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​Dedication
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To my family, whether through blood or bond - I love you.

To my Lady of the Moon and Tides – thank you.

––––––––
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DREAM YOUR DREAM, AND work hard to make it happen.
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Name (Meaning) - Age

Brenin (King) - 41 years old

Gerallt (Ruler of the Spear) - 39 years old

Terrwyn (Brave) – 35 years old

Macsen (The Greatest Rival) - 33 years old

Harri (Home Ruler) - 29 years old

Ewan (Warrior) - 25 years old
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​Welsh Translations
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MONTHS

Blaidd (Wolf) - January

Eira (Snow) - February

Mwydyn (Worm) - March

Pinc (Pink) - April

Blodeuyn (Flower) - May

Mefus (Strawberry) - June

Ceirw (Deer) - July

Stwrsiwn (Sturgeon) - August

Cynhaeaf (Harvest) - September

Heliwr (Hunter) - October

Afanc (Beaver) - November

Oer (Cold) - December

MONEY

Ffyrling - brass

Ceiniog - silver

Swllllt - gold
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I

n the quiet months between the fading of winter and the promise of spring, Selene sat at the hearth in her cottage by the sea in Calcrith, the salt air mingling with the warmth of the fire. The world outside was a canvas of grey and white—heavy clouds, frozen tides, and the skeletal branches of trees reaching toward the sky like arms in desperate supplication. The winds of Eira howled in the distance, pushing against the sturdy stone walls of her home, but inside, she felt the peace of solitude.

Conway sat at the table, sorting through the dried herbs they had gathered in autumn, his hands steady, but his eyes far away. The children were quiet. Foster, now seventeen and ready to fly Selene’s nest, was lost in his studies; Seren was writing who knew what in her dream journal; and Lilwen was busy with a small carving knife and a piece of wood. The house was full of life, yet still, there was a restlessness within Selene's heart. She could not shake the sense that things were about to rapidly change.

Selene's fingers traced the rim of her cup, the warm steam from the herbal tea rising toward her face. She had never been good at waiting, but there was something about the stillness of winter that made her heart feel like it was suspended in time. Her thoughts often turned to the brothers and their wives, but especially to Ewan and Gerallt. If only they could find someone to ease the weight of their burdens, to bring warmth into the cold corners of their lives.

Conway, as always, seemed to understand her unspoken thoughts. His hands moved with the familiarity of years spent in the garden and the apothecary, but his gaze lingered on Selene. There was a knowing look in his eyes, one that spoke of long, shared silences.

After a moment, Conway spoke, his voice soft as the sea breeze. “You’re thinking of them again, aren’t you?”

Selene sighed, her fingers stilling on her cup. She glanced out the small window, watching the grey tide roll in. "I can't help it. It’s always the same. Harri, Brenin, Terrwyn, Macsen... all of them have found someone, but Ewan and Gerallt..." Her voice trailed off, heavy with unspoken worry.

Conway leaned back in his chair, his gaze never leaving her. “You’ve always wished for them to find love, haven’t you? Arianrhod works in Her own time, cariad, but She won’t forget.”

Selene smiled faintly. “The right love can make everything easier, Conway. It gives you something to fight for. Something to come home to. I’ve seen it in all the others, but for Ewan and Gerallt...” She shook her head, her voice thickening with quiet concern. “They’ve always been the hardest to reach. Ewan is so young, and yet carries more weight than most of us, and Gerallt... he doesn’t trust what he can’t control. I just wish I knew how to help them.”

Conway leaned on the table, his eyes steady. “You’ve already done more than you know. They’ve seen your love, Selene. That kind of steady and unyielding love goes a long way, but sometimes, love comes at its own pace. You can’t rush it. Even for them.”

Her heart softened at his words. Conway had always offered wisdom without pushing her toward conclusions. She knew he was right, but there was still that quiet ache in her chest—the longing for something to change, for Ewan to find the kind of love that would release the storm inside him.

“I just hope they don’t wait too long,” she whispered. “That kind of waiting... it can break a person.”

Conway sat back in his chair and smiled, though it was quiet and wistful. “You’ve done all you can, Selene. The rest is up to the gods.”

As if on cue, the fire in the hearth shifted, sending a soft crackle through the room. The shadows in the corners of the cottage seemed to stretch longer, and for a moment, Selene felt a pull, something deeper than the quiet weight of her thoughts. She closed her eyes, and when she opened them again, the air seemed thicker, charged with something unseen.

In that silence, the softest voice whispered in her mind—a voice both distant and close, like the ebb and flow of the tide. “Selene..."

The name whispered like the wind through the trees, a song of both sorrow and promise. Selene’s breath caught in her throat, but she did not move. Instead, she closed her eyes again, feeling the weight of the dream settle over her.

"It is his turn now," the goddess continued, Her voice tender, yet filled with the inevitability of fate. "Ewan’s heart has long carried the burden of duty, but it is time for him to find what he has been missing. Time for him to know the warmth of love."

Selene’s chest tightened as she listened, the words settling deep within her. A quiet ache stirred, and she pressed her hand to her heart, feeling the rhythm of the words she had long wished for.

"You cannot hurry this, Selene," Arianrhod murmured. "Love, like the turning of the seasons, must come in its own time. Now, it is his season." The voice began to fade, but before it disappeared entirely, it left her with one final thought. "Trust in the change, and let him find his way."

Selene opened her eyes slowly, the world around her returning to its familiar shapes. Conway was still sitting at the table, his brow furrowed as though he had sensed a shift in the air. He said nothing, but his gaze held a quiet understanding.

She smiled softly at him, though her heart was full, uncertain, and hopeful all at once.

“It’s Ewan’s turn,” she whispered to herself, as if saying the words aloud would make them more real. “It’s his turn to find love.”

The sea outside began to quiet, as if it, too, had heard the goddess’s words. The fire in the hearth crackled, warm and steady, and the house once again settled into its quiet rhythm.

But for Selene, something had changed. The waiting, the longing, everything felt different now. Ewan’s turn was coming. And whatever that would mean, she would be there, waiting for him, just as always.
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H

arri stood at the tall window of his solar, watching the first light of sunrise paint the eastern ridges that marked the start of Rhun. From here, the land looked peaceful, pastoral. Crows circled the far treetops, riding the wind in disjointed spirals. Two years since his coronation, and the peace he had vowed to protect was unravelling at the edges. He stared out over fields brushed in the soft green of spring, where wildflowers swayed. But inside the castle walls, unrest had taken root, and in Harri’s chest, a second winter lingered. Quiet and brittle, bitter with the knowledge that the kingdom he loved was beginning to fray.

“They were in the fields again yesterday,” he said quietly. “Serpents, curled in the barley like they belonged there.”

Across the room, Ewan stood with arms folded, boots still caked in dried mud from patrol. Younger by four years, there was an unmistakable likeness between the brothers. Where Harri bore the polish of a king who chose to rule, Ewan carried the quiet gravity of a man shaped by warrior training and routine. His dark brown hair was cropped close at the sides, the top left just long enough to hold a hint of wave when the wind caught it. His eyes, a deep and watchful brown, missed little; they seemed to weigh a person’s truths before they dared speak them aloud. A faint scar traced his left cheekbone, a relic from a long-ago training bout with Gerallt. His skin bore the mark of seasons spent in sun and snow, and his jaw was perpetually rough, as if shaving were an afterthought.

Ewan’s build was compact, forged by years on the training fields and border fronts. He was broad-shouldered, lean, and coiled with strength, moving like a predator with silent and deliberate movements. Unlike Harri, who led with words and vision, Ewan led by presence alone, commanding without needing to raise his voice.

“They’re not native to Melthkior,” Ewan said, his voice even.

“I know. And yet there they are.” Harri turned. “And the dreams...”

Ewan raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

“Crows whisper my name. Not just one, but flocks. Fields flooded. People drowning, reaching for me. And then I wake to find real crows sitting on the balcony, staring like they know me.” His brother didn’t mock or question, which Harri was grateful for. “They whisper my name, Ewan, over and over. It’s not like a chant, but something more, like... a warning.”

The silence between them was not awkward, but old and familiar. Ewan moved to the hearth and poked at the coals with the heel of his boot.

“More than that,” Harri said. “I feel... watched. It feels like something behind the Veil is leaning closer, pressing into our world.”

“You think it’s more than Rhun?”

“I know it is.”

Silence fell. Then Harri glanced up. “You don’t feel it?” Harri crossed the room, hands clenched behind his back. “But the Rhunites are moving again. I’ve had reports of small raids along the south-eastern border, where villages have lost livestock. One of the big grain stores was razed to the ground.” He finally turned to face Ewan fully. “I need you to go.”

Ewan didn’t hesitate. “How many men?”

“Twenty. I want you to go fast and quiet, but not a war band; just enough to make a point. Find out what they want, and push them back.”

Ewan nodded once, already mapping out terrain in his head.

Harri could see him working and felt proud. His brother’s mind never stopped moving, always assembling battle lines, probabilities, and exit strategies.

“I don’t like sending you alone,” Harri admitted.

“I’m not alone,” Ewan said. “I have the sword, the men, and my mind. That’s enough.”

Harri managed a faint smile. “You always say that.”

“Because it’s always true.” Ewan moved to the door, but paused. “Harri...”

Harri looked up, surprised to hear his brother’s voice so low.

“I do feel it, and you’re not imagining things. I’ve seen strange things too. And I’ve heard stories... from the shepherds, the northern clans, even some of our scouts.”

“What kind of stories?”

Ewan’s eyes darkened. “Whispers in the woods; creatures that vanish, and voices in the river, calling in dead languages.”

Harri exhaled slowly, chest tight. “What’s happening to my kingdom?”

They stared at each other a moment longer before Ewan turned to leave. As the door closed behind him, Harri remained by the hearth, staring into the low-burning flames. Outside, a crow landed on the stone balustrade of the balcony, cocking its head at him. For a long moment, they regarded each other through the pane. Then it opened its beak, but Harri heard no sound.

A chill stirred the air, though every window remained shut. The fine hairs on Harri’s arms rose, and a hush settled over his mind like a held breath. The crow blinked once, then leapt into the pale morning sky, its wings slicing through the quiet, as it vanished into the rising light. Harri remained where he was, motionless, the low crackle of the fire swallowed by the vast stillness of the solar. He stood like carved stone, eyes distant, as his thoughts drifted toward whatever shadow might be drawing near to Melthkior.
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THE SUN HAD CLIMBED high enough to warm the castle stones when Ewan rode out from the castle. No banners streamed behind them, and no horns signalled their departure, as it was not a war band he led. Just twenty riders, lightly armoured and alert, passing through the gates with quiet precision.

The morning was bathed in golden sunshine. Behind them, the city murmured to life with the lazy hum of market trade; clinking wares, soft greetings, and a dog barking somewhere near the butcher’s lane. Spring had taken hold in full bloom, but Ewan felt none of its warmth.

At the head of the line, Ewan rode tall in the saddle, his blue cloak catching the breeze. His gelding, Taran, grey, sharp-eyed, and steady, moved beneath him with ease. The weight of his sword, its distinct wheel-shaped hilt resting comfortably at his hip, felt familiar. The Cleddyf Hir was strapped across his back, a long, single-edged blade with a slight curve, perfect for slashing in close combat and cutting through armour. His twin brodies were always within reach. One tucked into his boot, and the other in a specially crafted sheath on Taran’s saddle. Both daggers were finely honed to a sharp point, ideal for quick, decisive action when backup was needed.

Beside him, Cadell adjusted his grip on the reins. The young warrior had been with him since Caer Braith, eager and sharp, but unused to so much silence. “They say the Rhun folk are getting bold again,” Cadell ventured. “Pushing into our land like wolves sniffing the wind.”

“They’re testing,” Ewan said. “Not hunting. Not yet. They’ve raided our borders three times in the last fortnight,” he said at last. “That makes it serious, whether it’s war or not.”

“And if it is?”

Ewan’s mouth twitched with something between a smirk and a warning. “Then we do what we came to do. We push them back and hold the line.”

A few murmurs passed between the riders further back, but nothing too loud. These were warriors used to edgework—border missions that required precision, not spectacle. Each one had been handpicked and was trusted to act without needing to be told twice.

The land began to slope, gentle at first, then rising in waves toward the ridgelines that marked the disputed borderlands. Out here, the forest was dense with shadow, even under the spring sun. The road narrowed, flanked by early ferns and the sharp scent of pine. It would be a few hours before they reached the first outposts if the roads remained clear.

Ewan's eyes flicked upward as, above them, a crow circled once and flew west. He didn’t mention it to anyone.

By midday, they passed a burnt field. The earth was still blackened, as if fire had touched it only days before. No farm was nearby, and no path in or out could be seen.

Ewan halted, raising a hand. His men stopped behind him, quietly watching.

“Too far from any homestead,” he muttered, dismounting. He crouched by the scorched ground, brushing the cold ash with his fingers. It wasn’t old, and within it, he noticed something unusual, a faint green shimmer clinging to the black.

“What do you see?” asked Rhisiart, a grizzled scout at his side.

“Something’s off,” Ewan said quietly. “Not just Rhun. Not just flame.” He stood, brushing ash from his hands, and looked east toward the hills that curved into Rhun’s wild edge. “Form up,” he said. “We move faster now.” Ewan mounted Taran and gripped the reins, his voice low. “Whatever this is,” he said, to no one in particular, “it doesn’t end at the border.”

They reached the first watch post by mid-afternoon, a stone tower standing low against the hill, like it was trying not to be noticed. The guards stationed there had seen nothing more than smoke in the distance the night before, but their nerves were thin, and their stories contradictory.

“We’ll keep east,” Ewan told them. “If they’re testing for weakness, they’ll want cover. I would guess at them using the forested slopes and old paths. That’s where I would be.”

He didn’t speak of the other things he watched for—unusual tracks, the wrong kind of stillness, the sense that something older and less human was moving through the hills. He had heard the things Harri hadn’t said aloud, and he remembered well what he and his brothers had faced before.

Ewan trusted his instincts. This wasn’t just border tension. This wasn’t just Rhun. Something older was stirring, and if he were a betting man, he’d lay his last golden Swlllt on it being yet another curse. “Too many bloody curses,” he muttered, lifting his gaze to the sky.

“What was that, sir?” Cadell asked from just behind, his tone casual but alert.

“Nothing,” Ewan said, already moving. He swept one arm forward, crisp and silent. The company shifted as one, heading to the east as they rode deeper into the woods without another word.

By early evening, the sky had begun to shift, clouds piling in from the west. Ewan’s eyes were fixed on the tree line, where a faint trail of smoke curled above the canopy, too few and too thin for a village. He raised one fist, halting the company behind him. Without a word, they slipped from their saddles, drawing blades without the hiss of steel. Ewan didn’t give orders. He just moved, and they followed.

The forest swallowed them quickly. Branches bowed above their heads, thick with early leaves, and the undergrowth was soft from recent rains. Taran was tethered and left behind with the other horses. Ewan moved low and silent, the curve of his second blade ready in his hand. He could hear the breathing of his men, calm and shallow, and realised the forest had gone too quiet.

He snapped his head toward a sharp, unnatural crack. That wasn’t a branch. Instinct took over, and Ewan dropped low just as a spear tore through the air, thudding into a tree trunk inches from where he'd stood.

The woods exploded with the sound of shouting in Rhunnic and the heavy footfalls of warriors charging through the brush.

“Form on me!” Cadell’s voice rang out. Steel met steel with a dry clang.

Ewan was already moving. He surged forward toward the smoke, eyes locked on a shadow between two trees. He saw a Rhun scout with painted cheeks and an axe raised high. Ewan struck first, fast and low, his long sword catching the man just beneath the ribs. He twisted as he stepped through the blow, never stopping.

Around him, the skirmish broke like a summer storm. His twenty, drilled to precision, fought in tight pairs, using the trees for cover. The men of Rhun were larger and louder, but less disciplined. They charged with brute force, enough to overwhelm most patrols, but not Ewan or his men.

He spotted the next group advancing, a tight knot of six, their shoulders marked with matching paint, moving with the discipline of seasoned fighters. Ewan signalled with two fingers and veered left. Rhisiart and Cadell flanked right, drawing the enemy with them. The warriors took the bait, breaking formation to chase what they mistook for weakness.

Ewan’s blade arced again, catching one man across the arm, and spun low to knock another off balance. He felt the air shift and ducked just in time as a hammer sang past his head. He drove an elbow into the attacker’s gut and brought the pommel of his sword down hard on the man’s temple.

To his left, Cadell shoved his opponent into a tree and drove a dagger into his side. “Another down!” he called.

“Hold the right!” Ewan shouted. “Drive them into the clearing!”

The battle surged outward as the Rhun warriors fell back, attempting to regroup in a rough half-circle. But Ewan’s men pressed with precision, forcing them to the edge of the burn site. Ash kicked up around their boots as they fought on the charred earth. Black smoke still clung to the air, bitter and acrid.

In the centre of the clearing, a broad and helmeted Rhun commander stood, his cloak dragging in the soot. He held a double-headed axe and bellowed a challenge, first in Rhunnic, then in broken Melthkiorian. “Who leads you?”

Ewan stepped forward without hesitation.

The man lunged. Ewan parried hard, felt the weight of the axe crash against his guard and held fast. He pivoted, slicing low across the commander’s thigh, then again across his shoulder. The man staggered, fury on his features, and raised the axe high...

...but Ewan was faster. His short blade flashed once, clean across the throat.

The man dropped without a sound.

Around him, Ewan’s men stood amid the smoke and blood, breathing hard, but unbroken. Six wounded, but thankfully, none dead. Rhun’s warriors lay scattered among the ashes.

He wiped his blade on a strip of cloth, eyes scanning the tree line once more. The smoke was nearly gone now, curling away into the sky.

“Check for survivors,” he said. “Then burn what’s left. No message must return ahead of us.”

Cadell nodded and jogged off. Maeron knelt beside one of the wounded, swiftly tending to the injury with her field kit.

While the men moved about, Ewan remained still at the centre of the clearing, his eyes scanning for what the others had overlooked. The ground was marked, and not only by fire. Something had disturbed it before the Rhun warriors arrived.

As the remnants of the skirmish faded behind them, the men moved with a quiet purpose as they made their way toward the border that separated Rhun from Melthkior.

As the sun was setting, the column crested the final rise and saw the familiar, jagged silhouette of the border markers. Tall, weather-worn stones, each one carved with the sigils of Melthkior, standing like silent sentinels in the gathering dusk. The divide in front was clear to see: a line of stone, a stretch of open land, and the dense woods beyond where the Rhun warriors often lurked.

"We’ll make camp here," Ewan said, his voice low, almost drowned out by the rustling of the wind through the trees. "Set watches. The night should be quiet, but stay alert."

The men dismounted, the air thickening with the cool of evening, their breath rising in clouds. The horses were tethered, and fires were quickly set to provide warmth and light as the camp began to take shape. There was a quiet rhythm to their movements, an efficiency born of long experience.

Ewan stood apart from the camp, looking toward the distant hills where Rhun’s influence began. The sky had deepened into hues of purple and grey, the horizon softening as the last light of day drained away.

"Sir," Cadell’s voice cut through his thoughts as he approached, the young man’s expression serious. "I don’t like it. The way the Rhun men acted... It felt like they were more than just soldiers scouting the border."

Ewan nodded slowly, his gaze still fixed on the horizon. "I know. Something about it isn’t right, but we’ll learn more when we reach Melthkior. For now, we can rest. We move at first light."

As night fell, the camp settled into a tense quiet. The hissing and popping of the fire, the clinking of metal being cleaned, and the soft murmur of the men’s voices were the only sounds that filled the air. Ewan, however, could not shake the feeling that they were being watched. Even as the firelight flickered in the dark, shadows seemed to linger just beyond the reach of the flames.

Ewan’s thoughts drifted to Harri and Ffion. They had fought tirelessly to restore peace and prosperity to Melthkior after Eluned’s curse had nearly torn it apart, but something in the air told him there was more at play here than a simple skirmish. Whatever was unfolding, it was bigger than just a battle of steel.

His instincts never failed him. He had learned to trust them over the years, sometimes even when reason told him otherwise. And right now, every part of him was screaming that something darker was at work. He couldn’t explain it, but he would not ignore it.

The night stretched on, and Ewan remained on edge, eyes tracking every flicker of movement, every shift in shadow beneath the canopy of stars. When the stillness grew too heavy, he made his way to the horses. The air was cool and damp with the promise of dawn, and the earth held the quiet weight of things unsaid.

Taran stood waiting, ears flicking, gaze calm and knowing. Ewan retrieved a brush from the nearby tack and began to run it along the gelding’s flank in slow, steady strokes.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” he murmured, voice barely louder than the breeze. “But I don’t trust it. It’s all smoke and mirrors, with something beneath it all that I can’t see yet.”

The brush moved in rhythmic sweeps, grounding him as much as the scent of hay and leather. Taran shifted, but didn’t pull away. Instead, he pressed his warm muzzle to Ewan’s shoulder in silent reassurance.

“I’m not afraid,” Ewan said, pausing, fingers tightening slightly on the brush. “But I don’t like walking blind. And whatever this is, it’s only the beginning.”

Taran exhaled, a deep and rumbling sound that echoed beneath Ewan’s hands. Ewan closed his eyes and leaned his forehead briefly against the horse’s neck. “Rest, Taran,” he whispered. “We’ll be back in Melthkior tomorrow.”

Leaving the horses behind, Ewan took his place at the edge of camp, sword close, senses sharper than sleep would allow. The wind stirred the trees with a low whisper, and overhead, the stars continued their silent arc.

He sat there until the sky lightened, watching the first fragile hues of dawn stretch across the horizon, uncertain of what lay ahead, but knowing with growing certainty that nothing would be the same again.

The morning broke pale and chill, the sky washed in soft grey, as dew clung stubbornly to the grass. Ewan’s warriors rose with quiet efficiency, their movements unhurried. Cadell cracked a joke as he passed around strips of dried meat and coarse bread, his voice still rough with sleep, but warm with good humour. Maeron rolled her eyes at him, tossing a berry at his head, while Rhisiart gave dry remarks over the temperature of the tea, each sip as bitter and sharp as the wind.

They shared a cold breakfast beside the dying embers of last night’s fire. No one lingered; hands moved briskly, re-packing saddlebags and rolling up blankets, ensuring the site bore no trace of their passing. The campsite was left as they had found it—orderly and quiet, forgotten by the land.

Ewan said little. He stood slightly apart, arms crossed, eyes distant as he watched the tree line. His thoughts were heavy as the others' laughter drifted to him, familiar and harmless, but he didn’t join in. The strange feeling he had carried throughout the battle hadn’t left him. It was still there, like a shadow just out of sight.

Without being asked, Taran stepped up beside him, nuzzling gently at his shoulder.

Ewan blinked, his eyes narrowing as he took one last look at the quiet, scarred earth beneath his feet, then gave a faint nod, pulling his cloak tighter against the wind. “Let’s go home,” he said, voice low.

The men remounted in silence, forming up into a loose column. Ewan nudged Taran forward, signalling for the company to follow, hooves muffled by damp earth.

As they moved through the forest, the tension began to loosen, but Ewan could feel the weight of something heavier on the horizon. The calm of the forest seemed almost mocking in its serenity, the air was cool and still, but it wasn’t enough to soothe the unease gnawing at him. He led them along a quieter trail, winding along to the heath lands where wild herbs and twisted brambles overran forgotten paths, all seemingly untouched by the scorch of fire.

They paused for a simple lunch of meat, cheese, and fruit, washed down with water from their leather flasks. Ewan, feeling a pull deep within him, walked a short distance from the others, trusting his instinct that urged him on.

A woman stood ankle-deep in a patch of wild heather, grey-green eyes fixed on a small raven that lay broken at her feet. Her fingers were already daubing a salve onto its wing with reverent care. She didn’t look up as Ewan approached. “You’re not from Rhun,” she said calmly.

Ewan stepped closer, quietly impressed. “No,” he replied. “My name is Ewan, from Melthkior. You’re not from around here either.”

“I’m Lowri, from Ynys Afallon,” she said, voice low and steady, with a soft lilt. “The island where the Veil remains.”

Only then did she look at him, and her eyes fixed him with the steady attention of someone who had already seen too much to be impressed or afraid. Her long black hair was braided back, wind-tossed, with feathers tied in with bone beads at the ends. A worn leather healer’s pack rested by her side, stained with age and use.

“Something’s wrong,” she said, before he could speak again. “The Veil is weakening. The gods are quiet when they should be loud. Animals are fleeing places that should be sacred. And people like your king are dreaming things they shouldn’t.”

“You know about the dreams?” Ewan asked, stepping closer.

“I’ve seen them.” Her gaze dropped briefly to the raven. “And I’ve seen worse.”

“What’s causing it?”

Lowri shook her head. “I don’t know yet. I do know the balance must be restored.”

Ewan studied her, his warrior’s mind working quietly behind his eyes. “You’re a healer.”

“I’m also a warrior.”

Ewan gave a faint nod, as if that alone explained everything. “Then you’ll come with me. Melthkior needs to hear what you’ve seen.”

Lowri looked toward the distant hills, the breeze catching the feathers at her shoulder. “I was waiting for someone,” she said. “Didn’t know who until now.”

She hummed a soft, calming tune as she tucked away her salve. Ewan's eyes widened in surprise when the raven, balancing on shaky legs, plucked a feather from its own wing and dropped it gently into Lowri's hand.

“Thank you,” she murmured, adding his feather to a bundle tied to her belt. “Steady now, you need time to heal first.” Her voice was gentle but firm.

The bird bobbed its head in acknowledgement before waddling off. Ewan watched it until it disappeared from view, his gaze lingering on the empty space where the raven had been.

Lowri stood up, and Ewan saw for the first time what she was wearing. A fitted leather tunic, reinforced with strips of metal at the shoulders and sides that offered both flexibility and protection. Her trousers were dark, close-fitting, and made from tough fabric, tucked into sturdy boots that laced up to her mid-calves. Around her waist, a leather belt held two long, single-edged Cleddyf Hir, each within easy reach, and a small pouch of herbs and tools for healing. A cloak, weathered and worn, hung loosely from her shoulders, fastened with a simple clasp at her throat. Everything about her attire spoke of strength and readiness, with no room for anything unnecessary.

She let out a sharp whistle, and Ewan’s head turned at the sound of thundering hooves. A jet-black horse surged toward them, its mane and tail flying wildly in the wind. The animal skidded to a stop beside them, whickering softly and nuzzling Lowri’s cloak.

“She’s a fine beast,” Ewan remarked, his approval clear as he studied the horse. The animal's dark, intelligent eyes held a wariness that only added to its commanding presence, a cautiousness Ewan understood well given their current surroundings.

Lowri ran a soothing hand along the horse’s nose. “Brenn has been with me through my hardest battles. I couldn’t ask for a more loyal companion.”

Ewan’s gaze took in the well-worn yet meticulously cared-for saddle, the saddlebags from which a short bow and a set of bronze-tipped arrows protruded, and the long-handled axe resting against the horse’s flank. The axe’s broad, sharp iron head was intricately engraved with symbols Ewan didn’t recognise, a reminder of Lowri’s deep roots and warrior’s skill.

“Do you have everything you need?” Ewan asked. When she nodded, he flashed a brief grin. “Then follow me.”

They made their way back to camp, where Lowri passed around freshly-picked blackberries to everyone.

“She can stay,” Cadell declared with a wide grin, as he reclined on the ground and popped a blackberry into his mouth. He made a strangled sound as Maeron kicked him in the side.

“That’s not your decision, Bachgen sill,” she said, gesturing toward Ewan.

“Don’t call me a silly boy!” Cadell puffed out his chest. “I’m all man, baby.”

Maeron rolled her eyes, unimpressed. “Sure, Cadell. Man-baby is more like it. And the fact you have to remind me of that...” She broke off as laughter erupted from the others.

Cadell flushed a deep red, but soon joined in the laughter, sitting up and nudging Maeron playfully with his shoulder.

Ewan and Lowri exchanged a look, amusement dancing in their eyes. “If you’ve quite finished,” Ewan said, “I’d like to return to Melthkior sometime this week.”

The laughter continued as everyone packed up their things and remounted, the mood lighter than it had been since the skirmish.

Lowri nudged Brenn closer to Taran and spoke softly to Ewan. “You fought the Rhun?”

It sounded like a question, but her tone made it clear she already knew the answer.

Ewan nodded, keeping his gaze straight ahead. “Yesterday.”

Lowri’s eyes narrowed slightly. “And you noticed something, didn’t you? Something... else.”

Ewan met her gaze, then nodded sharply. “Yes. I need to speak with Harri and Ffion about it.”

“I should be there.” Lowri’s voice was steady and confident.

Ewan glanced at her and gave a short nod. “Then you shall be.” He clicked his tongue, urging Taran into a swift lope, the horse eating up the miles as they made their way back to Melthkior.

The gates rose into view just as the sun slipped beneath the horizon, casting the city’s high walls in molten gold. Smoke curled gently from chimney stacks, and the scent of evening hearth-fires drifted




































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.png
Elemental Publishing





d2d_images/scene_break.png





