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For the Miss Fortunes (including Trevor),

and anyone who ever just wanted everyone to be happy and go have a picnic in the woods.

I hope you had a lovely time. 










  
  
[image: Dramatis Personae]

Elliane - El-ee-ann
Arycelle - Ah-rih-cell
Wick - Wih-ck
Korinne - Ko-rin
Ninette - Nih-net
Roland - Row-land
Lord Grisant – Lord Griz-ant
Theo – Thee-oh
Marcel – Mar-cell
Blaise – Blay-z
Quatt & Ernn – Kwah-t & Ur-n
Melisande – Mel-ih-sah-nd
Cara – Keh-ra






  
  [image: A series of accounts from villagers describing the Sorceress of Norre. They are largely hereseay, but the villagers find her frightening.]




  
  [image: Another account of the Sorceress of Norre, cautioning others not to approach her. These accounts were recorded by Korinne Grisant.]
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Ella squinted beneath the piercing light of the midday sun.
It wasn’t the rare appearance of concentrated daylight that was bothering her, not really—though it was something the sorceress didn’t normally have to contend with. Thick grey clouds usually blanketed the sky, dampening and diffusing any light which tried to push through. Today, those clouds had deigned to part—or perhaps, they’d simply been too tired to form—allowing the sun to, for once, dapple their normally dreary valley.
“It’s a good omen,” Arycelle had told her as they had set off, descending the winding path leading from their mountain castle to the woods that waited below. 
Ella looked at the pale-skinned young woman who walked beside her. Her wavy black hair was fixed expertly into a braided bun, held in place by pins adorned with teal gems, which complemented the deep purple gown she wore. By all accounts, Arycelle was dressed in much too fine of attire for a trek through the woods. They all were.
“How much farther?” Wick asked, holding tightly to Arycelle’s skirts. He was a child—looking to be about eight—but his appearance was anything but normal. His skin was eerily pale, a waxy off-white that frequently caused passersby to do a double take as they questioned whether all his colour had been drained away. His short, feathered hair lacked any pigment, and two bone white horns, each about three inches in length, extended upward from the sides of his head.
But most shocking were his eyes—mismatched, entirely unnatural, and the only bit of colour on him. His right was pitch black, lacking any distinction between the iris and the pupil, while his left was a burning amber, reflecting dancing flames which flickered behind its surface.
Today, he was dressed smartly in black slacks, a crisp white shirt, a pressed black vest, and a purple necktie which matched the shade of Arycelle’s dress. But even this effort, valiant as it was, wouldn’t have stopped the people of Norre from whispering in fear and inching away when they caught sight of him. Thankfully, they weren’t going into town.
“Not much.” Arycelle’s reply was syrupy sweet, her smile chasing away the pout that had formed on the boy’s lips. Her grey eyes rose to meet Ella’s. “Are you nervous?”
“Should I be?” It was childish to answer a question with a question—hardly appropriate behaviour for one of her ability or station—but long gone were the days when she’d felt she had anything to prove to Arycelle.
The young woman shrugged. “It’s someone new.”
“You were someone new, once.”
“Yes, but you can’t always get as lucky as you did with me.”
Arycelle’s utter lack of modesty made Ella smile. While being a sorceress was hardly mundane, her life had certainly brightened since the girl had come to live with her. Alone, she’d probably be as insufferable as Mel.
The path widened and the trees lining either side of the road became sparser. Though she squinted, she couldn’t bring the clearing into focus, but they soon arrived at its centre, surrounded by the chittering of nearby wildlife and the ever-present mist.
“This is the place,” she said, though she had no map with which to prove herself correct; the ridiculous, pomegranate red dress Arycelle had forced her to wear lacked pockets. 
“It goes well with your complexion.” Arycelle had tried to convince her as she’d styled Ella’s long, dark hair into gentle waves. Her skin was darker than Arycelle’s—a light brown—and while the dress’s colour was lovely, the gown showed a fair bit more skin than she was used to. She itched to have fabric extend from her shoulders to her wrists, but instead, her arms were bare, exposing the tattooed thorns that wound their way toward the crook of her elbows.
She supposed she could have shoved a map into their picnic basket—the green and yellow monstrosity was the only thing they’d brought along with them. It clashed horribly with everything they wore, but it was what Wick had lovingly spent the better part of three days crafting after she’d announced her plans, and she hadn’t had the heart to refuse his gift.
“I hope she has a dog,” Wick announced. Both Ella and Arycelle looked at him with raised eyebrows. “Neither of you will let me have a dog.”
“That’s because we know we’d be the ones cleaning up after the both of you.”
“Mayyybe. But it’d also be cute. Especially when it goes, ‘a-wooo!’”
“The wolves howl enough already,” Arycelle muttered.
“That’s why she needs to bring one with her!” Wick threw his arms up in frustration. “If she did, you’d let her keep it. I’m sure.”
Neither Ella nor Arycelle had time to argue with him as the rattle of wheels cut into the clearing. Through the mist, a carriage pulled into view, driven by a young man with only the wispy promises of a beard. His eyes flitted anxiously from side to side, his hands eager to abandon the reins and fly to the hilt of the sword resting at his hip.
The carriage door pushed open, and out stepped a young woman the sorceress knew to be eighteen years old: a good decade and a half younger than Ella appeared to be, but close in age to Arycelle. The girl’s skin was a few shades darker than her own, and her black hair was pulled into a high ponytail. Her eyes were a deep brown, and they swept over the three of them as she took them in.
She came from wealth, that much was clear. Her gown was decorated with frills and lace, and Ella was jealous of the way it extended to her chin and wrists. Yet, despite its finery, it was most notable for its colour—a drab, slate grey: part of the limited palette imposed on those born out of wedlock. She saw Arycelle raise her eyebrows, and the young woman let out a small ‘tut’ as she shot her a glance, which very much said, “Well, you didn’t mention that.”
She had told Arycelle and Wick that they would be going to the forest to meet the prospective sorceress who might be coming to stay with them. She hadn’t mentioned that said prospective sorceress was the Lord of Norre’s bastard daughter.
The girl did not seem to notice their reactions, or perhaps she didn’t care. Certainly, she must have been used to being on the receiving end of far worse than inquisitive glances. Whatever the case, she stood proud and tall—the spitting image of her father, Ella thought, from the rare occasions she had glimpsed the Lord of Norre.
“It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, my lady sorceress.” The girl did not unclasp her hands to curtsy. Rather, she leaned forward into a slight bow.
“The pleasure is mine, Lady Korinne.”
Korinne’s gaze flicked down toward the grey of her dress. “Such formalities are hardly necessary, as you can see.”
Ella gave a slight nod. The girl’s station in life mattered little to her, but it was clear that years of dealing with those who held her parentage against her had inspired her to build walls, which platitudes from a complete stranger had no hopes of tearing down. An impatient, awkward silence spread through the clearing, and she saw Arycelle fiddle with the lace on one of her cuffs. Mists, why was she the only one without sleeves?
“Do you have a dog?” Wick’s mismatched eyes were wide as he tilted his head inquisitively.
Korinne cocked her head in turn, blinking a few times before replying. To her credit, it appeared as though her pause was more a result of the sudden nature of the question itself, rather than shock at Wick’s appearance.
“No,” she said. Wick immediately deflated, two tiny tendrils of smoke rising from the tips of his horns. “I’m allergic,” she hastily added, as if in an attempt to soften his disappointment.
This news seemed to brighten Wick’s spirit. His posture straightened, and the light behind his amber eye flared. “Allergic…” He tapped his lips in contemplation before spinning toward Ella. “Is that something you can fix with magic?”
Arycelle rolled her eyes, but Ella only smiled. “Why don’t we have a meal, first,” the sorceress suggested, holding up the picnic basket, “before I go about enchanting our new friend.”

      [image: ]Despite her objections to being referred to as a “lady”, it was clear Korinne had been raised in a noble household. She did not slouch as she sat upon their chequered blanket, and she took small, dainty bites of her food, carefully guarding against any stray crumbs that might have tried to tumble from the corners of her mouth. This was in stark contrast to Wick, who had somehow managed to smear the sticky contents of the sandwiches Arycelle had prepared all over his face. Arycelle dug a spare cloth from the basket and sent him away with strict instructions to find a stream and clean himself up. Korinne did not seem concerned that they were sending a child—even an unusual one—off into the woods, unguarded. She merely watched his swift retreat with an unflinching gaze.
“You don’t seem to be bothered by him,” Ella remarked. She cast a brief glance toward the carriage driver as a basis of comparison. The driver watched them from the seat—as he’d likely been commanded to do—but his knuckles were bone white as he gripped the reins, ever eager to flee from the strange lot that sat before him. “Most people are afraid.”
“He’s not a surprise. I did my research.” Korinne looked at Arycelle, taking a sip of the cold-brewed tea she’d poured for her. “For instance, Miss Thorne, I know that, despite not being a sorceress yourself, you came to live with the Lady Sorceress years ago. Willingly. And that you were allowed to stay…along with your demon.”
There was a pause as the words passed Korinne’s lips. She took another sip of her tea, and Ella wondered what string of judgments were running behind her brown eyes. There was a reputation that came along with being willing to broker a deal with a demon.
“But I will admit, he is more childish than I thought he’d be.” Korinne’s cup clinked as she placed it on the saucer. “He is not what I would have expected of a demon.”
Arycelle let out a shaky laugh as a small smile spread across her face. “Wick is a bit of an oddity. We all are, really. We—”
Her explanation was interrupted as Wick crashed back into the clearing, screaming. His cheeks were still coated with the contents of his sandwich, though it was no mystery as to what had interrupted his attempts to remove it, for he was closely followed by a wolf the size of a horse. Its coat was as dark as Korinne’s dress, but hidden beneath its grey fur were a multitude of purple spikes, each about the length of a finger, which glittered in the daylight. The wolf snarled, saliva dripping to the ground. The spikes rose, causing its fur to bristle, which made the already imposing creature appear even larger. Wick scurried behind Arycelle, who stepped forward, shielding him like a mother would a child. Behind them, the horse snorted, and Ella heard its hooves fall heavily upon the ground, coupled with the rattle of wheels. She didn’t have to turn around to know that the carriage driver had fled, abandoning his charge. 
Korinne showed no such cowardice. She leaned forward, hiking up her skirt to reveal a pair of grey boots, and swiftly drew the long, thin blade which had been buckled to the side of her calf. Though her arms trembled, she clutched its hilt with both hands, brandishing the stiletto before her. While it would have been unnoticeable to the untrained eye, the dagger seemed to spark—tiny bursts of golden light appearing along the edges of the blade.
Unfortunately, this did little to deter the wolf, which lunged toward them, launching a volley of spikes as it closed in.
Ella strode forward, drawing an arc in the air. A burgundy glow followed her fingers, illuminating the tattoos on her arms. The circle of summoned magic condensed into a tight sphere before exploding outward, becoming a brilliant shield, which repelled the wolf’s spikes and sent them ricocheting toward the creature. The wolf yelped in surprise and whimpered as it was pelted by its own attack. To her left, Korinne’s soft, pained cry joined the beast’s mournful howls.
As the wolf retreated into the woods, she saw that her spell had not been flawless. She had misjudged its size, and Korinne, who had been standing at its outer edge, had suffered a cut from one of the spikes. Her fingers were pressed against her left temple, beneath which flowed a steady stream of blood.
“It’s fine.” Korinne winced as she turned away, trying to hide her wound.
“No, it isn’t,” Ella argued as she approached. “May I?” She raised her hand as she stood before her. Korinne looked at her like a wary cat appraising an overly-eager dog as it approached, but she did not shy away. She slowly lowered her hand and gave a small nod.
Ella gently brushed back a lock of Korinne’s hair, revealing the still-bleeding cut. For the second time in as many minutes, she called upon the flow of magic. Again, the normally dark lines on her arms burst with burgundy light as a gentle glow surrounded her hand, spilling over onto Korinne’s wound.
“Your father’s letter indicated that he thought you might be a sorceress. Surely, that means you’ve shown some ability to harness magic without the aid of scrolls. Yet, you responded to danger with steel instead of a spell. Why?”
“My ability to wield magic has thus far been…sporadic and unimpressive.” Ella felt the heat rise to Korinne’s cheeks as she admitted this. “My blade is more reliable. For now, anyway. But…” Korinne’s brown eyes met Ella’s green, pleading with her as the magic knit her skin back together, “I understand that you have something which may aid in that regard.”
“The Rose Rings,” Ella said, feeling the ghostly touch of empty space on her finger. The rings were a matching pair, passed down by the sorcerers and sorceresses of the Rose Accord. Able to change their size to fit the wearer, they allowed their bearers to draw upon each other’s magic, accessing a shared pool. This made it easy to discern if someone could cast spells spontaneously, allowing them to borrow bits of their tutor’s magic until their own power had finished growing, and allowed the practiced sorcerer or sorceress to keep their pupil’s untrained powers in check. While the rings were hardly a secret, to most, they were nothing more than a symbol of the deal that had been struck. If Korinne knew their true purpose, she really had done her research. “I did have them, once. I don’t anymore.” 
“Then I fear I’ve wasted your time.” Korinne’s words were tinged with disappointment. “I’m too unpracticed to cast on my own.”
Ella shook her head. “Their absence may have stopped me once, but I’ve learned to adapt. There’s something else I can do.”
The glow around her hand intensified as the side of Korinne’s face was bathed in the light of her magic. It was absorbed by her skin as a shimmering wave which rippled through her. The girl squeezed her eyes closed, and when they opened again, they widened as she caught sight of what had happened. A single lock of her hair, which framed her face, falling over her newly healed temple, had changed from its usual black to the same burgundy hue as the light of Ella’s magic. Korinne caught it between her fingers, lifting it gingerly as she gave it a proper inspection.
“I left a bit of my power in you. It’s just a tiny seed, but it will make casting spells easier until you become more accustomed to accessing your own magic.”
“But…why? You haven’t assessed my potential. You don’t even know if I’m worthy yet.”
Ella nodded toward Korinne’s blade, which the young woman still held at her side. The back of her neck prickled at the sight of the weapon, but she didn’t hold it against the girl. She hadn’t lunged toward the wolf when it had approached; she had sought only to defend. The method may have been flawed, but the intent was admirable. “You showed no hesitation in protecting Wick. As far as I’m concerned, that makes you plenty worthy.”
Wick’s eyes widened, his lips forming a silent ‘O’ as he looked between the stiletto and Korinne, seeming just now to notice its presence. He clapped, and twin sparks exploded just above the tips of his horns.
“You were totally going to save me!” His smile, which revealed a set of pointed fangs, overtook his face. “That’s so cool! You’re so brave! Are you a warrior? Where did you learn to fight? Can you teach me?” 
“I don’t know how to fight, not really,” she admitted, returning her blade to its hiding place. “But my uncle always used to tell me to be bold, to be brave.”
“But, but—”
“Hush, Wick.” Arycelle placed her hand upon his shoulder, stemming his flow of questions. “We’ve all had enough excitement for one day. There will be plenty of time to interrogate her when she’s back at the castle.” Wick tilted his head from side to side, his lips pressed into a thin line. Clearly, containing his questions required considerable effort. Arycelle looked at Korinne before continuing. “That is, if you are intending to come back with us?”
It was the question which had hung over all of them since they had arrived, and the reason they had all put so much effort into this meeting. While the Accord stipulated that she must evaluate all prospective sorcerers and sorceresses—offering guidance and mentorship to any who displayed a considerable amount of magic so they could learn to harness their powers safely—nothing said that they had to live in the castle with her. It was a great deal easier if they did, but she wasn’t in the business of kidnapping. 
“It’s your choice,” she said. For if Korinne did not realize she had a choice, then it was little choice at all. “You may think that others have made it for you, but it remains your own. Join us if you wish, or return home. I’ll help you either way.”
Korinne took no time to think it through. She shook her head. “I have no desire to return to my father’s manor. I accept your offer to study at the castle, Lady Sorceress.”
“Elliane,” she corrected. “My name is Elliane. Or Ella, if you’re in a rush.”
Korinne nodded, bowing once again. “I am glad to be under your tutelage, Lady Elliane.”







  
  [image: 2 Aaah, Aaah, Black Shades Have You Tiny Souls?]
“Do you have another bag?”
Ninette rustled around in Korinne’s closet, carefully shifting items as she continued her meticulous search. She had been the first person Korinne had informed of her decision to accept Lady Elliane’s offer—though, after having to make the walk back to Norre on her own, her legs had nearly given way by the time she’d arrived at the bakery’s darkened windows. But her exhaustion had been nothing that a cinnamon bun and a sweet smile from Ninette couldn’t fix, and the baker had doted over her, noting her lack of enchanted jewellery and admiring her newly coloured hair as she’d listened to her tale with rapt attention. She’d absolutely refused to allow Korinne to return home until she’d agreed to let her help pack, despite her insistence that she could manage just fine on her own, and promised to send her off with a box of baked goods for Lady Elliane and her companions.
Leave it to Ninette—the sweetest soul she knew—to be the only person who looked upon the Lady Sorceress with anything more than cautious apprehension. While the Accord obliged the citizens of Norre to permit the Lady Sorceress to reside peacefully within the valley, it did not stop them from fearing her. She doubted the woman she’d met in the woods—whom she was certain had lived much longer than the thirty-odd years her appearance suggested—had been on the receiving end of many gifts. 
“Why would I need another bag?” Her suitcase was open on her bed before her. Sets of clothes—a mix of skirts, blouses, and a pair of trousers she’d stolen from Theo, then paid the tailor a hefty sum to alter to fit her measurements—lay neatly folded and pressed within, accompanied by some essentials, and the carefully packaged box of scones Ninette had brought with her this morning. She furrowed her brow. She was certain she had everything she needed…
“You don’t have any of your paints.” Unable to find what she was looking for, Ninette emerged. She must have been searching quite hard, for her long brown hair, which had been fastened into a thick braid hanging over her right shoulder, was now coming loose. The torchlight illuminated the copper streaks in its plaits, and Korinne’s breath caught in her throat.
“Why would I need my paints?” she asked, grateful, and a little surprised, that her voice still worked. “This isn’t a holiday.”
“That’s precisely why you need them. Who knows how long you’ll be gone? I’ve seen how you get when you go too long without creating something.”
Korinne swallowed hard, dislodging the lump that had formed in her throat. “And how, exactly, do I get?”
“Antsy.” Ninette’s lips curved upward into a coy smile. “Nobody wants an antsy sorceress.”
“If I even am a sorceress…” It was a pitiful statement, made all the worse by the fact that, like a child, she wasn’t even sure what she wanted. She hadn’t lied to the Lady Elliane: the decision to study at the castle had been an easy one. Despite spending all her years housed within these walls, there was little love for her here, and she felt no obligation to stay. Even so, a life as a sorceress, studying under Lady Elliane, would hardly be a simple one. If she had too little power, she’d be turned away. And if she had too much…
She was sure the stories the townspeople told—of a fearsome woman with pointed teeth and sharpened claws, who haunted the streets at night, keeping out of sight, waiting to steal and devour the hearts of those who did her wrong—were exaggerated, but they must have stemmed from somewhere. What if she did have power? Would she become just as fearsome?
She’d barely whispered the words, but Ninette had heard her all the same. The baker drew near and placed a gentle hand—one which Korinne knew was intended to soothe, but only served to set her heart racing—upon her shoulder. It was highly impractical to feel the electric prickle of anxiety flow through her while simultaneously being weighed down by the fear of what lay ahead. But she would only ever be something her father found any excuse to be ashamed of, no matter the circumstances, and Ninette was as perfect as always.
“You’ll figure it out in time.” Ninette’s words were as sweet as honey, and they soothed Korinne’s spirits, as though they’d been added to a steaming cup of tea. “Until then, I’ll send as many care packages to the castle as you need. I’ve yet to meet anyone who can resist my scones.”

      [image: ]Korinne sighed as she hoisted her suitcase—now quite a bit heavier—down the stairs and into the foyer. Even splitting the supplies between the case and the extra bag Ninette had found, they’d had to leave some things behind, which suited her just as well. She didn’t need the Lady Sorceress to think she was trying to bring a studio along with her.
Their butler, Laurent, stood next to the door, poised like a grim statue awaiting someone’s call. His thick, bushy eyebrows drew together above his pale, wrinkled skin as she approached. He had never shown her much warmth, but his stony demeanour seemed even colder than usual since her return from the woods. Perhaps it was the burgundy streak that now coloured her appearance, whether she wanted it to or not. Like her, Laurent was bound to dress in shades of grey.
“Your carriage has been waiting for a quarter of an hour.”
“I just had a few things to gather,” she explained. One of Laurent’s eyebrows moved upward as he tilted his head back, making no indication that he had any intention of offering his assistance. “Where is Father? Theo? Marcel?”
“Your father is out at the moment. Sir Roland arrived back in town today, and he’s helping him settle into his sister’s mansion. Your brothers are similarly occupied. Theo is entertaining the Lady Raffelle’s daughter, I believe, and Marcel is reviewing treaties in the library.”
“My uncle is back?” Her heart fluttered, imitating a hummingbird’s wings, and the room seemed to brighten. It had been a decade since she’d last seen him—since she’d had any interaction with him beyond simple letters. “May I pay him a visit?”
Laurent’s lips tightened under his moustache. “That would be unwise, miss. He returned due to his sister’s passing, to settle her estate. He is likely to be sick with grief, and the Lady Sorceress expects you. You must not delay.”
“Of course,” she said. The vibrant light the news of her uncle’s return had cast upon the room dimmed, and the world faded to a dull grey. Of course, the mists would deny her visitation with the only person—besides Ninette—who might care that she would be gone. Even though it could be months or years before she returned, depending on how her training went. That it was entirely possible she may never return at all.
Then again, if she failed, she might be back sooner than any of them expected. Perhaps that possibility was what had Laurent in such a sour mood. 
Years of disappointment didn’t make these new wounds sting any less, but they had taught her not to let it show. Her face remained a mask—as immaculate as a piece of art preserved within a gallery.
Ninette walked to her side, though under Laurent’s gaze, she dared not reach out. Still, her presence was enough. It was always enough.
“I’ll write to you,” she whispered under her breath. Korinne nodded in appreciation. Of course, she would write back.
Laurent cleared his throat. “The coachman would rather not travel back down the mountain in the dark of night. And besides, he has other places he needs to be.”
Likely anywhere but where we’re going. Korinne’s thoughts were laced with spite as she recalled how she’d been abandoned just a few days prior. She hoped this coachman was a bit more like a lion and less like a mouse. She wasn’t keen to carry her things all the way up the mountain.
But she didn’t voice any of this. It wouldn’t have been proper, and mists forbid that even rumours of her impropriety reach her father’s ears. 
“Of course,” she said instead. Without argument, she stepped out of the only home she’d ever known, without casting it so much as a backward glance.

      [image: ]This coachman was a great deal bolder than the last. He was older, too—likely in his thirties—though with his age came a gruff disposition. His strong jaw seemed to be set into a permanent scowl, and he urged the horse on with such force that Korinne worried for the poor thing, though she’d never learned to ride or care for horses herself. 
The demanding pace set by the coachman made for a rough but swift journey through the woods and up the mountain. Though it was impossible to tell the sun’s exact position upon the horizon—as today, the sky was blanketed in its usual grey clouds—they came upon a long, wide road which sloped up toward a stone castle before it had completely set. In the dampened light of dusk, the structure loomed ominously over them, nestled between sharpened peaks, with a sea of mist swirling at its base.
Though there was little chance of anyone missing the castle, it appeared Lady Elliane had not wanted to take any chances. The young woman from the woods, Arycelle, stood at the end of the road, waving her arms above her head as she flagged them down.
Korinne was glad to see that today, the girl’s attire was much more modest—a simple lilac dress, instead of the fine gown she’d worn to the woods. She, too, was dressed far more casually in an ankle-length dark grey skirt coupled with black boots, a light grey blouse, and a grey ribbon to keep her long hair tied back. The burgundy streak in her hair added a shock of colour to her appearance that she
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- The Sorceress of Norre? I heard she’s more
beast than beauty. She’s got terrible fangs, just
like the wolves that lurk in the woods. And her
temperament is just as prickly as one, too!

- See these scratches? These are from her! She
has fearsome claws. I saw her, that girl, and the
strange little boy walking through an alley one
day and... Well, no, technically they didn’t attack
me; I was startled, and I tripped and scraped my
arm when I fell, but I still saw them, even
through the dark. Pointed nails, like nothing
you’ve ever seen!

- She eats hearts, doesn’t she? I'm pretty sure
she only places orders from the grocer to help
keep up appearances. She sneaks into town at
night, searching for her next victim—someone
she can steal away. That’s why I always lock my
doors and windows and tell everyone else to do
the same!
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A-Tisket, A-Tasket
A GREEN AND YELLOW BASKET
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- Idon’t know very much about her, actually.
She usually stays cooped up in her castle. But
I still wouldn’t go there if | were you. She’s the
most powerful sorceress we've seen in a
while. There’s no telling what she might do.

- A collection of accounts concerning the
Sorceress of Norre, recorded by Korinne

Grisant.









