
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Among the dark halls of castles and the magic of mysterious forests, a young warrior learns at an early age how to use shadows to be his friend.

	 

	 

	Mistreated by his family and sent as an insult to a faraway Queen, a young warrior discovers a patron he would never have expected—one who trains him and leads him to greatness as the Queen encourages him to walk in the shadows to learn the secrets of the magic around him. Who would have told him that he could even find love in his own darkness, within the hidden shades around him in these ancient times, where he shadow-walks to help or destroy those around the Queen and gains his own honor.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	The Warlord was a fearsome sight, broad shoulders with scars and tattoos to match the many weapons on his body. His whole goal was to intimidate the small dark-eyed woman sitting upon the throne he wanted.

	Aishe glared down at the warlord and said one simple word. “No.”

	She waited a moment and then added some more words. “I am not going to marry you. Now put your weapons away and get your men off this compound.”

	Justus stood at one side with a group of young men and women who had been told to wait and be quiet while the Queen finished her business and had time for their presentation. They were all amazed at the dark-haired woman who sat on the throne and turned away a suitor.

	Like those in his group, he was all eyes and learning. Unlike the others, there was anger in his muscular movements, as he did not consider this an honor to be sent from faraway lands to serve the Black Queen.

	Among the many tokens that the scattered northern Lombards sent to the Dicia were extra young warriors. Within the warlord camps every few years, it was traditional to send some of their own youthful combatants as a tribute to the seat of the leader of the Lombards. This was the giant Citadel of the Dicia.

	How and why these trainees were selected was up to the local warlord. From a smaller camp that needed to ensure the help and protection of the Citadel, they would choose their best fighter to impress the Black Queen and her Commander of the Troops.

	For some, there was a need to have a favorite son to receive further training from the best troops within the Lombard districts. Yet with most, it was to receive recognition from the Black Queen and her advisors.

	Justus was here because his whole family hated him and his powers. He should be in training as a wizard, but they would not accept that from a fourth son, nor would they pay such a price when they had a first son to adorn and set up with weapons and train for war.

	There was another problem with Justus. He had brown eyes with a touch of green. Girls said they were like the forest in fall. Everyone in the Lombard race had light color in their hair and blue in their eyes. Justus had eyes of a different shade that did not match the family heritage.

	His mother said he was of the outer wooded area and was blessed with such eyes, but his father said he was just unacceptable. His older brothers teased him and called him weird until he grew broader and taller than them. He soon was able to outfight them.

	When they took him down in a group, he waited and stomped on them when he caught each of them alone. They were all smart enough not to tell their father as they learned to avoid the young brother who’d grown above their own short stature.

	The vote to send him to the Citadel became unanimous when he slept with his oldest brother’s betrothed. The warlord forbade a death challenge and sent the disgraced girl back to her parents with her bride price. He gave Justus the minimum survival gear. Justus was then off without a mount to the Citadel as a lowly servant to a damn female, no matter that people called her Queen.

	At least he was impressed when she faced up to the Denmore Warlord. The Denmores were one of the stronger warrior groups and had fought a lot of wars in the past.

	The shock was that there was a lot of business to be taken care of after the Commander’s troops escorted the troublemaker from the room. There were other petitioners, and there were the volunteer gifts that involved some young people like Justus.

	But the woman stood up from the throne and left. There was a lot of noise after she had departed, as it seemed everyone had a question or an opinion, until the Commander again took to the top step.

	Looking around he said nothing until there was silence. “Visitors, there is food outside the main kitchen to the east side of the Citadel in the compound. Petitioners, talk to the Priest’s aide at the door and she will put you on a list for tomorrow.”

	At last his piercing blue eyes were on Justus’s group. “New volunteers. The Queen will welcome you another day. For now, you will follow my Third, and he will take you to the barracks. There is still plenty of daylight, so no need to waste time. You can start workouts now and eat later. Maids and youths, see that everyone is out and clean up this large room.” With that, the Commander in his splendid uniform turned and went behind the throne to follow in the direction of the Queen.

	As people scattered, a serious man in a plain dark uniform approached them and in a rough voice told them to follow him. He marched them out at a fast clip, and a couple of people had trouble keeping up, with all their belongings and weapons. Now Justus was almost grateful that his father had sent him off with a bare minimum such as a sword, a knife, and spare clothes.

	Justus didn’t mind the travel, as he’d slept on farms and eaten rabbits and squirrels and fresh vegetables. He washed in streams, and the one time two men stopped him, claiming they wanted a toll, he took them down.

	One got away, but the other needed to be buried. Before covering him with sod, Justus found two coins and a knife, then took man’s coat. When he reached the Dicia area, he got a ride on the back of a farm wagon and saved his strength until he joined with several others waiting outside the gate as tributes.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	It didn’t take Justus long to understand the rules, what was expected of them, and who was going to be trouble in their new group. He spotted a couple who were going to be sent back home, one who couldn’t handle the rules and one who was sure the rules were for everyone else but not her.

	They had barely gotten into the barracks and dumped their stuff onto a bunk when the Third was there with a couple of guards. “We are running. Follow these two men and I will follow you. I will take pleasure in spiking the slow ones.”

	Thinking of the rules and how to use rules, Justus quickly dropped everything including his sword as he moved to the door. Running required no clothes and he also dropped his jacket, vest and a heavy outside belt.

	By that time he was behind the first few eager ones who wanted to show how good they were at following orders and running. Justus smiled and knew to never be the first and under no circumstances to ever be last. Justus would stay in the middle in a nice comfortable jog.

	The compound was large. No, thought Justus, the compound was immense. They had run for the length of a good stride of a strong child when the first person in the group dropped to the side.

	“Sorry, sir. I have to take off some of my stuff.”

	As the two guards kept everyone moving they could hear the voice of the Third. “Keep moving or pack up and go home.”

	“But sir, I have too many clothes on and carry too many items.”

	“Move or go home. Throw what you do not need down as you run. Now move.”

	Not wanting to waste effort to check over his shoulder, he guessed the man must have decided to drop what he didn’t need and join the running as the Third was quiet. A female dropped a very expensive jacket.

	Panting she added a comment. “My father will just have to send me a better jacket.”

	Justus looked at her and decided she would be out soon, as her ego would get her in real trouble that her father’s funds couldn’t change. If his assessment of the Commander and that woman sitting the throne was correct, they did not tolerate stupidity or egos. Perhaps he could find a place to hide here after all.

	With the hot sun moving across the sky into the tall trees beyond the compounds, they lost two more runners, one after another as they simply passed out or fell and didn’t move. The Third gave everyone a short break with water as he called some young people over.

	“Haul these two over to the barracks. When they wake give them only water, but no food. Foods only for those who finish with my guards.”

	The lead guards moved to the outer wall to go around an area where a bunch of small children were playing. It was at this point that Justus could see the Queen sitting in a most un-regal manner on a tall walkway overlooking the playground.

	He never missed a step as he studied the woman they called the Black Queen. He had to agree she seemed to meet that description. She was a beauty, with black hair and eyes so dark he could not see any color, only sparkles as she watched the children.

	The Queen dangled bare feet off the edge of the high stone walk that seemed to run around the curve of the Citadel. Under her dark leather dress, she seemed to have some bright colored lace petticoats.

	This picture of a female watching children playing was so different than the angry woman telling a very dangerous warlord to leave the Citadel just a short time ago. As with so many people, there was a deeper side to the Black Queen.

	Justus realized he was moving up in the group, as he had lost his concentration in the running exercise. He took his time and allowed a couple of people to pass him so that he was again in the middle of the trainees, some beginning to breathe heavily and one holding his side as if in pain.

	Back home, Justus had always looked around his castle for loads to lift to build his muscles, even though he kept up with his exercises. His goal was to be stronger than the brothers who tormented him. The long walk to the Citadel had built up his stamina and lungs, so this test with a jog before being allowed to eat was something he was used to from his father’s camp.

	As they got close to the barracks, he now decided it was time to move to the front so he could retrieve his items that he had left on the floor at the start of the test.

	Being one of the first back in the barracks and one of the few that didn’t collapse immediately, he quickly grabbed his items from the floor, picked up his large tote and moved toward the back of the room. He didn’t want to be in the back, but as with the running bout, he wanted to be at a point where he could be lost among others.

	The kid with the side pain took the bunk beside Justus and just sat on the edge.

	There were shelves and hooks beside the bunk and a place for boots underneath. For now, Justus just hung up his large and small totes and his jacket, leaving the sword on the bed.

	Speaking softly to the kid in pain, he decided to give advice. This one could never hurt him, and maybe he would need an ally in this place.

	“Drink a lot, but do it slowly and small amounts. Don’t eat much, because the Third will have us up and running in the morning and if you eat too much, you will toss it within moments of jogging.” Justus lay back with his hands behind his head and waited. He had a feeling that in this training, nobody was going to get much rest, so he’d better take it when it was available.

	The boy’s voice was hoarse, as he had gasped for air. “My name’s Danor. Thanks.”

	“Justus.” That was all he muttered. He was watching with his eyes half closed to see what everyone else was doing. There was a mild dispute over who got the first bunk. The winner was the female who’d thrown away the expensive jacket on the run. She fought dirty, but Justus didn’t hold that against her.

	When he was smaller than his brothers, he’d used every trick he could to avoid another beating. Unlike his brothers, he refused to use his strength on those smaller than he was except for restraint.

	The guards came in, followed by Third entered.

	Justus stood up immediately and turned to Danor. “Get up each time the chief officer enters.”

	Danor looked confused, but still bending slightly, he also stood.

	The Third spoke in a loud voice that in time they would all come to understand was the voice he used to issue orders.

	“Everyone freeze exactly where you are.”

	Of the twenty young volunteers, there were only six standing. There were some on their knees putting items away on their shelves or bunks. Others, like the female and a male who had the first two bunks, were just sitting on their beds, now with arms across their chest with smirks on their faces.

	There were even a couple sitting in the middle talking, and the rest had done what Justus had first done. In exhaustion, they had stretched out on their bunks and didn’t move, too tired to argue or look around.

	“Those who are standing when an officer enters the room may now go to eat. The rest of you may get on the floor and do one hundred pushups to learn another good lesson to be in the guards of the Queen of Dicia. Now move.”

	Nodding at Danor, Justus moved around a lot of groaning bodies and made his way past the guard and the Third to the outside door. Beyond, there were long tables with food and drinks and people already eating.

	Justus moved around a couple of tables and took an empty seat. A youth brought him a large metal plate full of stew with big chunks of meat and potatoes. In the middle, within easy reach, were baskets of bread, cups of butter and even some honey.

	Danor sat down beside him. “How did you know?”

	Justus reached for a large piece of bread and dipped it into the stew and spoke around a full mouth. “Sometimes common sense is better than pushups.”

	“Well, I owe you. My side is getting better, but I don’t think I could have handled more than a few pushups.” Danor was also talking with a full mouth.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Their training was tough, even for Justus, who was in good shape. But Justus found he could learn from trained soldiers, since he had only taken up fighting and weapons from watching his father’s rough men.

	There was almost something graceful about the hand-to-hand combat that was being taught in this compound. The hand was taught to move so fast that the mind didn’t think about it, it just did what was necessary. When Justus quit fighting his own body, he began to relax and do as the teacher showed each move.

	The teacher was a mature man with scars on his half-naked body. He was tall but slim and wiry, without the muscles that Justus showed when he stripped off his shirt.

	The teacher, addressed as only Master, told them that they needed to practice in bare minimum clothes to understand how the body worked. Clothes would slow them down as they learned and there would be some who would use the clothes to grab and pull in the combat. That would help later after the correct moves were instilled in their minds.

	The females had only strong wraps around their breasts, and everyone was soon sweating in the hot dusty lot that the Master had chosen as a workout area.

	Working hard to do every movement correctly, Justus watched where to place his feet and when to breathe along with how to hold his head. Many in the group only saw the main items the Master was pointing out, but Justus figured you got out of it what you put into it and he put everything into this hand-to-hand method of fighting.

	Where he held back was in the individual challenges. He won some and lost some, since he didn’t want to draw attention to himself. He soon realized that this type of moving and fighting fit into his talent. His talent was being a shadow. In a different world, he could have been an assassin.

	He clamped down on his talent to hide and influence people and carefully let others win so that he wouldn’t stand out for attention. He just wanted to stay here and be a shadow in the middle of a group.

	As a group, they were down to eighteen, with no comment about what happened to the two missing men. Justus remembered a guy with a limp and the one in the second bunk that the girl had overpowered to get the first bunk. For some reason, they had been expelled.

	He’d been there fourteen or fifteen days when he felt the eyes of the Third from the tall stone walkway. There was a whistle, and the Master called a halt to the current bout between two men. It was just as well, because one was taking a brutal beating.

	The Master walked over to the stones and looked up at the Third, who was down on his heels. They talked quietly for a moment without looking at anyone, and then the Master thumped his chest and came back to the group.

	All the trainees had formed a circle around the fighting area and the Master went into the center. “Our Third observes that one among us is holding back and another is looking to move upward at the cost of their partners. Learning to work as a group and cover each other’s back is a major part of being a guard in the Queen’s force. I am going to put two people into a challenge with only hands in what we have been practicing. The one who wins will stay and continue their training, the other will be expelled out the door with their belongings to either return to their home or wander as they please.”

	The Master stepped back. “Trainee Mardot and Trainee Justus, please step into the circle.”

	It took a moment for Justus to understand that he had been called. It took him longer to realize that the female was the woman who had the first bunk in the barracks. He now knew why the Third had been watching them. The Third had seen in both of them traits that he did not approve of and now was calling them out.

	Mardot came into the circle with a smile and looked around. Justus knew this female would fight dirty. He had to decide whether he wanted to leave this compound or not. He knew if he was escorted out he would not return to the place where he was born. He had no wish to see his father or brothers ever again.

	Looking over at the Master who showed no emotions, Justus decided he didn’t want to leave. Damn, he would have to defeat this woman.

	He took two long steps into the circle, and being a gentleman let her make the first move. She raised her hands as if to push her hair back in a very girly way and smiled and then raised her knee to aim a direct kick to his groin while he was distracted.

	Leaning back on one heel he took her kick on his strong thigh and then ended the fight quickly. He twirled on the other leg, then using the ground and his weight he flew off the ground in the move the Master had taught them and brought his free foot against her jaw with full force.

	The lady who didn’t deserve that term flew backward and sprawled down on the ground, unconscious, with her smile gone from her crooked jaw. Justus stood with both feet planted firmly apart as he looked at the Master, expecting to be expelled for knocking out an opponent in a practice bout.

	“Take time to wash. A meal is ready.” The Master dismissed them, and Justus slowly turned and wandered with the group, taking his usual place in the middle.

	With a shirt on and finding a place at the table, he finally got his heart rate to slow down.

	Danor sat down beside him and passed him some vegetables. “What was that all about?”

	Justus shrugged. “I got caught. Third is too good, that is why he is an officer.”

	“What did he catch you doing? I don’t understand?”

	Justus smiled. “I think the word is malingering.”

	Danor spoke around some chicken as he stripped it from the bone. “I think you work as hard as the rest of us. Although that move you made on the tart was impressive. She was aiming at your man parts.”

	Grabbing the back fourth of a chicken, Justus began to pull meat from the bones with his strong teeth. “Third knew I was holding back all the time to stay hidden in the group. He caught me and forced me to act. He used me to get rid of one of his problems.”

	“So he’s a user. That isn’t fair.”

	“No Danor, he is like the Master, he is a teacher. He is going to work us until we hate him, but when we are done we will be great guards. If we are lucky, we will be one of those.” Justus pointed with a chicken leg.

	Danor turned along with most of the people at the table to watch a tight group of special guards go by. The guards were laughing and talking to each other and ignoring the rest of the world.

	They were dressed differently than all the rest of the guards within the immense compound. They had on tight very dark green leathers with high-laced black boots. All their belts were black leather, oiled so as to not make any sounds as they moved across the grounds in a relaxed purpose. Still, there was an inherent danger that radiated from these warriors. The one splash of color in their uniform was a wide ribbon across their chest and over one shoulder to make a short cape over a shoulder.

	This cape was a deep red, the same shade of old fall leaves buried in the ground in late fall. These fighting guards would disappear into any forest whether it was spring or winter. This was the elite, the best of those who passed every training exercise. These were the Queens Guards. They were the only ones who could wear that short, small cape.

	Justus realized he had so much to learn, like why the cape was that color.

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	Month after month, they trained with different types of weapons, beginning with running every morning before eating.

	Their group was down to fourteen, two females and the rest males, and all of them had learned the rules so they never complained or stopped.

	Justus also learned his lesson and no longer held back, and as a result, he was now at the front of the group in some of the specific skills. He still ran and walked in the middle of the group and slept in the back bunk.

	Then they finally were taken to an outdoor fire pit that was surrounded by walls on three sides for privacy. There were three minor wizards sitting on stools. One rose and asked them all to find a place on the ground.

	“We are going to work with your talents to discover if you also have hidden ones, and we will help strengthen your magic.”

	The plan was to run, eat, challenge, learn weapons, then sit in a circle and try to light a fire.

	Things had changed. The running was now in the forest outside the compound. Justus welcomed the running, as it cleared his head and he ate everything put in front of him.

	He now knew better than to hold back in a challenge, so he ended each bout quickly and efficiently without hurting his opponent. In a way, he was holding back as he made an effort to not hurt the other more than necessary for a defeat.

	When the weapons were brought out, he hunted for those weapons that would be light and could be hidden within clothing or on the body. He did not want to be a sword fighter or lead with pikes. He was a shadow, and no one had any use for a shadow, so he kept quiet about his talent.

	The talents were examined around the fire pit. They were now down to twelve. Eight of them had some talents that they were proud of. The standard one was teleporting items. There were now a lot of small stones moving around the circle.

	Danor surprised them by lifting a very large stone from the outer wall and bringing it in to sit next to the fire pit. There was applause and the main wizard then asked if he could replace it and he did, knocking gravel loose.

	Besides his hidden secret, Justus had a minor talent and turned to start a fire in the pit. This was a small fire that burst from his hand, but it caused some interest from the Wizards as they talked quietly.

	It was at the end of seven strenuous working days later that Justus and the rest finally finished washing and returned to their bunks to collapse into their covers. As Justus approached his bunk, he was halted by the harsh voice of Third.

	Everyone froze upon seeing the officer in the bunkroom, and Justus turned to hear his name on the Third’s lips.

	“Sir?” Even tired Justus pulled himself up to attention.

	“Gather your stuff. You are moving. Pick one other as a second.”

	Normally Justus had trained himself to understand and move when a trainer or one of authority spoke, but he found himself frozen as the big man turned and walked away.

	Finally, he surprised himself as he spoke loudly. “Sir, you want me to move right now?”

	The big man didn’t stop as he frowned at a couple of trainees who stood at attention. “I wait outside for long enough to piss behind the barracks. If you and your second are not there when I lace my pants, I will call the flagellator. His whip is thirsty.”

	Justus looked around and then met Danor’s eyes. “Get your stuff. If I am moving, so are you.”

	Danor’s only response was a short word. “Damn.” His friend grabbed a tote from under his bunk and started throwing things in without folding or taking any care.

	The two of them were jogging across the bunkroom with shirts still hanging out of their totes and their swords and belts in their hands. Nobody wanted to keep the Third waiting.

	The thought went through Justus’s mind that he wasn’t being thrown out of the compound and trainee program. The Third would not tell him to choose a second if he was being expelled. What the hell were they doing with him?

	In the dark, Justus followed the tall figure of the Third, and Danor followed Justus. Both young men were totally confused and clutching their belongings in loose bundles. They walked at a fast pace past the rows of barracks, past two barns and a long barren area, then stopped in front of another barrack.

	“Go in here and find a bunk. Do not disturb those who sleep. Someone will come for you in the morning.” With these terse words, the Third was gone.

	Danor looked at Justus and the two men looked into the dark long room. Justus had to wonder if this also was a test.

	“Okay Danor, we go as quietly as possible to the other end of this barracks and find an empty bunk. I’m going to lie down with my clothes on and my things lying on the floor beside me. No noise, and let’s hope no one is sleeping in the aisle.”

	Danor was clearly not about to argue.

	Justus made sure he had a good grip on his things and was glad when his sight got somewhat adjusted as his night vision helped him walk in the dark gloom.

	The first few bunks were full of sleeping humps under blankets. Both young men froze when one snorted, turned over and settled back down in deep sleep. Justus was proven correct because when they got to the back of the barrack there were several empty clean bunks. They both without noise laid their items on the floor as they stretched out in their clothes, including boots.

	“What is all of this about?” Danor whispered.

	“Shhh. Get some sleep. We will find out in the morning.”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	The noise of the waking guards let both Justus and Danor know they were in the back of the barracks that belonged to the Queen’s Elite Guard. The men and women in the other bunks ignored the new young men as they got up, then washed and shaved in water brought in by youths.

	The group was fast and efficient and soon dressed and went out the door with their outfits plain, as it looked like they were only going out for running and some training efforts. After the room was empty, Justus pointed and on the front bench were still two pans of warm water waiting for the two new men.

	Shrugging, Justus led the way and they both took off their shirts and washed and shaved. Redressed, but without arms, they went to the door to find a youth of only about ten.

	“Ho. I am to take you inside. Please follow me closely and don’t speak to anyone.” The boy was speaking to Justus. “Is this your second, he can wait here if you want.”

	Justus looked at Danor who looked like a frightened deer. “My second goes with me. He has my back and I have his.”

	The boy just nodded and turned toward steps that went up to the high stone walkway. He led them into the Citadel, and Justus looked and learned. The high stone halls lit randomly with flickering high torches made him sigh. This was the perfect place for a shadow to move around and not be discovered.

	They traveled through turns and up steps and down. Finally, they were brought to a door, and the boy told them to wait.

	“Justus, I am lost in here. I hope the lad returns to get us out of here.”

	“I can get us back out the way we entered. I counted our steps on each turn and level.”

	The door opened, and the lad motioned them to enter. The Third was there with the Commander. They were sitting on benches and eating with their fingers from large bowls.

	There was the Master Wizard in a standard outfit, as if he had just come in from a hunting trip. Everyone in the room seemed to be comfortable and not worried about showing their importance in this world.

	His eyes traveled to the lovely dark-haired woman who sat with one bare foot up on the bench beside her, her hands greasy with a meat bone. He stepped forward and bowed to the Queen, going down on one knee and staying there until told to do otherwise.

	Pointing a bone at him, the Queen spoke. “The smoke walker has manners. He didn’t get them from his idiot father. That warlord sent out his best son thinking he was insulting me.”

	Justus raised his eyes to look with a question at the powerful ruler.

	The Queen looked over Justus at Danor, who was also kneeling. She pointed at him as she spoke around her food. “His talent is small. Why did you choose him as a second, smoke walker?”

	Justus glanced back from his kneeling position at Danor. “The man has my back. I trusted him over any of the others. The Third said to choose one. I chose him.”

	“Hmm. Let’s hope your instincts are good, as you will have to depend on him. I have an assignment, and I am advised that you could do the deed.” She looked around the room. “Someone bring these two some stools.”

	There was a stir and some low noise, and a stool was placed beside both men. Justus just slid over on it without rising up and sat facing the Queen. Danor was at his back—even though obviously confused, he was doing what was needed.

	“Your Majesty, I have not finished my training. I am not familiar with the term smoke walker.”

	The Queen held out her hand and motioned to a candle that was not lit. “Light it for me.”

	Justus looked around and started to rise. His intent was to get a taper or another candle that had fire and use it to light her candle, but she raised her hand and tossed out a small fire to light the candle. She had the talent of fire, at least a small amount.

	She frowned at Justus. “Now use your minor talent and light the second candle.”

	With the eyes of everyone in the small room on him, Justus really wanted to crawl under his stool, but he did what the Queen requested, took a deep breath and blew a flash of fire to the candle.

	“Ahh, better still. It is air.” This comment came from the Master Wizard.

	Without the usual control of his mouth, Justus turned to the Master. “Can it be developed better through training?”

	The Queen laughed loudly. She was not some dainty lady and didn’t act like most assumed a high woman would like in her position. “It is our minor talent. But you are a Lombard and have a greater talent. You can walk in shadows.”

	There was silence in the room, and Justus waited for someone to say something. He had lived with a little fire that he kept from the family, and he had kept his ability to hide himself a secret because it allowed him to escape from his cussing father and stupid brothers.

	The Queen waved her hand. “I want a few minutes alone with the shadow walker.”

	There was a long moment of silence. Then each person slowly rose and began to leave the room.

	The Commander looked around as he stood. “Your Highness, would you like a weapon?”

	The Queen pointed at the door and laughed. “You think I have no weapons on me at this point?”

	The Commander raised a fist to his heart in a salute and was the last to leave the room, motioning Danor out in front of him.

	Justus remained sitting on the stool

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
by M.Garnet

—

S





images/image.jpeg





