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PROLOGUE

My first memory is from age four. While faint, I remember running barefoot in the frigid snow, with nothing but my mother’s pull guiding us to our unknown destination; the words she constantly repeated echoed in my head.

Mages are hated, Lena. We must never show who we really are.

For a child to hold in their magical abilities, it required significant strength and discipline. At four, I was neither, so it was no surprise that while passing through a small village, I tripped and used a protective barrier to keep myself from hitting the ground. I immediately knew my mistake, but with no time to lose, my mother grabbed my hand, and we ran. We were so poor, and my only shoes were so large they couldn’t stay on my feet as we bolted away.

A group of men from the village chased after us, and after what seemed like ages of sprinting through a frozen forest, we finally lost them. My mother grabbed me close, and I remember thinking I would get scolded, just like the other times I couldn’t hold back my powers.

But instead, she cried. She dropped to the ground and pulled me to her chest. My mother had always been strong, and I had never seen her so vulnerable. “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to…I didn’t mean to,” I whimpered as I tried to comfort her.

She sobbed so hard she struggled to find air, but eventually, she collected herself and wiped her face. “I know, sweet pea. I’m sorry for getting upset.” She stood up and brushed the snow off her pants. “I just want us to be somewhere safe and warm. Not on the run.” Tears began to fill her eyes once more. “You don’t deserve this…none of us do.”

Her embrace was offering the slightest bit of warmth. “Why do they want to hurt us?” I had asked with pure childhood innocence.

She smiled with a look in her eyes that I couldn’t comprehend until I was older. “People fear what they do not understand,” she answered.

Mages are hated, Lena.

And nothing rang truer. Being a Mage meant immediate banishment. Being a Mage meant any protective law did not apply. Being a Mage meant being seen and treated like a monster, even if you were only four years old.

I never forgot that day. I knew I had to be strong. I had to be disciplined. And so, I suppressed my magic as much as physically and mentally possible. Typically, magic doesn’t present until much older, but unfortunately for us, I was an exception. Although I didn’t have another slip-up after that day, I always feared that eventually, something would happen, and we would have to run, never finding a place to call home.

It wasn’t until I was twelve years old that we found a more permanent residence. Like most territories in Tovagoth, the mighty kingdom of Otacia had an intense hatred for Mages, but its population of about ten thousand meant we could blend in. It was a place where we had no track record, and two copper-haired sorceresses would be hard to forget.

The kingdom was separated into three areas. The higher class lived elevated and tucked safely in the middle of the kingdom, called the Center. The folks in the middle class lived in the Inner Ring, also slightly elevated, while the lower class lived in the Outer Ring, which is where my mother was able to find a small cottage for us to stay in.

It was ruled by King Ulric La’Rune, a powerful, vicious man feared by most. He owed his popularity to the loyalty he had to his people and kingdom, and to his precise skills on the battleground. On the other hand, his wife, Queen Ryia, was adored by all. She was seen as a compassionate, loving woman. Even now, she sometimes graces the Outer Ring with her presence, stimulating the economy of many small businesses. Ulric never did bother to visit. Some would say their balance of brutality and kindness was what made the kingdom so successful.

As for their children, it was known they had a son, Prince Silas La’Rune, who they kept hidden away in their castle. As new villagers in Otacia, and lower class at that, we didn’t know the whole story of what happened to their only other child, their younger daughter, all those years ago. All we know is she was stolen from the castle as an infant and later found deceased in the Northern Woods.

Since that tragedy, the King and Queen swore to keep their elder son safe. They would not allow him to leave the castle walls until he turned eighteen, adequately trained and prepared to face any threat. No one besides castle staff or perhaps soldiers in training knew what he looked like. Mother wondered if the kingdom was genuinely defended if something so terrible could happen to the Princess of all people. But the kingdom has had no incidents since, and everyone was seemingly safe.

And I didn’t practice my magic. I shoved every instinct as deep in my core as I could.

Mages are hated, Lena.

And as long as that part of me was kept hidden, I would never feel at home, not in any kingdom, and certainly not in my body.


PART ONE:
THEN
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CHAPTER ONE

“Chamomile, milk thistle, sage, and a little bit of Epsom salt,” Mother said as she sprinkled the salt into the pot of water. “Lastly, some honey. It helps with the flavor and is known to help heal wounds.”

She slowly stirred the mixture in a small steel pot being heated on our wood-burning stove.

“So, this really helps heal people?” I asked skeptically.

She smiled, swirling her hand as she enchanted her creation. “Well, with a little magic, it does.” The golden mist that sparkled and extended from her fingertips had me letting out a small gasp. Before I knew it, the mist faded. I looked away.

Of course, she enchants her elixirs.

I assumed as much, but Mother knew how badly the use of magic affected me. She never used it in front of me anymore.

“Lena,” she started. “I know you haven’t used magic in a very long time, but—”

“I know, Mother. But as I’ve told you countless times, I have no interest in learning,” I said with crossed arms. Since moving here, this was the first time I allowed her to show me how she makes anything besides bread or scones. She knew I didn’t wish to learn anything regarding magic, even something this small. In recent weeks, she has been not so subtly trying to get me to learn something, anything. I always declined until today.

“Lena, you are sixteen years old. You are more than capable of learning basic magic.”

I felt my hands trembling.

Mages are hated, Lena.

Those words would forever haunt me. I turned back to her, her coffee-brown eyes sparkling with hope. “I know you want this for me,” I said softly. “I just…I can’t. It isn’t necessary. We’d only be asking for trouble.”

“Isn’t necessary?” She frowned. “Yes, you were small, Lena, when your powers surfaced. It wasn’t necessary back then. Frankly, teaching you anything other than self-restraint wasn’t safe. I haven’t even heard of a four-year-old discovering their powers…” She shook her head and looked at me with determination. “…but that is only proof of how special you are. How strong you could be. Yes, here in Otacia, you may never need to know how to defend yourself. But if for some reason we had to leave—”

“Why would we have to leave?” I challenged. “The only thing putting us at risk is you enchanting your items! Don’t you think one of these days word will get to the castle about your miracle elixirs—how somehow some herbs, salt, and fucking honey can cure disease?!”

“Watch your tongue!” she snapped. I knew I crossed a line. “Innocent people are dying here! I don’t care that they’re just humans. I have the ability to help.” Her fists were clenched at her sides. “I don’t do the full potency of my power. Just enough to slowly heal over time.”

“And what if someone discovers what makes that happen? What if someone bursts in while you’re enchanting and discovers who we are?”

“It’s been four years—”

“Yes! Four years!” I cried as I threw my arms up. “We have managed to stay somewhere for a whole whopping four years. Four years of having a home. And I am terrified of having to leave it.”

Sadness swept over Mother’s face, and my throat burned as I held back tears. I shook my head and slumped into the kitchen chair, propping up my elbows and burying my face in my hands.

Mother set down her wooden spoon on our dining table and placed a gentle hand on my shoulder. One tear escaped, and it took all my willpower to keep the rest at bay. “I never want to be on the run again. I want to have a life. I want to have friends. I want to be close to people. Not live with this constant debilitating fear.” I shook my head again. “I just…I just want to be normal.”

Mother crouched beside me, pulling my hands away from my face and into hers. I hesitated but met her stare.

“How awfully boring that would be,” she said with a soft smile. I couldn’t help but return it. “You can have friends, Lena. Be close to people.”

“But I always have to hide who I really am…” I sighed. “So, I can build relationships, wearing a mask.”

“As much as being a Mage is part of who we are, it doesn’t define us. Even if I couldn’t use my magic, I would still be myself.” She tucked a copper coil hanging in front of my face behind my ear. “I know you are scared. But you deserve to live, Lena. I won’t push you anymore. But know that I am always here to teach you when you are ready,” she said with another gentle smile that sent more tears rolling down my face. I wiped them away.

“I’m sorry…for the foul language,” I said abashedly, looking down at our worn wooden floors.

Mother let out a chuckle. “You get that from your father.”

That made me smile. I had never met him. Mother always spoke fondly of the brown-haired, green-eyed man she fell in love with over seventeen years ago. He was a flirty, foul-mouthed fisherman, quite opposite to my soft-spoken mother. She always said that he enthralled everyone who met him, and all would say he was far too handsome to be a fisherman.

After almost a year of their romance, Mother fell pregnant with me. Even though there was a fifty percent chance I would be a regular human, there was also a fifty percent chance I would be a Mage.

The small village of Renrell hated Mages almost as much as King Ulric. Mother didn’t believe my father would shun her. But she couldn’t be sure. At best, he would be forced to leave the village he loved, that his family had lived in for generations. To live a life secluded until it was known whether or not I was a Mage and if I had any abilities that needed honing. At worst, he would turn on her and let the most anti-Mage villagers have their way with her. While she didn’t believe he would do the latter, there was too much of a risk. So, she left one day in the middle of the night. Never to see him again.

“Oh—it’s almost 7:00!” Mother exclaimed. I stood from my chair as she rushed over the leather crossbody filled with the items I was to deliver to the Inner Ring. Mother and I traded off duties. Sometimes, I handled deliveries while she operated our stand at the weekly market. Venturing up to the Inner Ring was intimidating, but I kept to myself and only had to socialize with the people whose orders I was fulfilling. Overseeing the stand was a much more challenging task, and honestly, Mother knew more about her items than I did, given my lack of interest.

I slung the bag over my body and let out a huff. “Wow, there’s a decent amount in here.” I could already feel the weight pulling at my shoulder. This would undoubtedly be uncomfortable. I let out a breathy laugh.

I’m so proud of her.

Word of how excellent the goods at Waylon’s Bakery & Apothecary were had reached the Inner Ring. The middle class wouldn’t set foot in the Outer Ring, but some were okay with items being delivered to them. Customers always asked my mother why it wasn’t named “Minerva’s Bakery " Apothecary”. She always smiled and said she named it after a good friend. She never mentioned it was my father’s name.

Mother slipped me the order list and the map I used nearly every week to decipher which homes each order was going to.

“Good luck at the market today,” I said, giving her a big hug.

“Today is going to be a good day, Lena.” She pulled away, beaming. “I can just feel it.”
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CHAPTER TWO

I stepped outside, and the spring breeze was pleasant as it blew past. It was a relatively warm day for early April. Our small cottage was nestled in a quiet area of the Outer Ring. The sun shone brightly, casting a warm glow over our cozy abode.

The Outer Ring wasn’t glamorous, but it certainly wasn’t as atrocious as the more privileged viewed it. The pathways were made up of broken stone, and because most homes were tiny, they were packed somewhat close to one another. Thankfully, there was enough room for me to tend to a garden.

Gardening had become a peaceful hobby of mine. All around our home burst with colorful flowers—roses, daffodils, lilies, peonies, and more—all that I had planted, making the drab exterior of the cottage seem not so bland, at least in the spring and summertime. The ivy growing up on the sides of our home was not my doing, but I loved it the same. I also helped grow some of the herbs we utilized for Mother’s elixirs, though we still had to do plenty of scavenging outside the kingdom walls.

Behind our home was a river that twisted throughout the Outer Ring, adding to the peaceful atmosphere. Those from the Inner Ring and Center typically looked with disgust at the Outer Ring, but I think their ill feelings stem from the work of Serpents Cove, a section of the Outer Ring that was dark and notorious for illegal activity. I was never to get close to it and never spoke to anyone who lived there. Other areas really weren’t so bad.

Our weekly market, for example, was a significant event with vendors selling anything from fresh fruits and vegetables to jewelry or sewn goods. If those above gave it a chance, perhaps the people here wouldn’t be so poor.

It was a miracle we had started having customers from the Inner Ring, and the extra copper my mother had allowed me was used to purchase an obsidian dagger I kept hidden under my cloak and sheathed at my side. Mother didn’t know about it, simply because I didn’t want another lecture regarding defending myself. Truthfully, I never thought I’d need to use it, but the small comfort it gave me was worth the loss of copper.

I sighed and strolled towards the large stairway entrance to the Inner Ring, about a ten-minute walk from our cottage. Though I kept to myself, many neighbors waved at me as I passed.

I ventured up the giant steps, observing the guard stationed at the top. Outer Ring citizens were allowed to visit the Inner Ring between 6:00 a.m. and 10:00 a.m. Not a minute before and not a minute later. It had been about a year since we started making deliveries, and the guards paid me no mind as they knew I never stayed past curfew.

I made it through the first couple of orders rather quickly: an elixir for one home and an order of pastries for another. As I continued my venture, I strolled past a luxury dress shop, one I couldn’t help but gaze at every time I encountered it.

What it must be like to own pieces like this.

I was still taking steps forward, admiring the fine gowns displayed in the window, when suddenly someone rammed into me so hard that I fell to the ground.

“Oops,” a snobby voice said sarcastically. I glared up from my position on the ground to a girl wearing a gorgeous ivory and bronze dress, dainty silver jewelry resting along her neck. Her two friends next to her wore equally stunning attire and equally repulsive sneers. Their clothing wasn’t fancy enough for royalty but most definitely enough to live close to the castle, unlike my deep blue cloak, cream chemise, and brown overdress. The dress fit me decently, and, as always, I felt pretty enough in it until I stepped up here. It was hard not to feel inferior.

I grasped my crossbody and gathered the wrapped pastries that had fallen out after I fell.

“What is a dirty peasant girl doing in the Inner Ring?” she asked as her two friends laughed. They didn’t look much older than me.

I shifted back onto my feet. “I—I’m just making deliveries, ma’am.” I hated that my voice shook. This wasn’t the first time I had been harassed coming up to the Inner Ring, but usually, it was just dirty looks. Gods, I felt small.

“I-I’m just m-making d-delivering ma’am,” she mocked as they all continued to laugh.

I lowered my voice, attempting to keep it steady as I said, “I don’t want any trouble.” The looks on their faces made me want to ram my dagger in their throats.

Calm down. Keep it under control.

I took a deep breath through my nose. The last thing I needed was to lose control.

She closed the gap between us, flipping her brunette hair over her shoulder. “Then don’t get your filth anywhere near me,” she spat. She then eyed my bag, which had been adjusted to lay on one shoulder instead of across my body, and ripped it off me.

“Hey! Give me that back!” I protested.

She pulled back as I reached forward in an attempt to grab it. “Aww, what are you going to do about it?” She flipped open the bag, and her friends started reaching in. I felt the tears pool in my eyes.

We can’t miss these orders. It will mess up everything Mother has worked for.

“Please,” I begged. “I need those!”

I hated how pathetic I sounded. Hated that I couldn’t hold in my emotions.

She pulled one of the scones out, unwrapped it, and took a bite.

Fire flowed through my veins. Anger consumed me. That was all it took for me to whip out my dagger and aim for her neck. All rational thought went out with the pure rage and humiliation I felt. I stopped at her neck, holding the blade sideways, pressing it into her hard enough for it to hurt, but not hard enough to cause real damage. The girl shrieked, and her friends stilled, their faces paling.

“Hey!” I heard a voice growl behind me. I whirled around, dagger still kept at the girl’s neck, to see a male charging up at us.

Fuck.

Based on his toned build, I assumed he was in his late teens. He towered over me as he approached, jet black hair flowing loosely with the springtime wind. He wore a white tunic, which seemed luminescent against his golden tan skin. A sword hung across his back, and his dark brown leather pants were form-fitting against his defined legs. The look was finished with black leather boots.

Inner Ring.

His jaw was clenched, and he focused on me with striking gold eyes. I swallowed.

He’s going to turn me over to the guards. He must know these girls.

Fear began to sweep over me, but to my surprise, he shot his eyes at the girl under my blade.

“See what happens when you take what isn’t yours?” he said matter-of-factly.

The girl gaped at him. “You’re going to defend the charlatan holding a knife to my neck?”

He slowly looked back at me and gazed into my eyes. I tried to calm my shaking and not look like a complete weakling.

“Lower your weapon,” he said softly.

I hesitated momentarily but ended up conceding, lowering my weapon while still keeping it where I could use it. He glanced back to the brunette. “That doesn’t belong to you.” He nodded to my bag. “Give it back, or I will get the guards.”

The girl’s friends just stood there, frozen.

She let out a dry laugh, then softly touched her chest. “Get the guards if you wish. She just tried to kill me. I did nothing wrong.”

He smirked. “We both know that isn’t true, darling.” He purred as he got close to her. She drew in a breath, and despite her resentment towards him, I could tell she was attracted to him. I couldn’t blame her. She glanced over his shoulder, made eye contact with me, and then looked back at him.

She paused and then let out yet another dry laugh, her brown eyes trailing back to me.

“Pfft. Here are your pastries back. They’re dry anyway.” She tossed the bag on the ground before I could catch it, and I heard the shattering of the remaining elixir inside as it hit the ground. The boy’s eyes widened.

“Oops,” she said dryly. She didn’t bother to look at him again as she and her friends strolled off, chucking the pastries they had in their hands on the ground. Thankfully, only the main bitch unwrapped hers.

The stranger kneeled to the ground and picked up my now dripping bag.

“Thank you for your help,” I muttered, wiping my eyes. I didn’t even realize the tears had actually fallen.

Pathetic.

He looked up and smiled softly.

“Of course.” He stood up and handed me my belongings. “It’s a shame about what was in your bag. What a repulsive girl that was,” he said with a curled lip, looking in the direction they had left. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”

“Really? You must be new up here then,” I said with a slight laugh, slinging the bag back around me. “Although to be fair, it’s never been that bad before.” I paused, examining my bag and what was inside. Thankfully, the elixir was kept in a separate compartment of the bag, so the baked goods wrapped inside were unharmed. “I don’t know what we are going to do,” I mumbled. “That was an elixir, and the man purchasing it really needs it.”

Not only that, but the business’s reputation was on the line too. One unpleasant experience could ruin everything.

“You don’t have anymore?” he questioned.

“No, my mother makes the elixirs as they’re ordered. She will have to remake it…and I still have all this to deliver, too…” I glanced up at the colossal clock tower in the distance.

Almost 8:00 a.m.

Under no circumstances were those from the Outer Ring allowed in the Inner Ring past 10:00 a.m. Any business would need to be conducted beforehand. The kingdom ruled it this way, so we lower peasants weren’t a bother to those of more importance.

How am I going to do this?

“Well, why don’t I help you?” he offered as if reading my mind.

I frowned at him. “What?”

“If you have directions, I can deliver the rest for you while you let your mother know what needs to be remade.” He slid his hands into his pockets and gave a charming smile.

I studied him as I considered the proposal. I didn’t want his help, but I was running out of time. He seemed trustworthy enough, I supposed.

“Why would you do that?” I asked skeptically.

“I don’t have anything else better to do.” He shrugged. “My mornings are pretty dull. This is the perfect way to switch things up. You can’t be up here past 10:00, correct?”

He looked me up and down, and I felt my face flush.

I guess it’s obvious I’m from the Outer Ring.

“Correct,” I muttered, looking down at my feet. Being seen as a second-class citizen never got easier. Even though it’s all I’ve ever known.

“Well, then we best hurry.” He reached for my bag. “Don’t forget about the thing she bit into.”

“Right.” I handed him the slip with the orders, the names of each customer, the price of their purchase, and the map with directions.

“They should only take about forty minutes. Which is about the same time it will take me to run home and back after my mother makes another one.” I took a long breath. “Can we meet back up here? We will, of course, pay you.”

He waved a hand in dismissal. “That isn’t necessary. I want to help,” he murmured while looking at the map. I wanted to plaster him with more questions. I was still surprised anyone from up here would even want to speak to me, let alone help, but I didn’t have the time.

I shook my head. “I’m sorry, I didn’t even ask your name. I’m Lena Daelyra.” I extended my hand towards him. “And you?”

He examined my hand, then met my eyes. “Quill. Quill Callon,” he replied, beaming while taking my hand in his. I thought he would give me a handshake, but he instead brought my hand to his mouth and gave it a light kiss. He met my widened eyes with a grin. My knees nearly buckled at the gesture.

Someone from the Inner Ring…kissing the hand of a lower-class peasant? Is he ill?

“I—I will see you in forty minutes,” I stuttered as he let go of my hand.

He adjusted my bag on his shoulder and gave me a lazy smile. “See you soon.”

I held my breath and turned away, my anxiety a pestering pit in my chest.

I hoped trusting this stranger wasn’t a mistake.
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CHAPTER THREE

“You did WHAT?” Mother screeched. I had told her what happened at our market stand, and upon only hearing the minute details, she decided to close for the rest of the day. When we returned to the cottage and I told her the whole story, she was furious.

“He wanted to help, so I—”

“So, you gave a boy, who you’ve never met, the rest of our orders? He probably just left with everything, Lena!”

“He saved it from being stolen in the first place, plus he looked like he had at least some money. I doubt he needs to steal food.” He didn’t look poor like us, but he didn’t necessarily look rich either.

“Or maybe, since you gave him directions with the amount of money we should be making, he’s fulfilling the orders and keeping the money for himself!”

My heart sank.

My Gods, I’m a fool.

Mother just looked away, shaking her head, beginning to make the elixir once more.

“I’m…I’m so sorry.” The kindness, the kiss on the hand, he knew what he was doing. He completely fooled me. I hung my head low and went to my bedroom, shutting the door behind me as I pressed my back against it, and slid onto the floor. I sat there in silence for a moment.

Another thing I messed up. I was an idiot to think he wanted to help.

I buried my face in my hands and sobbed quietly.

Nearly thirty minutes went by. I could hear clanking dishes and hurried footsteps coming from the kitchen while Mother attempted to remake the lost items. I knew I should be in there helping, but my shame kept me paralyzed to my wooden bedroom floor. Plus, I would probably find a way to mess that up, too.

I stared ahead at my small bed, the ivory sheets and peach-colored quilt calling my name. It was thin but just enough to keep me warm at night. Across from my bed was my pine dresser, and a brass-framed mirror was sitting on top of it. I didn’t have many cosmetics, but near it lay a soft pink blush, mascara, and red lipstick. The blush and mascara were worn frequently, but I never felt there was an occasion for such a bold color on my lips.

I stood up and walked over, realizing I probably had black streaks staining my face. I glanced in the mirror, and staring back were my red, puffy eyes and, sure enough, black droplets running down my cheeks.

I hated myself. I hated feeling this way, too.

I wasn’t ugly. In fact, I didn’t mind my bright green eyes and the flecks of gold that warped through them. Mother said they were just like my father’s. I fetched a cloth and began wiping the tear streaks away, feeling sick to my stomach.

My red-copper hair was tied in a half-up style, which I opted for most days, with a bun tied in the back and a few loose pieces pulled out in the front. I could see my own pointed ears, even if no one else could. Mages know now that their ears must be glamoured to appear like the rounded ears humans had.

No, I wasn’t ugly. But my insides sure as hell were.

I was nothing but a shell containing so…so much rage. I couldn’t think of the last time I felt happy. I couldn’t think of one thing I had truly done right in my life.

Just as I was going to go down another downward spiral of self-loathing, I heard knocking at the front door. I froze, and as Mother opened the door, I heard a familiar voice.

I quickly exited the room, and standing at the door was Quill, holding my crossbody and handing Mother the bag of money that we had earned.

His eyes met mine.

“You came back…” I whispered as I retrieved my bag from him. I was so grateful I cleaned up the smudged mascara.

He frowned. “Of course I did,” he stated, handing it over. “I was waiting where you told me to, but you didn’t show. Thankfully, your home is marked on your map.”

My cheeks flushed.

Mother was peering through the sack of copper when she spoke. “Oh, that was my fault.” She looked at him. “I couldn’t believe someone from the Inner Ring would help us, truthfully. I convinced Lena here of that. But I was wrong.” She pulled out a generous amount of the copper pieces and held her hand to Quill. “Thank you so much for your help.”

He glanced at her extended hand and gave a soft smile.

“Payment is not necessary. You earned that money, not me,” he said kindly.

Mother looked at him in confusion and then back at me. I gave an uncertain shrug back in reply.

Then, her eyes shot open as she glanced at the simmering pot on the stove.

“Oh shoot!” She ran over and then glanced at the wall of dried herbs that hung above the counters. “I didn’t add sage, and there’s none left.” She ran her fingers through her hair, not caring if it fumbled up her bangs, and shook her head. “I need to run outside the wall and get some.”

“No, let me do it,” I insisted. “Finish up the rest of what you’re doing. I’ll go.”

“I don’t want you outside the wall alone, Lena.”

Before I could respond, Quill stepped in. “I’ll go with her.”

I whirled at him. “I can take care of myself.” It came out colder than I intended, but I couldn’t stand appearing like a helpless little girl. My mother gave me a disapproving look.

Quill, to my surprise, chuckled. “Oh, believe me, I know that. You almost gutted that girl after all.”

My eyes widened, and after a second of silence, Mother quietly asked, “What does he mean, Lena?”

“Alright,” I ignored her. “Let’s go then.” I retrieved my cloak from the hall tree and rushed out of the house, Quill following close behind.

We headed to the entrance to the kingdom, or in our case, the exit. Large steps went from the gates that were kept open, all the way to the castle, the Rings being the only thing breaking them up.

“What was that about?” he asked.

“She doesn’t know about the dagger,” I muttered.

“You’re not allowed weapons?”

“That’s not it…” I trailed off. “If she knew I purchased this dagger, it would be me admitting that I should learn to defend myself. Which…I just don’t wish to have that conversation with her.” I couldn’t tell him Mother would be even more insistent that I start practicing my magic. No, I could never tell him anything relating to that.

“It’s not bad to know how to protect yourself, should the opportunity arise.”

“You say that as if you have experience,” I replied.

He let out a soft laugh. “No, thankfully, no real-world experience. But I have had a lot of training,” he said, eyeing the weapon resting on his back. “Better to be prepared.”

I gave a slow nod and looked away. We marched on, the silence between us eventually becoming awkward until he spoke again.

“How old are you?”

“You ask a lot of questions,” I murmured. “Sixteen, and you?”

“Sixteen.”

I gaped at him, and he chuckled. “You seem surprised by that.”

“You appeared older to me…” I mumbled as I glanced away.

We made it down the entrance steps, then to the bridge that separated Otacia from the outside, and I could feel Quill tense up beside me. I glimpsed at him and saw that his carefree expression had vanished, and his jaw was tightly clenched.

“You alright?” I inquired softly.

His chest rose, then fell. “Yes,” he gritted out.

I looked up and waved to the guard I saw anytime Mother and I scavenged. He was too far up to have a discussion, so I didn’t know his name, but he always gave us a big smile and an enthusiastic wave. He had to be around Mother’s age.

“Don’t tell me you’re scared, Quill,” I teased. “You’re supposed to be here to protect me.”

I felt him relax as he let out a breathy laugh. “Don’t worry, I’m more scared of getting on your bad side than whatever’s out here,” he teased back.

I gave him my middle finger while trying to contain my grin, his surprised yet amused look satisfying me. I glanced back up at the guard, who looked at me with a puzzled expression.

I know, seeing a little thing like me being vulgar is surprising.

I chuckled. I wasn’t short, maybe 5’5”, but my reddish hair and big eyes made me appear a lot more innocent than I was. Someone like Quill, nearly a foot taller than me and built like no sixteen-year-old I’d ever seen, seemed much more mature. However, I suppose it would’ve been a brow-raising action from him as well, being from the Inner Ring and all.

So many of them acted like they had sticks up their asses. But I hadn’t scared off Quill thus far. Yet.

We crossed the bridge, and Quill took another deep breath. I studied him as he took in the surroundings with broadened eyes.

“It’s so…vast,” he whispered.

The sun had cast a golden light on the trees of the Western Forest, and the air was filled with the fresh scent of pine. I could see wonder flickering in Quill’s eyes as if he were utterly captivated by the view of the forest.

This wasn’t even close to the most beautiful part, either.

“Yes,” I said tenderly. “Have you…never seen it?”

He ran his hand through his raven-black hair. “Uh…not in a very long time.” He scanned the forest again, then met my eyes with a dreamy smile. “It’s breathtaking.”

I studied him more, trying not to fall in love with that look. Then I looked back at the trees, at the various shades of green, and smiled as I listened to the calming sounds of birds calling to one another.

Perhaps I do not appreciate the scenery as much as I should.

I gave Quill a grin. “If you think this is breathtaking, you should see Amethyst Pond.”

Curiosity sparkled in Quill’s eyes. “Where’s that?” he asked.

“About a half-hour into the forest. It’d be best for you to see it without expectations and on a warm day,” I replied. “Perhaps another time, come this way. The sage should be over here.”

We wove through the trees, branches cracking under our feet. Abruptly, I got this feeling of…being watched. I slowed simultaneously with Quill, who must’ve sensed the same thing.

“You feel that?” he asked quietly.

“Yes,” I whispered. I held my breath.

The feeling was dark and cold—strange. Chills spread across my body, and the hairs on the back of my neck raised. But just as I began to panic, the feeling was…gone.

I let out a shaky exhale.

“Does…does that normally happen?” Quill questioned, eyes darting around the forest. “What was that?”

“I’m not sure…and no.” I wrapped my arms around myself, looking up into the trees around us.

“Have you encountered any witches in this forest?” he whispered.

I shot my gaze back to him, acknowledging the worried look on his face. Witch was a common slur for my kind. I hated it.

“No. No, I haven’t,” I said coldly. My eyes traveled away, and I resumed walking toward our destination.

He would never treat me with kindness if he knew who I was. I can’t forget that.

I thought back to the conversation Mother and I had earlier. I could create friendships…so long as my mask was on. But I had no interest in that. I didn’t see a point.

We continued quietly to a familiar area where I knew sage was planted.

“Here,” I said while pointing at the plants. Blueish-purple flowers appeared in clusters, and I knew I had found what I was looking for.

I crouched down and began to snip off the leaves of the plants with the small clippers in my bag.

“That smells…earthy,” he said with a scrunched-up face as he watched me.

“Baby,” I teased. “Be happy we aren’t out here picking valerian.”

I could feel him pause, so I looked up at him again, his expression pleasantly surprised.

“What?” I asked plainly.

“You’re just…not like anyone I’ve met before.”

“How’s that?”

“Well, normally, the girls I meet are—”

“Polite? Soft-spoken? Enthralled by you?” I retorted.

He blinked. “Well, yes, something like that.”

I let out a fake laugh. “Welcome to the Outer Ring,” I muttered as I resumed my snipping.

“I didn’t mean it as a bad thing…” he said quietly.

I paused. “Pfft” was the only response I could think of. I finished gathering enough sage to last us for a while, hopefully, and stood back up.

“That should be enough. We should hurry back.” I breezed past him, heading back to the kingdom. We walked the rest of the way in silence.
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CHAPTER FOUR

When we returned to the cottage, I quickly handed Mother the sage before she insisted Quill and I wait outside. The last thing we needed was for him to see her enchant the elixir. I thought he’d finally leave, but he said since he was heading back up to the Inner Ring anyway, he’d stick with me until my task was complete.

How annoying.

Though, if I was being honest, it was nice being in the company of someone other than Mother.

Quill had his hands in his pockets and didn’t bother to hide himself staring at me.

“I…” I started. “I planted most of the flowers around the cottage.” I internally cringed. I was not too fond of small talk, but the awkward silence was a tad worse.

“Really?” he asked, now scanning around our home. “You didn’t strike me as a flower girl.”

My cheeks heated.

Why would a dirty peasant girl with anger issues strike anyone as a flower girl?

His smile finally returned as he met my eyes. I twiddled my thumbs, turning to view my work.

“It helps…taking the time to tend and grow something.”

“Helps what?”

I stared at the vines trailing up the side of my home.

It helps deal with all the rage inside me…deal with the pent-up magic that wants out more than anything.

I never expressed to Mother the difficulties I had…how awful it felt to just exist on a day-to-day basis. She had enough to worry about.

Before I could respond, Mother flew open the door and handed me back my crossbody with the new elixir and scone, the fabric still damp from the broken brew from earlier.

“It’s 9:30. You’re going to have to hurry.” She glanced at Quill and gave a warm smile. “Thank you, again, for all of your help.”

He nodded, giving her a dazzling smile. “My pleasure.”

“Let’s go,” I mumbled.

We quickly made it to the first home, where a lady had purchased a single scone, the one that bitch took a bite of.

I knocked on the door and smiled as a woman answered the door.

“Delivery from Waylon’s, ma’am,” I chirped as I handed over the wrapped scone.

“I thought it would never get here,” the woman whined. She shoved the copper into my hand and then shut the door, not even giving as much as a thank you.

“My Gods,” Quill breathed. “I did not receive reactions like that.”

“That’s because you are one of them,” I muttered. I looked again at the giant clock tower built in the Center; its time was visible throughout the entire kingdom.

9:43 a.m.

“Come on, let’s get this finished.”

We quickly strolled past an area that gave an excellent view of the castle. I stopped in my tracks every time I passed it, glaring upward. Today, the sun beamed down on its intricate obsidian exterior, casting an imposing shadow over the Inner Ring. Its gothic style was both chilling and stunning. I couldn’t help but marvel at it every time.

Quill stopped beside me, studying me as I looked up in awe.

“I always wonder what it’s like up there in the Center. Never having to struggle or starve or use cold water,” I said with quiet resentment. I met eyes with Quill, who looked at me like I was a kicked puppy.

“I don’t need pity…I was just thinking out loud,” I said quietly while averting my eyes.

We continued walking and came up to the last house. I had grown to know Gerald and his daughter Guinevere, who was around my mother’s age. Gerald was sick with some disease, making it hard for him to get out of bed these days. My mother’s elixirs had shown significant improvement in him, allowing him to enjoy his daily walks again these past weeks.

I took another deep breath.

“Do you want me to do it?” Quill offered softly.

“No,” I sighed. “They are nice.”

I knocked on the door, and Guinevere answered, her usually beaming face nowhere to be found.

“Oh, Lena,” she cried. “I’m sorry. My father passed away a few days ago…”

I froze, my eyes finding their way down to the elixir in my hand. Mother’s words came back to me. “I don’t do the full potency of my power. Just enough to slowly heal over time.”

The amount she was using must not have been enough…

“I will still pay for this, of course,” she reassured me as she touched my shoulder. “This has been a great help to us. Seeing him go to his favorite coffee shop, walk around while enjoying the weather…it has been a blessing.”

My shoulders sagged. “I’m so sorry for your loss,” I said solemnly. “Don’t worry about purchasing this. It’s—”

“No, I want to.” She carefully retrieved the elixir from my grasp. “You never know when something like this will come in handy again,” she said with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

I nodded, attempting to keep my lip from quivering. She handed me the copper.

“Tell Minerva I said thank you.”

I nodded, and she shut the door.

Quill and I stood in silence, and I wiped away the one tear that rolled down my face. I stiffened as he ran his hand up and down my back in a comforting motion, goosebumps spreading across my body in response to his touch.

“You’ve offered them a wonderful gift,” he whispered. “You can’t always save everyone…”

“We can’t save anyone,” I corrected softly. “Can only help ease their suffering. At least we were able to do that.”

I turned to him, unable to look him in the eyes. Seeing another look of pity would send me over the edge. I extended my hand, holding the little bag of bronze I had just received. “I already spoke with my mother. She agreed we would give you this for your help.”

“I appreciate that, but—”

“Just take it!” I shouted as my eyes shot up to his. His golden eyes widened, and he stepped back. “Please, don’t look at me like you’re too good for our money. Take. It.”

His lips went into a tight line as he eyed the coin pouch. He reluctantly took it, and I sighed in relief, my shoulders drooping as I looked at the ground.

I stiffened as he gently grasped my chin and tilted my face upward. My stomach flipped as my eyes met his, the morning sun illuminating the striking honey hue of them.

“I do not think any less of you for living in the Outer Ring, I hope you know,” he said confidently. “Not even a little bit. In fact, you are the most fascinating person I have ever met.” He gave me a lazy smile.

I felt my face flush. “You don’t need to lie to me,” I breathed, trying not to focus on the butterflies in my stomach. The corner of my lip turned upwards. “You damn brown-noser. Most fascinating person? Please.”

He snorted. “I’m not lying.” His eyes danced as he brushed my hair behind my ear, utterly unaware of the pointed cartilage that was hidden with magic. “Your attitude excites me, actually.”

Chills once again went down my body at the smokiness of his voice.

No, no. I will not fall for an Inner Ring boy.

“You’ve only seen a fraction of my attitude.” I crossed my arms. “I don’t think it would be as exciting at its full capacity.”

He chuckled. “Is that a challenge, Lena?” he purred. The sun beamed down on us, his golden skin looking even more beautiful against the light. It was certainly a contrast to my pale skin, which could blind someone if they looked at me too long.

He must be playing with me. I swallowed, and after a moment, I broke our gaze when I glanced at the clock.

9:58 a.m.

“Oh my Gods!” He recoiled at my reaction. “I have to get back to the Outer Ring!”

He whirled towards the clock and, with no words, grasped my hand and started pulling me toward my home. “They’ll arrest me if I’m still up here!” I cried.

“That won’t happen. We’ll make it,” he assured me.

And we did, with just seconds to spare. He ran down the steps with me as I caught disapproving gazes from the guards now stationed at the entrance.

We stopped to catch our breath after a few steps into the Outer Ring. Just in time.

After a moment, I couldn’t help but start laughing at how close we were. Quill, still catching his breath, looked at me with happy surprise.

Once my laughing died down, I just smiled at him. “Thank you again. You really saved my ass today.”

“It was my pleasure,” he replied, once again with that lazy smile that was beginning to affect me.

“How can I repay you?”

“Didn’t you already?” he asked as he waved the coin bag.

“Oh, right,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck.

“Although,” he continued, “you could repay me by showing me Amethyst Pond, the place you told me about.”

“I knew the copper wasn’t enough,” I smirked.

“As I told you, the money is unnecessary.” He stepped closer. “It is just an excuse to see you again.”

My heartbeat quickened, and then my smile faded.

I couldn’t get close to anyone. Certainly not in any romantic sense. I didn’t want that anyway. Getting close to him would put us at more risk, and I would not have it.

I glanced at the sword on his back.

Still, there was one way he could be useful to me—one way he could actually help in giving me back some of the power that I always denied myself.

“I’ll show you Amethyst Pond on one condition.”

“Alright,” he said with an intrigued look.

“Teach me how to fight.”

He blinked.

I told myself I was not interested in him or his friendship. But learning to fight in a way that had nothing to do with magic could be just what I needed. Gardening could only help so much with all the pent-up trauma I had.

“I don’t know anything about fighting nor how to use my dagger properly. You said it yourself—it doesn’t hurt to know how to protect myself. I want to know everything you do.” I stepped closer to him. “Teach me.”

He considered, pulling his lips to the side.

“Very well,” he said after a beat, then turned to walk away.

“W-when will I see you again?” I exclaimed.

He half turned to me, giving me his signature lazy smile. “Soon, my Flower.” And he strode away.

I just stood there, comprehending all that just happened.

Flower? That’s my nickname?

I slowly turned toward the cottage and tried to hold in my smile.

Flower. That bastard.

I wore a grin the whole way home.
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CHAPTER FIVE

“That guy was a total flirt,” I told Mother while washing the dishes. I had just strolled in moments before, struggling not to show amusement.

“Why do you sound annoyed by that?” Mother questioned as she wiped down our kitchen countertop with a damp rag. “I thought he was handsome—and my, was he sweet!”

I paused, soap dripping down my hands.

Yes. Yes, he was.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t mildly fascinated by him. No one from the Inner Ring had ever shown us kindness, save for Gerald and Guinevere, and that was because we were of use to them. Everyone else looked at us like we were a total other species.

They wouldn’t be entirely incorrect about that.

“Well,” I said as I resumed my dish cleaning. “I guess he’s just not my type,” I lied.

Mother chuckled. “Please, I think he is everyone’s type.”

I gave her a raised brow. “Oh, really?”

She swatted me with the rag, and I chuckled softly. I then mentioned how we planned to hang out again, and through Mother’s excitement, I could tell she believed it was a date, despite me denying it. I purposely left out the training part.

The day went by quickly. After helping clean the disaster left in the kitchen after Mother’s frantic cooking, I went to tend the garden, the sun providing precious heat.

The rest of the afternoon was for my studies. Mother was willing to let me go to the public school in the Outer Ring, but we determined that it was less of a risk for me to be homeschooled…less of a chance to get close to anyone.

If I were different, I would want that. I saw kids my age walking from school most afternoons, hearing their chatter as if they had not a care in the world. I couldn’t imagine what that was like.

After dinner, my body was weary. I crawled into bed, trying my hardest not to think about Quill. His lazy smile was the last thing I thought of before I drifted to sleep.

I felt a cold presence over me, but I couldn’t move my body. I couldn’t even open my eyes. I just lay there, paralyzed.

Something was whispering, but it was so faint I couldn’t decipher it. I wanted to scream, ask it what it wanted, but I just lay there, hearing its soft murmur, unable to move a muscle.	

My eyes flung upon, and sunlight had begun to shine through the gossamer curtains in my bedroom. I was covered in sweat.

What the hell was that last night? Surely a dream?

I wiped the sweat from my forehead and flung my quilt off me; the coinciding breeze felt terrific. Sitting on the edge of the stiff bed, I kept trying to recall what that voice was trying to say. It must have been a dream, but I always believed dreams had a deeper meaning. That presence was similar to what I felt in the forest yesterday.

I wonder if Quill had the same dream.

I ran my hand through my hair. My copper coils were more defined since I washed my hair last night.

I heard a knock on my door, and Mother scurried in, excitedly clenching her teeth.

“Well, don’t keep me in suspense! What is it?”

She proceeded to tell me, while lightly bouncing up and down, that the Queen was visiting today. Had the news been about the King, that bouncing would be trembling. But Queen Ryia was as kind as they come. She came down last year and seeing her dazzling attire and hairstyle had left me both star-struck and annoyed.

Quickly, we got ourselves ready to avoid missing her appearance. Yet again, I did my signature half-up hairstyle and opted for my prettiest dress, if you could call it pretty. It was a deep navy blue, and its length almost reached the ground. My favorite part was the petal sleeves, but though the dress was lovely, it was a tad too large for me. I wore a black bustier over it, which gave a slightly more flattering look.

I met Mother in her room, where she was fussing over a piece of hair that was not cooperating. She huffed, slumped her arms down, and blew up on a stray piece of hair in front of her face. She turned to face me after noticing my presence and looked me up and down.

“You look beautiful, Lena.” She smiled with tears in her eyes. “You look so much…older than last we saw the Queen. Like a woman.”

“Thank you,” I replied sheepishly, scratching the back of my head. It was true, the looking-more-womanly part. Compared to last year, my hips had widened, and my chest had grown.

We headed out, strolling toward Linora Park, arguably one of the prettier areas of the Outer Ring. It was a large, open field of grass, save for the decent-sized pond on the outer edge that had a wooden bridge crossing over it. It was forbidden to fish, but I knew plenty of fish swam beneath. Most days, the park was filled with residents having picnics, children running through the field playing games, or local musicians trying to earn some copper for their talent.

Now, the park was packed like sardines, chattering voices filling the air. The number of people crammed here made me feel uneasy, but it was incontestably the happiest the people down here got. My lips couldn’t help but turn upward at that fact.

“Shh, she’s coming!”

Various voices began whispering and gushing at each other as trumpets and drums began playing in the distance in a beautiful and powerful melody.

It was too mobbed for me to push to the front. Mother, on the other hand, had gotten a pretty decent spot. I pulled myself up on a lamp post, and the added height its stone base gave me provided a perfect view of the incoming Queen over the crowd.

The music began to crescendo as Queen Ryia’s guard marched down, her float behind them glistening in the morning sun. Gems dazzled along the outsides, a rainbow of color. I fought the urge to roll my eyes but couldn’t help but slightly gawk.

I could never imagine having wealth, even a fraction of that.

The Queen was now around forty feet away from me, give or take. Her obsidian, satin gown, a perfect match to the kingdom’s gothic castle, hugged her body in all the right places before spilling delicately on the floor beneath her. Her shoulders were bare, showcasing her sand-colored skin, and her hair was pulled into a sleek updo, its color almost the same shade as her dress.

In short, she was stunning.

She waved at the crowd, giving a genuine smile. She never threw gold; it would quickly turn into a fight. So, after her greeting, she would shop at local businesses, spending a generous amount at each one. We were to head back to our stand after this, the market commencing again on any day royalty appeared.

She continued to wave when her gaze landed on me. She stopped in her tracks, her hand frozen in mid-air.

I gulped, my smile disappearing.

Was she looking at…me?

A moment later, she resumed her waving, yet her eye contact remained on me, me without



























OPS/images/cover.jpg
KYLIE SNOW.





OPS/images/common_image.jpg





OPS/images/map.jpg
TOVAGOTH

S T, S8 X 4

i ERETESIA 7

KAERAEL

OTACTASFOR IMATRA

@ L EORWEAITH
) VALOR

N MOUNIT:
NS DARANOIS ROZAVAR

FIALE UIEE
; RIS i) MR 8
PUBALIFOR

J

)
A\

N
)
\\
\

RORIVIONIN

1 DONED. MW
1 ABANDONED, i
RENRELL E%PLIEE GIRGUS \

EALERUN <

TEMPLE
CELLUNA

WRENBDIER

/

EREIDA TEMPLE

TITHARA f






OPS/images/VICTOR_LOGO.jpg





OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		COVER



		DEDICATION



		TITLE PAGE



		CONTENTS



		MAP



		PLAYLIST



		PRONUNCIATION GUIDE



		CONTENT WARNING



		PROLOGUE



		PART ONE: THEN

		CHAPTER ONE



		CHAPTER TWO



		CHAPTER THREE



		CHAPTER FOUR



		CHAPTER FIVE



		CHAPTER SIX



		CHAPTER SEVEN



		CHAPTER EIGHT



		CHAPTER NINE



		CHAPTER TEN



		CHAPTER ELEVEN



		CHAPTER TWELVE



		CHAPTER THIRTEEN



		CHAPTER FOURTEEN



		CHAPTER FIFTEEN



		CHAPTER SIXTEEN



		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN



		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN



		CHAPTER NINETEEN SILAS



		CHAPTER TWENTY LENA



		CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE



		CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO



		CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE ELEVEN MONTHS LATER



		CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR



		CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE



		CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX



		CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN SILAS



		CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT LENA



		CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE







		PART TWO: NOW

		CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE YEARS LATER



		CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE



		CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO



		CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE



		CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR



		CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE



		CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX



		CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN



		CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT SILAS



		CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE



		CHAPTER FORTY



		CHAPTER FORTY-ONE LENA



		CHAPTER FORTY-TWO SILAS



		CHAPTER FORTY-THREE LENA



		CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR



		CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE



		CHAPTER FORTY-SIX



		CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN SILAS



		CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT LENA



		CHAPTER FORTY-NINE



		CHAPTER FIFTY







		ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS



		ABOUT THE AUTHOR



		COPYRIGHT











Page List





		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431



		432



		433



		434



		435



		436



		437



		438



		439



		440



		441



		442



		443



		444



		445



		446



		447



		448



		449



		450



		451



		452



		453



		454



		455



		456



		457



		458



		459



		460



		461



		462



		463



		464











Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Start Reading









