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His boots clicked against the palace floor, the sound bouncing between
the walls of the corridor. Fatalmes followed the dark green carpet to the
Great Hall, his expression stoic, hiding the turmoil and fear that raged
behind the facade. He paused before entering, mussing his dirty blonde hair
with his fingers and drawing a deep breath.

She would not be happy with the news, of that he was sure.
Fatalames had debated on sending a guard to deliver the message, but

there was no use delaying this meeting. Even if he did send a guard, she
would undoubtedly summon him for more information. As it was, the
guards were his responsibility, and so were their failures.

He stepped into the large room, and his eyes found the queen near the
paned window on the north side. She stood with her back to him, her long
black hair falling over shoulders and disappearing inside her cloak. There
was an air of coldness, despite the fact that it was summer and the sun
warmed Selvenor with a stuffy heat.

"Fatalames," she said, her voice low and emotionless. "I've received
word that you have some explaining to do."

His brows tightened. She knew? Someone had already told her. This
would not bode well. Eradoma may sound calm, but he knew better than to
believe the front.

He stopped a few yards away from her and kneeled. “My Queen, I’ve
been told there was a prison break last night. I was not aware of the
occurrence until this morning, but I assure you, I have every man available
looking into it as we speak. You have my word that I will not rest until I
find the ones who escaped.”

She chuckled, and the sound sent chills through his body. “Oh,
Fatalames, were you not told? All of the prisoners escaped. But I couldn’t
care less about those useless heathens. There was only one who is of any
consolation.”



The room spun. No one had told him that all the residents of the dungeon
had escaped. Or how. “All?” His voice choked. “Even—”

“Yes!” She turned abruptly and stared down at him with manic eyes.
“All of them, Fatalames. For two decades, the prince has been locked in my
dungeon, and now he has found his freedom. Who am I to blame for this?
You know if he finds the rebels, he will incite them, but this isn’t the worst
consequence, for he has also taken something from me.”

Fatalames’s blood ran cold. He had no desire to ask what had been taken.
It didn’t matter. Eradoma was furious, and if it wasn’t for the fact that she
needed him, he would be dead already. When he remained silent, she closed
the gap between them and stared down into his eyes. “He took her,
Fatalames. He took my daughter, and if you have any hope of remaining a
part of this world, you will find them.”

“Your daughter?” The words left his lips before he could think. Eradoma
grasped the collar of his jacket and pulled him from the floor. A blue aura
appeared around her hand. His heart pounded with enough force he thought
it might break through his bones.

“He’s taken Zynnera. I need not remind you why I have given you the
position you have. Without her, you are useless to me.”

His eyes flicked from the blue light to her face. Eradoma was as
heartless as they came, and she would not hesitate to carry out her threats.
“How? How could the prince have known about her, or gotten past all the
guards? It would have been impossible.”

She pulled him in closer. “I don’t care how; I care about having her back.
You will bring them both to me alive. If Prince Anaros thinks he will get
away with this, he is sadly mistaken. He will regret the day he attempted to
cross me.” She shoved him away, and he nearly lost his footing. “Go. Find
them or it will be you who receives punishment.”

Fatalames bent into a deep bow. “I will not disappoint you, My Queen.”
She turned back to the window. "For your sake, I hope not. Find them

before anyone else figures out who she is."
Fatalames nodded, despite Eradoma having her back to him. He excused

himself and made his way back down the corridor. He would gather some
men and head for the forest where the two were last seen. With any luck,



they would find them before the prince could take her too far from
Selvenor.

How had he figured out the queen’s secret? There were only three people
who knew that he was not truly the child of Eradoma. The secret was well
guarded, and Eradoma had taken every precaution to keep it as such.
Fatalames couldn’t wrap his head around how the prince had both
succeeded in his escape after twenty years, and also kidnapped the princess,
one no one knew existed.

There had to be more to it than that. They had to have missed something.
Fatalames didn’t have the answers, but he would get them. His life

depended on it..


