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From where I sat on the log, I could see his tight muscles beneath the

sleeves of his white shirt as he worked the embers into a glowing fire.
Rhemues and Reynard had gone to collect enough timbers to see us through
the night, leaving Anaros and me alone at camp.

At least he has sleeves this time. Reminding myself of our journey
through the woods after being attacked by Vlenargans made my stomach
flip for multiple reasons. Being chased by Eradoma’s guards and monstrous
beasts wasn’t the most pleasant experience, but trying to control the way
Anaros’s handsome figure made my heart flutter was no small task
either...and one I continually failed at.

Anaros stood from the small camp fire and brushed his hands against his
trousers. He smiled when he met my gaze and found me watching him. I
looked away, desperately trying to hide the heat that crept into my cheeks.
He had sat down beside me, and his proximity did nothing to calm my
pounding heart.

We sat in silence for what felt like forever. Perhaps it was my
imagination, but I thought I sensed Anaros subtly shift closer to me. “Seems
like we’ve been traveling in the forest for years. I don’t think I’ve ever been
so thoroughly exhausted. How are you holding up?” He turned to face me
fully. Genuine concern filled his eyes as they searched mine.

"I am holding up well. Better than I would have expected of myself. I
certainly wasn't prepared for any of this. I suppose you could say my life
before was a bit sheltered."

The corner of his mouth tugged upwards. “The girl who faces
Vlenargans, steals food, and rolls in the mud is...sheltered?” He raised one
eyebrow. “Do I wish to know what you would have called the ladies of my
past association?”

I shrugged and turned to face the fire. "Well, when you put it that way."
Anaros laughed and shook his head. “You are not like any girl I’ve ever

met, Zynnera. But, as you’ve said before, perhaps my title limited my



acquaintances.”
"I suspect so, Your Highness. One might also ask how you are holding

up as you are not accustomed to such simple living."
He scoffed. “Simple living? I spent the last two decades in a dark

dungeon. I can’t imagine getting much simpler than that, but I will admit
that doing chores with Rhemues has been...an experience.”

I glanced at him just in time to catch him wince. I had to hold back a
laugh. Imagining a prince doing the work of a common laborer was
amusing. Rhemues was sure having a good time arranging it.

Anaros released a heavy sigh. "The last two weeks haven't been easy,
but I have much to be grateful for."

I watched the flames dancing inside the circle of rocks in front of me. It
was easy to agree with him. Sure, Vlenargans had attacked us, and we went
hungry quite a bit, but I wouldn't have traded the last few days for anything.
Surviving in the forest was better than feeling trapped in Selvenor.

"True," I said. "You've escaped your prison and found your freedom."
The fire distracted me enough that I didn’t see his hand until it brushed

against my cheek, sweeping the lone curl behind my ear. My eyes met his.
The way he stared at me made my heart beat in the most chaotic way, and
his soft whisper sent chills over my skin. “I think I have found more than
just freedom.”

What does he mean by that? How am I supposed to respond? I shifted
on the log, but couldn't find the strength to look away from him. He rolled
my hand over so my palm faced the sky, and then interlocked his fingers
with mine.

My pulse was erratic, just as it had been the night we danced at the
village celebration. This wasn't the first time Anaros had held my hand, but
this was different. The gentleness in the way he wove his fingers through
mine, the intimacy that his touch implied, scared me. I'd never felt such
things before, and I wasn't entirely sure what to do with my feelings.

Anaros opened his mouth to speak, but before any words could leave his
lips, rustling leaves and voices stole them away. He pulled his hand from
mine and cleared his throat. The moment that had seemed to last an eternity



now felt like the briefest blink in time, and I wished I had just a little longer
to make sense of my feelings.

Rhemues placed his timbers down on the ground near the fire. He
stretched his arms into the air and drew a deep breath. "Ahhh, what a long
day." He plopped down on another log and held his hands towards the fire.
Reynard joined him, and for several minutes, we sat in silence. "I know,"
said Rhemues with a crooked grin. "Let's play a game tonight."

"A game?" asked Reynard, quirking his brow. "You're too old for
games."

Rhemues scoffed and folded his arms. "One is never too old for games,
my friend. How about something simple like Truths and Lies?"

My face tightened. I didn't know much about playing games. I didn't
have many opportunities for them in my childhood. "What is Truths and
Lies?" I asked.

“It’s easy,” he answered. “Each of us tells two truths and one lie...and
then everyone tries to figure out which one is the lie.”

My body tensed. I didn't know the three of them well enough to discern
such things, nor did I particularly like the idea of sharing my secrets.

“I’ll go first,” said Rhemues, tapping his chin. “Let’s see. I don’t like
peppers. I enjoy fencing. And I don’t snore.”

Anaros snorted. "All of those are true!"
Rhemues scowled. "I do not snore."
"Yes, you do!" Anaros and Reynard shouted in unison. I joined in on

their laughter while Rhemues muttered under his breath.
Reynard went next, but I couldn't focus on his statements. My stomach

twisted. What was I going to say? I wasn't good at letting people in, nor did
I have any intention of revealing my secrets.

"My turn," said Anaros. "I despise potatoes." The slight wrinkle of his
nose told me that was true. "When I was a child, I wanted to be a
blacksmith. And I once fell from a horse and broke my arm."

Rhemues scratched the back of his head. “You did break your arm, but
was it from falling off a horse?”

"He's your cousin," said Reynard. "Shouldn't you know?"
"I can't remember everything!"



Anaros was good on a horse and appeared rather comfortable with them.
And as odd as it was for a prince to want to be a blacksmith, I could
imagine him aspiring to such a thing. His eyes danced with amusement as
he watched Rhemues and Reynard argue.

"The last one was the lie," I blurted.
A smile spread over his lips. "You've caught me, Zynnera."
Deep creases formed in Rhemues's forehead. "You wanted to be a

blacksmith? But you're the prince."
Anaros shrugged. "I just always thought it sounded like an interesting

profession."
Rhemues rolled his eyes.
"Your turn, Zynnera," said Reynard.
I bit my lip and took a deep breath. "I've been called princess. My father

was a master swordsman. And my favorite color is blue."
The three of them stared at me.
"I've not the slightest idea," said Rhemues. He turned to Anaros with a

wide smirk. "What about you?"
Anaros studied me for a moment. "Well, every girl is probably called

princess by their father, so I'd say that one is true."
Rhemues nodded. "Excellent point. I call Nerene that all the time."
Anaros continued, "Based on our conversations, I know you have too

much respect to lie about your father, and would only wish to honor his
memory. He was swordmaster. So, tell us what your real favorite color is."
A triumphant smile lingered on his lips.

"Well done, Your Highness," I said. "You're right; blue is not my
favorite color." I'd seen enough blue with Eradoma's magic to despise it, in
fact. "I'd have to say my favorite color is yellow, like the sun or marigolds."

Like magic.
 
 
 


