

    
        
          Haunted

        

        
        
          Tales of the Red Knight, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Valerie Lillis

        

        
          Published by Valerie Lillis, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HAUNTED

    

    
      First edition. September 28, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Valerie Lillis.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1962778138

    

    
    
      Written by Valerie Lillis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Valerie Lillis

	    

      
	    
          
	      Grimm Retellings

          
        
          
	          To Bloom in the Shadows

          
        
          
	          Requiem of a Queen

          
        
          
	          The Golden Fox

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tales of the Red Knight

          
        
          
	          The Red Knight

          
        
          
	          Homecoming

          
        
          
	          Haunted

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Nephilym Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Nephilym

          
        
          
	          Weight of the Crown

          
        
          
	          Cursed and Forgotten

          
        
          
	          Whispers of the Abyss

          
        
          
	          Sanctity of Blood

          
        
          
	          A Reliquary of Rust

          
        
          
	          Crypt of the Hushed Lamb

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Valerie Lillis’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Valerie Lillis

Dedication

Haunted (Tales of the Red Knight, #3)

I

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

Sign up for Valerie Lillis's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the friends who helped us when we needed it most.

      

    


​Haunted

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​I

[image: ]


Edwyn put her face in her hands, the stack of papers mocking her as they silently stared back. Each page was a different report, and only half were investigated. None were signed off on. It made no sense. Two inquisitors were here in their absence. They should have been taking care of the town. Instead they had wasted time trying to incriminate Diane and her. 

Nothing was were she left it last, they had at least looked at the reports and previous filings. Yet...Nothing started was finished. 

The local guards had explained as much as they could in the last briefing, the stand-ins were constantly busy. Busy with what, no one knew. She knew—or thought she did. She and Diane were forced to take unofficial leave a week before they arrived. A shudder ripped through her. It had been scarcely two weeks after the festival; the banners and ribbons had been torn down, the graves were still fresh. 

She and Diane had been listed as Red Knights—Inquisitors who leave too much blood in their wake. Whatever the stand-ins had found, it hadn’t removed that dishonored title from them.

Edwyn rubbed at her eyes, trying to press the growing headache away. Frustration wasn't helping her think, nor was it making the pile of cases smaller. One by one, she took the reports, skimming the details before sorting them by priority. Unsolved murders went into one pile, and any traces more than a few weeks old would be cold. Goods stolen more than a few days ago would have already moved and vanished. Missing persons were more of a toss-up. Thankfully, those were few. 

One report made Edwyn stop and reread it. Then she read it a third time, slower.

The youngest child of the Ploughsons, Alice, was brought before the inquisitors as a haunting case. They claimed she was talking to an older sister who had died in a forest fire that summer. She knew of things there was no way for her to know, as if someone else were whispering answers to her that no one could see. 

A true haunting was rare, but it only took one deal, one soul, to endanger the entire kingdom. One sorcerer could bring entire towns to ruin. A witch could just as easily bring towns to revolt against the crown. Magic, in all forms but the most harmless, was banned. Every haunting was to treated immediately and with severity by licensed inquisitors. 

But this report had no follow-up. 

The notes said the child appeared to have normal responses. Alice was sent home two weeks before Edwyn and Diane returned to Lyre. Closing her eyes, she pressed her palm into the steadily growing headache in her right eye. If nothing was done, it could already be too late for the child. 

The rough leather of riding gloves rested on her shoulder. It was familiar, the voice even more so: "You're tense." 

"We have a problem," Edwyn said as she passed the report up.

The paper crinkled, falling back to the table as the weight vanished from her shoulder. "We have a job."

Diane left the door open in her wake, Edwyn not long in following. She was right, as usual. They had a job to do, a duty to fulfill as Greystoke Inquisitors—despite their new titles. Edwyn stifled a sigh, wishing Diane would show a little more thought before jumping into action.

Jack didn't look up from his reports in the front room. Petty complaints, small thefts, and bar-fights were all normal issues handed to the captain. Anything else, he handed to the stationed inquisitors. It was the way things worked in most regions of the duchy. 

"Haunting on the Ploughson's youngest," Diane said by way of greeting. "Did you look into it?"

"Hmm?" Jack looked away from his papers, "Alice Ploughson. Aye, I looked into it. No good stand-ins weren't in yet, so I wrote the report. The girl was talking to her sister at dusk and dawn, even though her sister had died months ago in a freak forest fire."

"And our stand-ins?"

"Didn't give two shits. Came in. Asked the girl some basic questions about her interests and passed it off as an active imagination. They were more interested in posturing over in Elenore square that day. They could have at least gotten with Father Smithson for a prayer cleansing for the kid and the farm, but there was no use in questioning them."

Elenore Square. The sight of the Massacre of May Day. Edwyn didn't miss the tension in Diane's neck and shoulders at the mention of it. She looked away, trying to banish the images of streets muddy with blood. She and Diane had been covered in crimson. She took a deep breath, banishing the shadows back to the corners of her memory. Another shadow, far more real, passed the corner of her vision. The bell above the door chimed. 

A woman wrapped in a thick green cloak stumbled in, the wind whipping the morning frost around her boots. The door slammed shut, the frost melting before it could settle on the wooden floor. The hearth fire glimmered across the iron butterfly that pinned her cloak at her shoulder, the phial of the healer's guild dangled from the wings on a silver chain. Jack was up and pulling out a chair before either of the two inquisitors pulled their hands from their swords. 

"I received the call to aid Lyre," the healer said, pulling back her hood to shake free her auburn waves. "Do you have any injuries that need immediate aid?"

"No, my Lady. Father Smithson tends the ill now, and can wait for you to recover from your journey. Have you come from the college?"

"Hearthstead. I have other brothers and sisters there, so I was free to take Modrin's place."

"Farther then. You'll have Modrin's home to yourself. He's long been without need of it since he left for the light
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