head, he walks off to bed and closes his door firmly.

      We’re both dealing with Vavi in different ways. Dad has walled himself off and built a high barrier around his heart to keep memories of her out.

      I won’t shut her out, though. I won’t give up on her like everyone else has.

      After sleeping all day, I’m anything but tired, so I slip outside to check on Fio and make sure he has plenty of grain after our long journey. I grab the shovel to muck out his pen, and I must be so lost in my thoughts that I don’t notice the footsteps approaching until a pair of huge boots land in the muck on the other side of the fence.

      “It’s you.”

      My head jerks up at the deep voice. Damn it. It’s the troll from earlier, with the one cracked stump of a tusk. He looks a little more well-groomed than the others, and the shiny badge on his chest makes me think he’s not just some grunt like I thought. But he’s not the guy in charge, either.

      I stand up straight. “And who are you?” I ask.

      It’s stupid, I know, but he can’t prove that we’ve met.

      “Don’t play games.” He slides between the slats of the fence and approaches us. In response, Fio pins his ears back. He’s not a big fan of strangers, and asses can be quite mean when they want to be. “I know it was you,” the troll says.

      If he’s so certain, why didn’t he turn me in? I consider throwing the shovel-full of manure I’ve got in my hands onto him and running for it, but I don’t think I’d make it far while the village is crawling with city guards.

      “You don’t know anything,” I say as I toss shit over the fence. He’s so tall that I have to tilt my head back quite far just to look into his eyes.

      He hums and fiddles with his broken tusk. “Why did you do it? What do you have to gain?”

      My anger rises like a sea serpent to the surface. I’m overwhelmed by the hurt of losing Vavi, of being turned away when I asked for help, only for the city guard to come here anyway—not to help us, of course. No, they couldn’t be bothered. They’re only here because I tried to burn the Grand Chieftain’s precious mine down.

      I whirl on him. “I did it because you are invaders,” I snap. “What’s in that mountain doesn’t belong to you. And while you all are busy making your coin pockets fatter, the wild orcs are taking my people away!”

      I can’t read the expression on the troll’s face as he simply stares at me. “You want revenge,” he says mildly, then nods in understanding.

      “I want
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