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Ever wondered what Finn A’ndreas truly thought when Lira Astor arrived at Temari Hall?

When you sign up for my monthly newsletter, The Dock City Chronicle, you’ll receive a piece of exclusive content from the world of Heir to the Darkmage: a deleted prologue in which Finn writes a private letter to his sister, Dawn — the Lord-Mage of Rionn.

It’s a rare glimpse into Finn’s thoughts at a pivotal moment, never included in the published books.

.

Each edition of The Chronicle includes:

Insider updates on my books

Fantasy world news and hot takes

Questionable book memes

My reading recommendations

Exclusive sneak peeks and previews

.

Sign up for the Chronicle and enter the adventure…
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  Chapter 1


Lira stared fixedly at the manacles around her wrists. Time seemed to slow to a crawl as her Taliath guard took a key from his pocket, slid it into the lock, and turned it. Behind him, two more Taliath watched carefully. To them, her expression would appear distant, but inside she waged war. Her body was rigid with the force of her internal struggle, her heart thundering as she wrestled with herself. 
Longing battling with reason. Anger with the need for patience.
In a second, a heartbeat, she could set the guards alight, use her telekinesis to grab the nearest one’s keys, unlock the cell door, and leave. That’s all it would take. A single moment and she could be walking free down the hall.
But then her manacles opened, the sharp click snapping the moment. Lira blinked. Took a steadying breath. The guard yanked the metal off her wrists—clearly wanting to move away from her as quickly as possible—but Lira barely registered the sting as she withdrew her hands from the slot in the bars. She’d grown accustomed to the pain.
Even if it had been unbearable agony, Lira still wouldn’t have made a sound. She never showed an ounce of expression to any of her guards. It was one of her rules.
The three Taliath left without a word, the manacles clanking all the way back down the long hallway to the single door at the end that they closed behind them.
As soon as they were gone, Lira let out a long breath, body shuddering with the  adrenalin reserves that flooded through her. She fought this same internal battle every single day: desperate fight-or-flight versus rational understanding. It would be foolish to try to fight her way free unless she had a good chance of succeeding.
Three times Lira had attempted to escape from this prison.
Three times she’d failed.
But she’d gotten a little further each time. Learned a little more. Lost herself to despair with each failure before dragging herself out of the darkness and starting to plan all over again.
One thing Lira Astor had learned behind these walls was the value of patience. Determination she had in endless supply, but without patience, she would never escape. Without patience, one day the depression and despair would hold her down and never let her resurface.
She’d come to hate the word with a fierce passion but learn it she did. It was the key to her survival. And Lira was nothing if not a survivor.
After her first escape attempt, when she’d made it through the door at the end of the hall before being overwhelmed, they’d added two heavily armed Tregayan soldiers to her Taliath escort whenever she was taken from her cell. This occurred daily for her allotment of fresh air and sunlight in a small yard, three times weekly to bathe, and when necessary to see the prison’s healer.
Her second thwarted escape had killed both soldiers, disabled the Taliath, and gotten her down two levels—not to mention taught her more about the layout of the prison. That one had earned her the manacles for every trip out of her cell. 
She had been surprised to find the restraints were made from normal iron. She’d expected them to use bindings made from the melted-down remnants of the Hunter medallions the Mage Council had recovered after the war with the Darkmage—the lock on her cell door was, and it seemed an obvious thing to use in a prison designed for holding mages. Early in her sentence, she’d thought about asking why, but had decided it wasn’t worth giving the guards her attention. Or betraying her interest.
Perhaps Lucinda and the Shadowcouncil had stolen the medallions from the council at some point? But Lira had long theorised that the Shadowcouncil had found a way to bind razak blood with metal, thereby providing the medallions worn by their Shiven warriors—designed and trained in the same mould as Shakar’s Hunters. 
The Shadowcouncil … fury stirred within at the thought of what they’d done to her, and Lira ruthlessly forced all thoughts of them aside. Not dwelling on the corrosive bitterness inside her was another key to maintaining her sanity.
In her third escape attempt, Lira had taken brutal advantage of their assumption that the Taliath and their backup guards would be enough to subdue her should she break free of the manacles, that they’d be on her before her telekinetic magic could unlock them. That time, she’d almost reached the front entrance of the building that housed the prison. Almost. That had marked Lira’s first visit to the prison healer, and it had been several weeks before the broken bones and other assorted injures had healed.
After that, they’d added two more Taliath to her guard escort and started locking her ankles in manacles as well. Not only that, but they changed the locking mechanism on both sets—complex ones that would take upwards of an hour for her to pick with her magic. Her telekinesis could probably still rip them off, but it would take a significant amount of magical energy, probably everything she had in one concentrated burst. And she’d need her magic to get farther than just her cell door. Especially if she managed to get out of the prison. 
So, every single day, Lira probed the locks with her telekinesis, learning their inner workings, getting closer and closer to the solution.
Two more Taliath to deal with in addition to being unable to run freely did pose a stronger impediment to escape. Not to mention that the daily rubbing of rough metal edges on her bare wrists and ankles left reddened raw skin that had, over the months, turned into calloused scarring. The prison healer worked only on serious illness or injury—prisoners were left to deal with minor cuts, bruises, or illnesses on their own—so those scars marked her forever now.
A door somewhere else on her level, out of sight, slammed, pulling her sharply from her thoughts. Lira blinked, giving herself a little shake. That happened often, the drifting of her mind. She tried to keep herself in the present as much as possible, but that was hard when one day bled into another without any obvious passing of the time apart from the gradual shifting of the seasons outside her window.
Once the echoes of the slamming door died away, she turned and faced the interior of her cell. Morning sunlight filled the small space. She’d just had her weekly bath, and her damp hair dripped down the back of her neck, the shorter ends curling around her ears and forehead. The limited sunlight she received had changed the colour of her hair from light brown to a darker shade, and her skin had turned sickly pale. She might almost pass for Shiven now, if it weren’t for her grandfather’s pale blue eyes.
Now the day stretched before her, long and unending. And another day after that.
And then another. And another.
Just over two years down. The rest of her life to go.
Her spirit quailed at that thought, teetered on the edge of complete despair before she took hold of herself. A deep breath in. Out. Another. 
Settled, she lowered herself to the floor and began her morning routine. She performed the same movements every day, stretching out every muscle in her body slowly and deliberately, keeping herself as limber as possible. Ready.
Strength exercises came next—push-ups, sit-ups, squats—over and over until the sun reached the apex of the sky outside. No matter how tedious, how boring, how tired and sore her muscles became, she pushed through. No matter how much sweat slicked her skin or how she hated every second of it. She made herself continue until she filled that time. Anything was better than simply staring at the walls—she’d learned she would lose herself if she gave in to that.
This ruthless routine to fill time and pass the days was how she’d kept herself sane. But it was a constant battle, and some days she came perilously close to losing.
At midday, the door would open at the end of the hall, and the steady footsteps of a Taliath guard would echo down the corridor. She rarely saw the same face more than once a fortnight, and the guard would always stand several steps away from the bars of Lira’s cell until she backed up to the window. Once she was at a safe distance, the guard would shove a tray of food through the inch-high gap under the bars, his or her eyes fixed on Lira the entire time.
That measure had been instituted after her first attempt at escape involved leaping out as the guard was in the process of opening the door to bring her tray in, shoving it hard into his body and sending him staggering away before she fled down the hall. 
Now Lira watched, a little smile on her face, as today’s Taliath backed up as quickly as she could after leaving the tray of food, then walked away with too-fast strides.
She waited for the door at the end of the hall to close and then sat to eat her food slowly, deliberately, taking up more time from the day. Once finished, she moved to her small desk and read the latest parchment she’d requested.
Prisoners weren’t treated badly in Carhall, not under the new Mage Council led by Tarrick Tylender and founded by Alyx Egalion. They were able to request reading material from the great library nearby in Centre Square and given parchment, quills, and ink when they wanted. The guards were silent, distant, but never cruel.
Even after Lira’s escape attempts, they’d continued allowing her access to the library. She could never settle on how she felt about that. Contempt for their softness, or grudging respect for their refusal to lower themselves to the level of those they’d imprisoned. Maybe it was both.
But the mage prisoners were never allowed to use magic outside their cells. And the most dangerous ones were always guarded by a Taliath immune to their magic whenever they were allowed out. Or three Taliath now, in Lira’s case.
What the council might not have realised was that no Taliath was immune to Lira’s fire magic—a secret she held close. If they hadn’t already guessed, they eventually would, given they had to have figured out by now it had been her that had burned the razak to ashes at DarkSkull Hall. But either way, it was the best advantage she had over them, and she was reluctant to squander it until it was critically necessary.
While she could burn a Taliath, her flame magic quickly depleted her energy levels, and Taliath were warriors with a speed, skill, and strength that she simply couldn’t match. She might succeed in burning one, maybe two, before they were on her, but not all three. And by careful memorisation of faces, and noting the resistance she’d encountered during her escape attempts, she estimated there were at least fifteen Taliath rotating through the prison, though it was impossible to know exactly how many there were on duty at any one time.
Even more importantly, if she killed a Taliath with magic—thereby proving the extent of the danger she posed to the council—more stringent measures would be implemented that would probably make getting out impossible. Not to mention how afraid it would make them of her. Even if she did manage to break free, they would never stop hunting her. 
None of the escape plans she’d tried so far had worked, but each time she’d gotten further than the time before, a fact she held on to whenever the inevitable wave of despair came to try and claim her again.
A little smile flickered at her mouth. She doubted any prisoner had ever tested the prison’s defences so thoroughly. 
And she would keep testing them until they broke. Lira had absolutely no intention of remaining inside this cell for the rest of her life.
Which brought her back to figuring out her next plan … such as it was. There was no hope of banding together with other imprisoned mages, combining magical strength to try and escape, as Lira was kept isolated from everyone else in the prison. Her window was too high to jump out of, even if she could melt the bars outside it with her fire magic. And there was no way of getting a message outside even if she had someone to write to, someone who would help her. Which she did not.
She closed her eyes; the smile faded as quickly as it had come, smothered by the wave of despair threatening to rise again. As hard as she’d tried, she still hadn’t succeeded. And nobody was coming to save her. Nobody ever would.
Spending over two years in prison had proved to Lira that, despite foolishly hoping otherwise, she remained utterly alone in the world. The quill trembled in her hand as that gaping void in her chest opened up, and it took several minutes to battle it away. Even then, the heaviness still hung over her.
She used focus as a weapon to fight it, a ruthless focus on escape. She continued reading, scrawling notes as she went, until her eyes glazed over with boredom—no matter how hard she’d studied at Temari to catch up with her classmates, Lira would never be a scholar. Then, she spent the hours until dusk practicing her magic.
There were limits to what she could do inside this small cell. She certainly couldn’t use large amounts of magic without drawing the attention of the guards. Every single day she cursed the fact she hadn’t inherited her grandfather’s depth of magical power—with that, she could have brought the walls of the prison down around her and simply walked out.
Instead she practised subtlety and skill, honing control over her magical abilities, which now numbered three. Her third ability—a result of the razak-blood injections she’d been given during her kidnapping by the Shadowcouncil—had broken out only a few weeks into her sentence. 
Liquid and gas were two forms of matter that telekinetics could not manipulate—she’d sat in classes at Temari where one of the masters had explained the common theories on why this was the case, but she’d quickly grown bored and now couldn’t remember any of it.
But one afternoon, a snap of temper had resulted in the water inside the cup on her lunch tray suddenly exploding into the air. 
Lira’s anger had died in a blink and she’d leapt out of her chair to stare at the droplets all over the floor.
She’d made water move. 
Now, each day, Lira played with the cup of water delivered to her cell with every meal—frustration always gnawing at her to have so little to experiment on. She had no idea how strong her ability was, or how much water she could manipulate at one time, but at least she could practice her control.
The more she practised, the more she realised that she could sense the water too, when she focused. At night, she’d lay on her narrow cot and sense the water flowing through the pipes in the kitchens, drawn from a deep underground well nearby. When she focused and summoned more magic, she could sense the water in nearby buildings too.
Months and years on, Lira hungered for more magic, for powerful magic, but she didn’t know enough about this ability yet to decide whether it would be useful.
But it was something.
Finally, in the hour before dinner, she allowed herself to stare out the window and watch the life of Carhall unfold below. The prison sat on the northern side of Centre Square, a stone’s throw from the domed Mage Council building on the western end. Her window looked out over the gleaming square and the streets beyond its southern edge, and her cell’s floor was high enough that she could just see over the Carhall outer city walls toward the haze of distant hills to the south.
If she watched too long, despair would claim her. But for the short periods she allowed herself, it gave her an all-too-brief escape from the confines of her cell. And as she watched the world outside carry on without her, she let it reinforce her determination to escape. She would be free. And when she was…
A cold smile spread over her face at the thought. She’d been planning for that. Meticulously.
There were many scores to settle.






  
  Chapter 2


On the evening of her next bathing day, Lira watched with interest as a cloud of dust rising above the southern walls resolved into a large party of riders racing towards the city. As they approached the gates, the high outer wall hid them from sight, but it wasn’t long before they came into view riding through the eastern gate into Centre Square. 
She craned her neck to the left to try and get a better view. Three of the riders wore blue Mage Council cloaks, but the rest sat their horses with the rigidly straight backs of cavalrymen and wore the Rionnan Blue Guard hats. Despite the usual crowds thronging Centre Square, they moved through it with reckless haste. Lira’s gaze narrowed in curiosity. They must bring some urgent news from Alistriem.
She watched their progress as they headed straight for the council building, close enough now that she could make out their faces. All of them grim. Once there, the mages dismounted, walking with hurried strides up the steps and into the domed building. The Bluecoats milled for a moment, before the majority wheeled away and headed back toward the gates, leaving a handful behind.
The mages still hadn’t reappeared by the time Lira’s dinner arrived, the Bluecoats still waiting patiently at the bottom of the steps.
The sight lingered with her for several days. Even such a small change to the monotony of her routine was something to be feasted on.

      ***Two weeks later, or possibly three, as Lira dressed in preparation for the arrival of three Taliath to take her to her scheduled bath, she heard the door open at the end of the hall. Instantly she stilled—it was too early. And instead of the heavy tread of the guards and clanking of the manacles hanging from their hands, there was silence.
Her gaze narrowed. There hadn’t been a change to her routine once since her arrival.
Wariness spreading quickly through her, she crossed to the bars and craned her head to stare down the hallway. Someone had come through the door at the end, but they weren’t dressed as a guard, wore no mage cloak, and didn’t carry a Taliath sword. 
Her sweeping gaze took this in with a single glance and then moved to the person’s face. 
She froze.
He hadn’t spotted her yet, his expression a curious mix of determined and despairing as his gaze roved the cells lining the hall, presumably looking for hers. She didn’t move, didn’t blink, not willing to draw his attention to the fact he was being watched. She wanted time to think, to prepare, but her mind was a frozen muddle.
What was Tarion Caverlock doing here?
Lira took a breath. Used the time he spent hesitating to push away any emotion roused at the sight of someone she’d once learned to call friend. Someone she’d once trusted with her life. Someone she’d once really, really liked. More than she’d ever admit to herself. Anger surged then, white-hot fury, stronger than she’d expected. Her magic flared with it, and it took another moment to wrestle it back under control. The anger remained, though, undaunted by her efforts. Her fingers curled white-knuckled at her sides.
He must have been stalling rather than genuinely looking for where to go, because after a moment he gave himself a little shake and began walking straight towards her cell with long, graceful, strides. 
He didn’t wear the blue cloak of a mage who’d passed his Trials, and she couldn’t spot a mage staff or any other weapon on him. His black hair was cut far shorter and more neatly than she remembered, the dark colour a sharp contrast with his fair Shiven skin. Her criminal eye noted that his breeches, tunic, and boots were of expensive material and well-tailored, making him look every inch a young lord. But he didn’t carry the air of arrogance or superiority those of his ilk usually did; in fact, he seemed almost uncomfortable, as if his clothes didn’t fit quite right, no matter how fine they looked. 
Over two years had passed. He should be a council warrior mage by now. Lira stuck on that oddity for a moment, realised that was foolish, and focused her attention on watching him, fighting her surging anger, and readying herself for whatever was coming.
As he walked, his hazel eyes remained determinedly on the floor, even though he seemed to know where he was going. When he finally lifted his gaze and spotted her, their eyes met in a single, charged moment.
His stride faltered briefly, but then he kept coming. Lira stayed where she was, half a pace away from the bars of her cell, utterly still. Her nails dug deep into the skin of her palms. The silence drew out, long and heavy with tension, until he came to a halt before her. He didn’t wait for her to back away before coming so close, and his expression was shuttered, the sadness he’d been wearing when she first saw him carefully erased.
“Tarion Caverlock,” she greeted him, eyes narrowed. Her voice was chilly, even saying his name threatening her tenuous hold on her fury. “My first visitor in over two years. How delightful.”
“Lira.” His voice was rough, and there were shadows under his eyes. Was his Shiven skin even whiter than she remembered, or was it just the lighting in the hallway? After saying her name, he came to a halt, and silence filled the corridor. His expressionless mask hadn’t held up long.
“Still painfully shy then,” she remarked. “It’s good to know some things don’t change.”
He still said nothing, gaze dropping to the floor.
Her jaw clenched and her mouth curled into a silent snarl. Was he really just going to stand there and stare at the ground? The last time she’d seen Tarion Caverlock, she’d been leaving him behind in Alistriem after discovering the experiments Underground had done on him had turned him into a violent killer … a physical change outside of his control.
It hadn’t been long after that everything had gone so horribly wrong. And not once had Tarion or any of her other supposed friends lifted a finger to help her or speak out on her behalf. Or even come to see her, to get her side of her story. “Why are you here, Tarion?” She didn’t bother to keep the anger from her voice. 
He took a long breath, straightened his shoulders, and lifted his gaze to meet hers again. The shuttered reserve was back. “I don’t have long.” He glanced towards the closed door. “One of Caria’s friends got me in, but she’s not on duty much longer. If anyone else sees me here, it will be reported.”
“That’s a problem for you, not me.” She stared at him, waiting.
After a beat, he spoke again. “I need your help.”
She huffed a bitterly amused breath, astonishment quickly followed by a flash of rage. This time it broke through her control, and she spat, “Go away, Tarion.”
“Lira, I’m serious. I wouldn’t be here if—” He stepped forward, gripped the bars with his hands. “I’m sorry for what happened to you. I’m sorry you’re in here. There was nothing we could do.”
She stared at his hands. He was so close. Close enough to grab, to burn, to send flying into the opposite wall. It wouldn’t get her out of this cell, but it would feel delightfully satisfying to get some kind of vengeance on one of those who’d betrayed her so thoroughly.
Her fingers twitched, almost of their own accord, gaze fixed on his fingers. She took a half step forward…
“Lira?”
His voice snapped her from the almost trance she’d fallen into, and when she looked up, his eyes widened dramatically at the desire to make him hurt that must have been written all over her face. He didn’t move though.
After a moment, she turned her back on him and went to stand by the window. Her heart galloped in her chest. “You should go before the guards come. I’m due for my weekly bath.”
“My parents are gone. Taken.” His voice was low, raw.
Lira fought the urge to turn around. She’d found an equilibrium in here—a way to survive. And this was very much threatening to ruin it. His mere presence was bringing back too much of the past. “So what?”
“I want you to help me find them.”
A beat of silence while Lira processed that, tried to figure out what he really wanted. Once she was confident she could control herself, she turned and leaned back against the wall by the window. “I’m in prison, in case you hadn’t noticed.” Anger laced her words despite her attempts at composure. “I couldn’t help you darn a sock, even if I wanted to. Which I don’t. You and the entire Mage Council can go to rotting hells for all I care, and your parents along with it.”
Tarion wore the storm of her words without flinching, then took a breath and met her gaze. “If you agree to help me, I can get you out of here.”
“You and what army?” she scoffed.
“I can get you out,” he repeated.
Lira laughed, low and bitter. “You’re going to let Shakar’s heir out of prison and loose on the world? You are desperate.”
“I know you’re not—”
“No you don’t!” She crossed the room in quick strides, pressing her face as close to his through the bars as she could despite the height difference. Every inch of her itched to hurl her magic at him. “You don’t know who I am anymore. You left me here to rot.”
“Don’t tell me you don’t want to get out of here.” He refused to look away, hazel eyes unflinching on hers.
He was determined. Far more so than the shy boy she remembered who could barely look anyone in the eye when speaking, who couldn’t handle disagreeing with anyone let alone engaging in a verbal argument. Tarion had grown some steel in the intervening years. Either that or he was so desperate he’d forgotten his reserve. 
She cocked her head. “You must really be desperate, to even consider letting me out of this cage.”
The quiet menace in her voice couldn’t have escaped him, but he forged ahead anyway, the only evidence of his despair the white-knuckled grip of his hands on the bars. “We get you out, you help us find my parents, and then you’re free to do whatever you want. That’s the deal.” 
“Now it’s a we?” She latched instantly onto the change in wording.
He said nothing.
The battle of wills lasted a moment, then she conceded. “Why do you need my help exactly?” She didn’t want to be curious. Didn’t want to feel a flicker of hope of escape. She’d fought so hard to maintain an even-keeled state of mind that would allow her to survive this place, had struggled back from despair more than once, and here he was, threatening to destroy it in a single conversation. Damn him.
Tarion’s jaw clenched. “I think Underground has them.”
That name rippled through Lira like a blade to her kidneys, painful and raw. Her response was instinctive, the words out before she thought them through. “They’re gone.”
“That’s what everyone thinks.”
She shifted back from the bars and crossed her arms over her chest. “I was their leader, didn’t you hear? I think I’d know if they were still around.”
“There’s no time for this,” he said sharply, shifting from foot to foot. “The next guard shift will arrive any moment. Do you agree to my deal? I can explain everything once you’re out.”
“It boggles my mind that you think I would trust you after what happened.” She shook her head. “For all I know this is some kind of test, or trap.”
“You don’t know it’s not.” His jaw tightened. “But what are your other options? Stay here for the rest of your life?”
She studied him. He was obviously desperate. He knew her well enough to know she’d never go for this, never be willing to trust him. Which meant he was probably telling the truth and believed he had no other option but to seek her help. Her eyes narrowed. “What exactly are you offering here? You break me out of this place, I help you find your parents, and then I’m allowed to leave freely?”
“Yes.”
“You don’t have the authority for that. You’re already lying to me.”
“Once you help us find my parents, I won’t try and bring you back here. I’ll let you walk away. I can’t control what the council will do, but I will do nothing, and I won’t tell them where you’ve gone.” Tarion held her gaze. “I swear it.”
The Tarion she’d once known was too honourable to break his word on something this important. But that same Tarion had left her to rot in prison. And two years was a long time. Even if he did keep his word, the Mage Council would never let her go; she wasn’t foolish enough to think otherwise, no matter who she rescued. But all she needed was to be out from these walls. Once that happened … she wouldn’t ever let them get close enough to her to catch her again.
Her gaze narrowed. “Who’s ‘us’?” Before even considering saying yes, she needed to know who else he was referring to … who else would be another potential betrayal.
“You’ll find out when we’re out of this place.”
“No deal.”
“I won’t compromise them, because I don’t trust you any more than you trust me right now. For all I know you could go tattling to the guards as soon as I walk out.”
“You always were a smart one.” She considered him with grudging respect. “You give me your word that once we’re out, you’ll tell me everything. That after I help you find your parents, you’ll let me walk free?”
“I swear it.”
Lira wavered. It might take longer to break out on her own, but she’d only have to trust herself; there was less chance of compromise that way. As it was, she wasn’t even sure she could hold herself back from tearing him to pieces if she got free. 
Stalling, she asked, “Why aren’t you a mage?”
He blinked at the sharp change in subject. “What?”
“You look like Lord Tarion Caverlock of Rionn, not a council warrior mage. Why?”
He frowned, like he thought she was asking a silly question. “I never became a mage.”
She scoffed. “What, someone turned off your magic?”
He held out both arms, through the bars, the cuffs of his tunic riding up to reveal a narrow circlet of metal fitted snugly around each wrist. She flinched away from the sense of dissonance they gave her. “What are they?”
“Agree to my deal.” He pulled his hands back through the bars and crossed his arms over his chest. “And I’ll tell you.”
She eyed him thoughtfully. In the end it came down to one thing … she wanted out. Desperately enough to take the risk of trusting him to make that happen sooner. She hoped she wasn’t making a terrible mistake. 
A moment later, she stuck her hand through the bars. “Deal.”
Relief slumped his shoulders, even though he tried to hide it. He didn’t even hesitate to take her hand and shake it, which was either extremely brave or extremely foolish. She was once again tempted to yank him hard against the bars, set fire to his tunic, make him hurt.
But escape was what she wanted more than anything else in the world, and so she used her hard-won focus and patience to wrestle that urge under control. Barely. And let his hand go.
He stepped away from the bars, glanced down the hallway. “Be ready tomorrow tonight. Whatever happens, just go with it.”
She arched an eyebrow. “So soon?”
“Caria can only do so much. And I made sure everything else was ready before talking to you. If we don’t move quickly then we’ll lose the opportunity.”
She whistled. “You’re cutting it fine, Tarion.”
Without a word, Tarion turned and strode down the hall to the closed door. It opened at his knock, and he disappeared.
Lira wasn’t sure what to feel once he’d gone. It was hard to parse out emotion beyond the blinding anger and bitterness his sudden appearance had caused, but she couldn’t entirely ignore the hope building in her chest. All she needed was an opportunity to get outside these walls… 
Her thoughts turned to planning what came after he got her out. The best option was to use Tarion to get out and clear of the prison, then abandon him and make her own way. She could get clear of Carhall and the pursuit and freedom would be hers. They’d never catch her again.
Except … he thought Underground was behind his parent’s disappearance.
Fury flickered inside her again.
She had a score to settle with the people who’d put her in here. Lucinda, the deadly spider who’d controlled the entire web of Underground, but also Greyson, her loyal cell leader, and the rest of the Shadowcouncil. Those who had set Lira up so perfectly for the Mage Council to lock her away. If Tarion was right and they’d somehow managed to kidnap a mage of the higher order and her Taliath husband, then finding Tarion’s parents would mean finding Underground.
And Lira hungered for revenge. She wanted to see them burn by her own hand.
Once that was done, Lucinda and all remnants of her group utterly destroyed, then she’d think about what to do with the Mage Council … those that had taken Underground’s word over hers and locked her away for the rest of her life for something she hadn’t done.
Lira began pacing. Her gaze fell on the desk, where a neat pile of notes she’d been making for herself sat. There’d be no sleep tonight.
She had too much planning to do.






  
  Chapter 3


It started with a brawl. 
Lira lingered longer at her window the evening after Tarion’s visit, past her dinner arriving. Ready. While her gaze roved Centre Square below, every one of her other senses was attuned to the corridor outside her cell. 
As dusk bathed the city in an orange glow, Lira’s gaze caught on a group of off-duty Bluecoats—some of them still wearing their distinctive coats, unbuttoned—crossing Centre Square in the company of a roughly equal number of Tregayan militia. As they neared the building housing the prison, their casual, good-natured body language turned stiff, unfriendly, their laughter disappearing.
As suddenly as a match striking, one of the militia threw a punch. Two Bluecoats responded with angry shouts, and before long there were upwards of twenty soldiers fighting outside the prison. Even from several floors up, the shouting and cursing was loud enough that Lira could hear it.
The brawl quickly drew the attention of not only the guards posted at the front of the prison building, but also those guarding the nearest gates into Centre Square. The melee grew substantially bigger as neither Bluecoats nor militia responded to the guards’ attempts to quell their brawl, instead only drawing them into the fighting.
It was all fists and foreheads and boots, though. No weapons. If nothing else, this fact convinced Lira that the brawl was Tarion’s diversion.
She turned from the window, gave her cell a final scan to make sure there wasn’t anything she should take with her, or anything she didn’t want the guards stumbling over once she was gone. The collection of notes she’d made for herself over time she’d burned earlier that afternoon. There was nothing left behind to betray the project she’d been working on for the past two years but a neat pile of ash sitting in the centre of the desktop.
Confident there was nothing to give her intentions away, she took a deep breath, summoned enough magic to be ready to use at an instant, then waited. The patience she’d painstakingly forced herself to learn now helped quell the furious fluttering of anticipatory nerves in the pit of her stomach.
Within minutes, the door at the end of her corridor opened—far more quietly than usual—and soft footfalls headed towards her cell. Tarion came into view, key in hand. He wore plain, dark clothing and a mask covering his face.
“A brawl is rather elaborate. Why didn’t you just use your magic to transport us both out of here?” she asked.
“The foundations of the exterior walls of the building are lined with melted-down Hunter medallions. It’s not enough to affect magic use inside the building, but enough to stop it passing through the walls—I believe the idea was to prevent any mage with telepathic magic being able to communicate in or out of the prison, but it also stops me.”
It was a logical answer, but Tarion’s eyes flickered to his wrists as he spoke, telling her it wasn’t the full truth. Whatever. As long as he got her out of this cell she wasn’t going to quibble about the method. “It wouldn’t stop a mage with flying ability either,” she noted.
“Fortunately no mage alive apart from my mother has that ability.”
That you know of. Lira glanced down the hall—the door stood open, nobody visible beyond it—then back at him. “All we need to do then is get outside the exterior walls of this building, and you can teleport us away?”
Tarion finished with the lock and swung the door open. “Yes. I can only go a short distance while carrying someone, but it should be enough to get us outside the walls of Centre Square, and then we run.”
Lira stepped out into the hall, searching for threats, finding none. A smile curled at her mouth, the first stirrings of freedom rising through her, waking the thrill that had always lived in the pit of her stomach but had been dormant too long. It drowned whatever remaining doubts she had about relying on Tarion to escape. “What do you plan to do about the guards between here and the exit?”
“The brawl outside will draw in most of those on the ground floor. Caria will keep the route we need to take clear as long as she can. I estimate we have a half hour, no more, and probably less.”
Not bad. “Well planned, Tarion. The mask is a nice touch too. If this all goes to hell, I get all the blame, and they’ll never know who you are.” 
He didn’t appear to hear her; his eyes were dark with worry as he closed and re-locked the cell. “We should hurry. If even one thing goes wrong, we’ll be in trouble.”
She gestured. “In that case, lead on.” 
Tarion headed down the hallway with long, quick strides. Lira followed but hesitated at the half-open door. He’d said they had half an hour … it wouldn’t take that long to get down to an exit. “Wait.”
“What?” His voice was tight with impatience.
“Is Greyson being held here?”
Puzzlement flicked in his eyes. “Underground’s Karonan cell leader?”
“Yes, him.”
“He’s here. Why do—”
Anticipation leapt in Lira. “Take me to him.”
Frustrated exasperation filled his voice. “We don’t have time for that. If we don’t go now, we won’t make it out.” 
She didn’t budge. “Either you make time, or I go and look for him on my own and you can leave. Your choice.” 
“I thought you wanted to escape!”
“I do, after I talk to Greyson.” She was confident that with the brawl outside, in addition to Caria’s intervention, even if they were seen trying to escape that she could handle whatever guards remained. Especially with Tarion’s help.
His tone became uncharacteristically snappish, “What, do you want to help him escape too? Make some sort of plan with him before you leave?”
“What I want with Greyson is my business,” she said calmly. “As I said, either take me to him, or leave me and make your own way. Standing here arguing is only wasting precious time.”
She was banking on the fact that he couldn’t cut and run now, not after going to so much effort to get her out. Not when he was so desperate to find his parents. So she was unsurprised when he gave in with a curt, “He’s on the ground level with other non-mage prisoners.”
She walked through the door. “Well we have to go down anyway, right? Let’s move, mage-prince.”

      ***Greyson’s cell sat in a row of identical cells, in the eastern wing of the ground floor. Similar to the one on Lira’s level, the entrance to the long hall was guarded by a steel door and a table where guards normally sat. Tonight the chairs around the table were empty—their occupants presumably drawn by the ruckus outside the front entrance barely metres away. Judging from the cursing and shouting coming down the hall, the brawl was still going strong. Good.
Tarion’s key opened this door too, and he hurried her inside, casting anxious glances back toward the empty guard desk. “Third cell on the right. Hurry!”
 She gave him a suspicious glance. “How do you know exactly where he is?” 
“That’s my business,” he said shortly.
She shrugged, putting the question aside to follow up on later. They didn’t have long before her escape would be in jeopardy. She’d have to get this done quickly.
Greyson was seated at the desk in his cell, reading by lamplight. It was almost double the size of hers, with a wider bed, comfortable armchair, and carpeted floor. They’d approached quietly, and it was dark in the corridor, so he was unaware of their presence. At the sight of him, looking so comfortable, anger lit up inside Lira. She savoured it, let it slide through her and spark her magic.
Tarion’s next words answered her unasked question. “Due to his cooperation with the Mage Council, he was given a comfortable cell and more privileges than most prisoners.”
Cooperation. Her lip curled. The only thing he’d cooperated with were the Shadowcouncil’s orders to frame Lira and have her imprisoned for the rest of her life. The anger surged inside her. 
“So he’s in for the rest of his life too?” she murmured, gaze not moving from the older man.
A quick shake of his head. “Just ten years. Lira, Caria won’t be able to keep our route clear much longer. We could already be compromised.”
Ten years. While she’d been given life. The fury burned hotter as Lira stepped up to the bars of the cell. Greyson spotted the movement in the corner of his eye and turned, shock flaring over his face when he saw who it was. Unease followed quickly on its heels. “Lira?”
“Greyson,” she said. “Nice cell you’ve got here. Maybe it’s just me, but I would have asked for a hell of a lot more in return for selling out Shakar’s heir.”
He rose from his chair, slowly, every movement careful, wary. “I don’t know what they told you but—”
“Save it.” She cut him off. “I know what you did and I don’t have the time or interest to debate it with you. I’d just like to know one thing. Why?”
“I followed the Shadowcouncil’s orders. Surely you’ve guessed that already? Everything we did was on their orders,” he said. “Absolute loyalty, Lira. It was that or failure for our cause.”
“You didn’t think your cause had failed when every one of your members was arrested and thrown into prison? It seems pretty dead to me.”
“Loyalty to the end,” he said, conviction in his face and voice. “It’s the only way. There were bigger plans at work, I know it. We will see victory one day.”
Lira frowned, something about his words ringing oddly. “Always the loyal soldier,” she murmured. “You didn’t even know what those ‘bigger plans’ were when you agreed to sacrifice yourself, did you?”
“What’s happening?” He moved closer to the bars, eyes narrowing when he spotted Tarion hovering further back in the shadows. “Are you escaping?”
“I am.”
Hope bloomed on his face. “And you’ve come to bring me with you? They’re still out there, aren’t they? It’s not really over. It was just a feint? Some kind of—”
“Lira, I don’t care what you say, I’m not letting this man out,” Tarion snapped. “And if we don’t go right now, we’re not getting out either.”
“No, Greyson.” Lira ignored Tarion, her gaze locked on the Karonan cell leader. She might have hesitated, stayed her hand … if he’d known anything useful to tell her. But it was clear he knew nothing, that he’d been a willing pawn in Underground’s larger game. “There is no hope, and it is all over. I’m just here to kill you before I leave.”
He blanched, eyes darkening with shock and fear. “What do you mean. You can’t…” His words died away as he registered the look on her face. Understood how serious she was. 
“You sold out the heir to the Darkmage and expected no consequences? More fool you.” Lira lifted her right hand slowly, smiled at the fear on his face, then clicked her fingers. White-hot flame edged in violet surrounded Greyson in a rush.
He started screaming a second later. The scent of burning flesh filled the air.
Lira waited, not looking away once, until he burned to a pile of ash—it didn’t take long—then she turned back to Tarion, who was staring at her, his horror obvious despite the mask, one hand over his mouth and nose. The other prisoners in the row had heard the screams and were crowding to the front of their cells, yelling and demanding to know what was happening.
The guards would hear it sooner rather than later. They’d best hurry.
Lira looked at Tarion. “We can go now.”






  
  Chapter 4


“What did you…” Tarion was looking at her as if he didn’t recognise her, which gave her a jolt of smug satisfaction. Good. The sooner he stopped thinking he knew her, the better. 
“You can spend time being horrified later. Right now we move, or you can take up residence in the cell next to mine upstairs.” When that didn’t seem to do the trick, she prompted coldly, “Your parents?”
Even then he wavered. She considered taking him out, going it alone … but then he gave a shaky nod. Without saying anything, he turned on his heel and strode off, shoulders tense, hands curled into fists. They were halfway across the guards’ room outside Greyson’s cell block, heading for the left-most door, when running feet and crisp shouting sounded behind them. 
Heading their way.
Someone had heard either Greyson’s screams or the ruckus of his fellow prisoners. Tarion yanked the door open and dived through it, Lira slipping through the gap behind him just as the other entrance to the room opened. Sprinting, they both skidded around the first turn they came to.
Once they were around the corner, they paused, backs to the wall, catching their breath. Lira looked at Tarion. “Which way now, mage-prince?”
He hesitated again, his gaze flickering to her and then quickly away, over and over. 
“Bit late now for doubts. I’m halfway out, Tarion. Either finish the job properly or you’ve got nobody to help find your parents.”
He shook himself, resolve returning to his features. “This was the way Caria—”
The sound of a door opening cut off his response, the sound of several pairs of feet heading their way following immediately after. Tarion took off at another run and Lira didn’t hesitate to follow. The route his sister had cleared for them—a tangle of narrow back hallways—remained clear. 
Pursuit still sounded behind them, but far enough back to suggest their pursuers didn’t know where Lira was, if they’d even figured out she was the one who’d gotten free. They both winced when a strident alarm pealed through the building.
“They’ve either found Greyson’s remains or noticed you’re not in your cell.” Tarion was tense. “We’ve got seconds before they lock down every exit in this place.”
“How far is the exit we’re heading for?”
“Run faster.”
Lira gritted her teeth and did her best. Her lungs burned from the unaccustomed exertion, though the rest of her was holding up well thanks to years of daily exercises.
Two guards were already converging on the side door that appeared to be Tarion’s goal as they came flying around a sharp turn. There was no time to stop or backtrack before the guards saw them. Two men, both armed, neither Taliath.
Lira didn’t hesitate. Her telekinetic magic swept out like a lasso, wrapping around both men and sending them flying backwards. Magic flared hot and alive in her blood, let fully loose for the first time in too long. The men hit the ground hard. One’s head cracked against the tile, and he stayed down. By the time the second one was able to scramble back to his feet, drawing a sword, she and Tarion had reached the door.
He pushed it open, and the moment she followed him through—into what looked like a small delivery courtyard—she slammed it closed behind her so the guard couldn’t see what happened next. Then, Tarion wrapped an arm around her waist and summoned his magic.
Her vision blurred; nausea rose in her stomach. When her vision cleared, she found herself standing in a dark and empty street, the walls of Centre Square visible a few blocks away. She stumbled, still off balance and fighting back the magic that was surging in her blood, wanting to explode everywhere.
Tarion stepped away from her with amusing speed. After a second, he tore the mask from his face, tossed it aside, then crossed to where a small cloth-wrapped bundle sat nestled under a section of broken drainpipe. His shoulders relaxed visibly as he unrolled it to reveal two narrow metal bracelets that he instantly snapped around each of his wrists.
“What are those?” she asked.
He ignored her, dragging out a duffel that had been hidden inside the drainpipe, and quickly unbuckling it. A moment later he threw a mound of cloth her way. She caught it, finding it was a long cloak made of fine velvet. He was already pulling a tunic out of the bag and dragging it on over his dark shirt. It had gold-embossed buttons and fine lace stitched into its cuffs and hem. Apart from his sweaty skin, he now looked more young lord than night thief.
She put the cloak on. Being seen wandering around the city in prison clothing would be a dead giveaway, but it made her already heated body far too warm, and she grimaced in distaste as the heavy cloth settled over her shoulders.
“What in all magical hells was that?” He rounded on her, fists clenched. She didn’t need to be able to see his face properly in the dim light to know it was drawn in anger.
“We escaped.”
“You murdered a man in cold blood.”
“I did.”
He stared at her, thrown. “And you have nothing to say about that?”
“What exactly would you like me to say?” she enquired.
“Maybe a good reason as to why you did it?”
“You just want to make yourself feel better about breaking me out of prison. It was all well and good when you were helping your parents, but now I’ve just made things complicated. Now I might be a danger to others. And if I hurt someone out here, that’s on you, right?” She crossed her arms. “I have no interest in salving your conscience, Tarion.”
Before he could say anything, the sound of voices calling out drifted on the night breeze. Light flared from the direction of the Centre Square gates. Multiple pinpoints of light indicating searchers with torches.
Tarion swore under his breath. He was clearly uncertain. Lira was about to turn and flee on her own—his delay was increasing the odds of them getting caught—when he let out a long breath and straightened his shoulders. “Follow me,” he said tersely, and set off at a quick walk.
“Why are we walking? Can’t you just keep jumping us farther and farther away?”
He said nothing, only kept walking. She would have preferred to pause a moment, get a feel of the night air, an indication of any pursuit nearby before rushing anywhere, but something told her he wouldn’t listen if she told him to stop. Swallowing an irritated sigh, she went after him. 
They moved quickly through the streets leading away from Centre Square. The air was warm, the stench of a nearby gutter awful, but she breathed it in deeply anyway, savouring it like the smoke of a cinnamon cigar.
She was free.
Her heartbeat quickened in her chest, magic leaping inside her veins. She fought the urge to abandon Tarion now, to turn and simply vanish into one of the alleyways, never to be seen again. But that wasn’t the smart move—she was still too close to the council buildings, and she didn’t know Carhall like she’d known Dirinan. On her own, and without resources, she’d be unlikely to make it far out of the city with the inevitable pursuit that would come.
Not to mention Tarion could be her way to Underground. It was worth hanging around to see if that was the case. If it turned out he wasn’t, she’d abandon him then.
They jogged for over an hour through quiet streets, slowing to a swift walk when they reached more crowded areas. Lira cursed the years spent inside a cell that meant her stamina for running was woefully absent. Still, she pushed through her burning lungs and wobbly legs.
Tarion at least seemed to have a good sense of where he was going, pausing only once or twice to check the direction they were heading in before continuing.
It soon became clear that rather than heading in any particular direction, he was moving in a circular, zig-zagging route, presumably ensuring they weren’t being followed or otherwise noticed before going to their real destination.
Neither of them spoke. He shot her the occasional worried look. She ignored him. She didn’t care what Tarion thought of her actions, how guilty he felt about breaking her out. It made no difference to anything.
She was just glad Greyson was dead.
Lucinda and whatever remained of Underground would be next. And that felt good.
While they wound farther and farther away from Centre Square and the jail, Lira thought over the escape carefully to make sure she hadn’t missed anything that would see her caught. Tarion’s magic was a significant advantage. It meant the pursuit wouldn’t have any idea which way she’d gone, even once they spoke to the guards she’d attacked and learned she’d escaped via the delivery courtyard. The authorities would have to search methodically, street by street, for her. The city gates would be closed soon, though. She hoped Tarion and his ‘friends’ had a plan for that.
Eventually, Tarion’s pace slowed, and he became noticeably more watchful. Lira followed suit, all her old instincts clicking into place. She scanned their surroundings to ensure nobody was paying them undue attention. If he was leading her to some sort of safehouse or rendezvous point, she didn’t want anyone reporting their presence to the inevitable searchers when they arrived.
They’d circled through what appeared to be the poorer area of the city, before doubling back to the area south of Centre Square where the streets had become cleaner, the houses bigger and nicer. Now, after lingering on an empty corner for several seconds, Tarion led them out of the narrow street they were in and into a busy thoroughfare.
Buildings on either side loomed high enough to cut out any moonlight from above, but the street was well lit by regularly placed streetlamps. 
The doors set into stone walls—everything in Carhall seemed to have been constructed from stone, unlike Karonan or Dirinan—were ornate, polished, expensive. Lira followed Tarion to a building at the end of the street that sat on the corner of a crossroads, where he took the steps at the front without pause and strode through the open front doors.
It was an inn. An expensive one. Inside, the entry foyer contained chairs huddled around small tables, with a polished bar running along the wall to the right. The servants were neatly attired and unobtrusive. Tarion passed all of it, heading straight for the sweeping staircase directly opposite the doors. Lira followed, keeping her cloak pulled close around her and doing her best not to look like a street rat. In a place like this, that would draw attention fast. People would remember, too.
They went up one flight of stairs—her shoulders relaxing once they were out of sight of those in the entry foyer—then down a thickly carpeted hallway to the double doors at the end of it. Tarion stopped at the door, knocked three times, paused, then knocked twice more.
A long pause followed, Lira shifting from foot to foot in impatience, before a soft voice called for them to enter. Tarion pushed his way in, and after only a moment’s hesitation, Lira followed. He quickly closed the door behind them.
The room inside was palatial. Plush carpeting, velvet drapes, a stone hearth, and several comfortable armchairs. A door on the left side of the room led into what appeared to be an equally large bedroom.
All of this Lira cased in a single sweeping glance, before she settled her attention on the well-dressed young man in the opposite side of the room. At their entrance, he turned from where he’d clearly been looking out the window.
It was Garan Egalion. 






  
  Chapter 5


Garan’s face was as grim as his father’s had ever looked. Like Tarion, he wore rich nobleman’s attire rather than the blue cloak of a mage who’d passed his Trials. 
All at once, the identity of Tarion’s ‘friends’ became clear. Lira’s stomach sank. She really should have guessed. Wished it had turned out to be anyone else. Strangers that she didn’t know, people who didn’t touch a painful nerve of bitterness and anger that tainted the delight of being free of that rotted prison.
Outside, in the streets, her anger at Tarion had been a manageable thing. But now, inside a too-small room and faced with another betrayer, it rose again. “Garan Egalion. What a surprise,” she said, fighting to keep her voice even.
He ignored her. “What happened, Tar? You took far longer than you were supposed to.” 
“We had a little trouble on the way out,” Tarion mumbled. “They know she’s escaped.”
Garan’s face tightened. “I thought the plan was to get her out without anyone noticing so the search wouldn’t start until morning, after we’d left,” he said flatly.
“It was the plan, until Lira decided to murder Greyson in his cell on the way out. The screams of him burning alive drew some attention.” An edge of ire made Tarion’s voice more audible this time.
The same expression of horror Tarion had been wearing since leaving the prison filled Garan’s as he finally turned to look at her. She stayed light on her feet, prepared to bolt out the door in a heartbeat if things went badly. She’d already noted that Tarion hadn’t locked it behind them. 
It didn’t bode well that they apparently didn’t seem to have a plan beyond getting her to this inn. The trapped sensation deepened, and she tried to calm her breathing but had little success. Sweat beaded on her forehead. Escape was supposed to feel good, liberating, not like this … like not having enough air.
“Did anyone see you?” Garan snapped at Tarion.
Tarion shrugged. “I don’t think so.”
“You don’t think so? Tarion, if you were seen, we’re done. Instead of finding your parents, we’ll be locked up alongside Lira.”
“They didn’t see him,” Lira finally spoke, frustrated with Tarion’s lack of assertiveness. “He was masked, and he teleported us from a small side courtyard when nobody was watching. But they might wonder how we got over the wall of the courtyard so quickly. It was high and didn’t look particularly easy to climb.”
“So they won’t know it’s you straight away, but you’ll probably come under suspicion soon, especially when they find out we’re both in the city. Not to mention once they put all that together with the fact that Caria is currently posted to Carhall.” Garan let out a long breath, worry written all over him as he stared at his cousin. “We can’t leave tonight as planned, now. The city gates will be locked down.”
“And Caria will be drawn into the search,” Tarion said quietly. “She can’t afford to draw suspicion to herself by refusing, or suddenly disappearing. We’ll be lucky if the search doesn’t reach the inn by midday. We need to be gone by then.”
“Even if they open the gates in the morning, they’ll thoroughly search everyone leaving. Hiding Lira in our carriage won’t work anymore.” Garan ran a hand through his hair, looking genuinely frightened. “Tar, we’re in a bad spot.”
“I know,” Tarion mumbled, staring at the floor.
A thick silence filled the room.
Disgusted, Lira shook her head. “The two of you seriously thought breaking me out, hiding me in a carriage, and then just idly trundling out of the city was going to work? Not only that, you didn’t even plan for something going wrong?”
“It would have been a solid plan if you hadn’t murdered a man on your way out,” Garan snarled.
“You promised to help me escape,” she said evenly. “So you’d best do that or else I might get ideas about burning you too.”
Garan paled, almost took a step back. The uncertainty in his expression told her he wasn’t sure if she was serious.
“Even if we get out of the city, we need a plan for where to go. We can’t keep fleeing blindly,” Tarion said quietly, ignoring Lira’s comment.
“Isn’t that why she’s here?” Garan was studiously not looking in Lira’s direction, instead lifting his eyebrows at Tarion.
“You want me to come up with a plan?” Lira drawled, hiding her unease. “That’s a shame. I assumed you’d gotten me out so I could devour some small children. And I was so looking forward to it, too.”
“Oh, you’re going to play the victim card?” Garan finally looked at her, indignance written all over his face. “You? After betraying all of us and proving to be a traitor to the council.”
“Garan, that’s not—” Tarion began.
“Isn’t it?” Garan met his stony look with one of his own. “You’re going to tell me that with a straight face after she just murdered a man in cold blood by burning him alive in his cell?”
Their exchange had all the weariness of a battle that had taken place over and over again. She huffed a bitter laugh, equal parts annoyed and darkly amused. “I don’t know what they’ve told you about me, but I don’t have telepathic or psychic powers. If you want me to come up with a ‘plan’, you’ll need to tell me what it’s for. And don’t say ‘rescue Tarion’s parents’ without giving over any more information.”
Garan spoke when Tarion stayed quiet. “Uncle Dash and Aunt Alyx were taken
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