

    
        
          The 13 Towers: The Boy Who Won't Be King Part 8

        

        
        
          The 13 Towers, Volume 8

        

        
        
          Patrick Dyer

        

        
          Published by Patrick Dyer, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE 13 TOWERS: THE BOY WHO WON'T BE KING PART 8

    

    
      First edition. March 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Patrick Dyer.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1963624236

    

    
    
      Written by Patrick Dyer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The 13 Towers: The Boy Who Won't Be King Part 8

The party has been split! Will we, the readers, travel to Moenbryda, the Ziyarah, or Chatwin first? Find out next time in THE 13 TOWERS: Volume 9! | Available on ebook platforms beginning July 30, 2026.

Sign up for Patrick Dyer's Mailing List

Further Reading: Gareth Steward & the School for the Uncanny Volume 1

Also By Patrick Dyer

About the Author


You and I both know what fighting is really like. It’s not orchestrated moves or a ballet of violence that is beautiful to watch. It’s bloody, painful, and most importantly, fast. It is chaos, in its most primordial form. I have spent so much of my long life running from it. 

You avoided it, I remember, when you could, and they made you into a weapon in response. 

At the Maestro’s introductory ball, the first major moment in any Senator’s political career, timed for the Alms Lord’s first visit to Alanna since the Maestro’s ascension, our heroes were faced with a pitched battle. Alanna, the City of Stars and the Tower city of the Conservatory, was home to Elbereth’s arts. The Maestro had chosen the great theatre called the Andalusi for her first political act as a Senator of Elbereth. It has not gone well. 

A pale man on the Andalusi’s stage was dead. A sonic scream from one of the Maestro’s aides had knocked half the crowd to the floor. The dead man was centerstage, and the spotlights of the dancehall had been turned on him. He looked awful, laying in his own vomit. His white skin stretched over a too thin face.  No one would suggest that he wasn’t very, very dead.

Then the fighting began. It was like most riots I have witnessed, starting with confusion and a bit of opportunistic chaos. People get frightened. They push others out of the way to save themselves.

It did not help that the people gathered for the Maestro’s party did not like each other, being a collection of representatives of Alannans and the 13. Each Tower lived separately, both from other Towers and the people of Elbereth who lacked magic. From the moment those with magic are born, distrust of the other Towers is ingrained into them. It was a part of their educations, helping to solidify each Towers’ allegiance to itself above all else. Each Tower school presented its own version of Elbereth’s history. The 13 instilled in their own young that their Tower’s version of history was the true version, when in reality, their teachings were biased and mostly self-serving propaganda. Elbereth prided itself on being a nation without bigotry, without religion, without otherness, but from all that you and I have seen, separate has never been equal. 

“We have to get to the stage!” Lady Slaxarine shouted. “We must sound the alarm! The bells must be rung!” The musicians in the balcony had stopped playing. The screams of the partygoers, many of whom possessed sound magic given their Conservatory roots, filled the hall. “Help me!” the First Chair commanded Fiy and Roras. “We have to reach the stage before the crowd figures out the dead man is a fucking Senator!” There was a crush of fallen and half-toppled bodies between them and the stage where the dead man, the Maestro, and her guards had fallen. The aide’s scream that had felled them had come from a young woman, who had been dancing a few feet away from the Senator when the dead man had convulsed, vomited all over his nice shirt, and promptly died. The scream the aide unleashed had sent pain directly into the brains of any who heard it, enough to cause those nearest to her to buckle over completely. The Maestro lay still on the stage.

Roras tried to ask what someone like him was supposed to do, but Fiy was already in motion. He had been building up strength every morning practicing with Madame Tarene, simple fighting exercises that she had taught her students for years, meant to help him in self-defense and the defense of others. Though the mercenary unions are trained by the Citadel, they leave a few things out to protect themselves, just in case the unions ever decide to rise up. 

Tarene’s training, combined with Fiy’s long arms and long legs, helped the trio wade through the crowd. Slaxarine followed in Fiy’s wake and found herself oddly impressed by the young man. Bizet had chosen his outfit well, for it complemented the muscles of his long torso and taut arse. The First Chair used her own magic, the ability to instill emotions in others through the sound of her voice, to try to calm the crowd, but most of the crowd beneath the stage could not hear her over the screaming. They had to hear her voice to be affected.

“The others!” Roras shouted. “We have to find them.” Roras did not mention the fleeting glimpse he had had of Grey, another villager from his hometown along the River of the Nynaeve Plains. Grey should have been nowhere near the City of Stars. Roras almost convinced himself he had been imaging things, perhaps that his drink had been far too strong. Of course, it really was Grey, and everything was about to come crashing down around our heroes. Even worse than the dead man.

Lady Slaxarine, First Chair of the Conservatory’s ruling body the Ensemble and second in power in Alanna only to the Maestro, tried to maintain some sort of order. She had a duty. She said, “If we get to that stage, they’ll see us. They’ll listen to me. We’ll be visible to everyone in the entire theatre,” she told them. Roras had at least learned enough of the Elberethan elites’ ways from Deis to understand that being that visible would put them in danger. Roras and Fiy were wearing open jackets with no undershirts and the Maestro’s brooch of protection was glaringly evident as it was clasped around their necks. They had discarded their masks in the chaos. Hiding from a fight is the preferred method of survival, if you can manage it. Our heroes weren’t allowed that. They had been forced to come to this party, having been told by Slaxarine herself that they would be safe from the Citadel. The Citadel still wanted Roras dead for having killed one of their soldiers when this little adventure began. “They’ll see us, Roras,” the First Chair told them. “It's the fastest way. If they see us, there’s a better chance they’ll start listening, and then I can control them. If we don’t, the Andalusi will burn. And us with it.”

The violence began to impact them. With his height, Fiy could see further than either Slaxarine or Roras. The doors to the Andalusi were barred from the inside, though people were demanding to leave. Something was wrong with the way the air smelled. Fiy realized some of the partygoers were using magic. They pushed each other out of the way, shoving and screaming, and Fiy witnessed more than one person punched in the face. Another sailed across the room after being thrown. The orchestra, more visible than most of the crowd from their stations in the balcony above the dance floor, had already fled, some of the bigger instruments like tubas and cellos having been left behind.

Our trio reached the edge of the stage when a scuffle broke out directly behind them. Just under where the balcony hung over the main floor, there was a gathering of gray, men and women garbed in the color of the Citadel. Soldiers in their dress uniforms were lining up in formation, their party masks discarded. Fiy couldn’t see their faces beneath their tricorner hats. The sight of them gathered together turned his blood cold, and he thought about the soldiers that had roughed him up back at Lan’s Bridge. The soldiers were shoving those who would not get out of their way fast enough to the ground. This created more panic. Fiy realized it was the soldiers who were purposefully blocking the exits. They wanted the escalation.

“Fuck me,” the First Chair said. The Conservatory was not a war-ready Tower. It was designed for pleasure and for culture. Perhaps a little for politicking. Some spying. It was meant to protect the heritage of Elbereth, to spread its art far and wide, even beyond Elbereth’s borders, to protect its history. The Maestro and her people could not defend Alanna against the Citadel, the Tower responsible for war. 

Our trio of heroes had stopped moving forward, having reached the front of the stage, with Lady Slaxarine unsure of their next step. It was not a position she usually found herself in. They could hitch themselves up over the lip of the stage to get closer to the Maestro and the fallen Alms Lord or they could try to reach the stairs hidden behind the curtains at stage left. Lady Slaxarine knew the way to the stairs, and the stage’s height meant she could not get over the ledge without help.

“They’re going to declare martial law,” Slaxarine said, thinking aloud to herself. “If they do, the Conservatory loses all authority here, perhaps in all of Alanna. Martial law overrides the Tower protocols of self-rule. My station as First Chair means nothing against it.” She paused, and then her eyes widened as she reasoned through this latest development. “And the Maestro’s protection will mean nothing. They’ll have the authority to override it. Dammit! Everyone up! Conservatory! If you hear your First Chair, sing! Sing! Sing!”

Lady Slaxarine grabbed both of their hands and squeezed, making sure they were watching her, before the cacophony could begin. She was a Conservatory member herself. Children of magic, especially magic bred over generations, had some natural defenses against their own type of gift. Fiy and Roras had no defense. She motioned for them to cover their ears and then pointed to the stage’s edge.

The singing began after the First Chair’s command. It took only a few heartbeats for the Conservatory to find its rhythm. Then the sound solidified itself into a call and response, with someone in the middle of the crowd crying out a phrase and everyone else repeating it, first a melody, then harmony, finally chord progressions. As each response came, a wave of sensations were sent vibrating throughout the crowd. Some were pleasant, others not so much. This only added to the confusion, but it gave our heroes time to reach the Maestro.

The Citadel was not entirely deterred. They attempted to track down the original singer. The Conservatory responded by passing the call from singer
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