
Walking down the corridor, Seilah tried her best to appear as stoic, calm and alert as she could.
A feat much easier said than done given where she was. Much different to her own, Sorin’s
castle was void of all colour and dimly lit. It was the very definition of unwelcoming and despite
knowing she was alone, the faery queen couldn’t help look over her shoulder every few minutes
just to be safe. With only fire lit torches as her source of light, she couldn’t be too careful.

Cobblestone walls hung with portraits lined her vision, depicting some of the most violent and
stomach churning scenes that the faery queen had little to no option but to keep her eyes
forward, less she tossed her cookies all over the red velvet carpet beneath her bare feet. Not
that she had much to eat all day. Court meetings always made her anxious. Though it was less
the meetings and more the members that had that effect on her.

She supposed it could be worse. It’s not as if they were all bad, after all. Asherah was far from it,
actually. She looked up to her a lot, taking great inspiration from her. The siren was nothing but
a saving grace to Seilah and had been for years. While she would sooner clip her wings than
admit it outloud, Seilah often liked to sometimes think of Asherah as a mother figure in her life.

Her very presence was calming and reassuring. Asherah had a way of making her feel safe.
Something Seilah struggled to feel since her home was burned down by those cold-hearted
humans. Rather than dwelling on that memory, Seilah instead gave a silent prayer that Asherah
was already waiting in the meeting room with the others. When she was around, Seilah got
picked on less.

As her thoughts began to roll into the other court leaders, Eris popped into mind. The alpha
wasn’t so bad, when Seilah thought about it. Sure, she was… intimidating. Being half bear
certainly done that to a person. Especially given how she got her title. Though not being a were
herself, Seilah only knew bits and pieces of the story but which pieces were actually true and
which were exaggerated lies was a mystery to her. None of the answers she got, she liked. On
top of that, some of the things Eris says make her skin crawl with unease. How easily and vividly
a person could talk about death, even while in war, Seilah could never understand.

That being said, Eris was often nice and civil when not being so morbid. Other than standing up
for the fae on several occasions, she’s also made Seilah laugh a few times in the past. One time
she even compared her to a cub! Though it was still unclear if it was said in an endearing way,
or insulting. Seilah liked to think it was the former. For her own sake.

Eris’ court sharer was a different story altogether. A shiver raced down her spine, the faery was
heavily reminded of who’s castle she was in. If Eris made her uneasy, Seilah was out of words
to describe how Sorin made her feel. No matter where she stood, Seilah always felt his eyes on
her. More specifically, her neck. Frighteningly, that feeling of being watched was sometimes the
only reminder she had of him even being in the same room as her. He was good, maybe a little
too good, at blending in and staying hidden even when in plain sight. Like a predator, waiting for
the right moment to strike.



Swallowing thickly, her hand subconsciously raised to rub her throat as phantom pains of what
his teeth in her skin would feel like. Unpleasant, most likely. With a small satisfaction, she knew
she wasn’t the sole target for him. From what she heard, the vampire king had that effect on
everyone.

The rumours about Eris were nothing compared to him, though. Seilah would die a happy faery
if she never found out if the vampires truly went that far to determine their new leader. Or if
Sorin really partook in those kinds of acts with his lovers she heard about. Her nose crinkled in
disgust.

Even for vampires, surely there is such a thing as too much blood.

A heavy blush settled across her pale cheeks as her mind was filled with images of a naked,
bloody Sorin in the midst of such acts. Not that she knew what his naked body looked like, but
her imagination began to run wild with such notions. A small squeak slipped past her lips and
she began slapping her cheeks to rid her mind of such dirty thoughts. By no means was Sorin
unpleasant to look at, but that didn’t give her the right to think of him in such a way. Nor did she
want to, thank you very much.

Sighing, Seilah was all too thankful no one was around her right now. She just prayed her
imagination didn’t act up when they were in the meeting and more of those thoughts sprung to
mind.

To distract herself, she tried thinking back to her earlier thoughts about the leaders. Seilah
hummed softly as another face came to mind. Call her cruel, but she didn’t have much of an
opinion on Vila. Harpies and faeries didn’t typically get along very well given their history, but
Vila didn’t seem to take it personally at all. At the very least if she did, she was civil enough not
to take it out against Seilah. She wasn’t necessarily nice to her but she also wasn’t mean which
she was thankful for. Even though Seilah wasn’t all that comfortable with her, Vila was far from
the worst out of the leaders.

Plus, she knew of the harpies' distaste for her kind kidnapping her people as bargaining chips
against the dragons. That added to her favour of her.

Her body bristled as the mere thought of the dragons. A common reaction with all the fair folk,
but with Seilah, it was specifically one dragon in particular. Blessings of Aine, it was by far one
of the worst part of the meetings. Knowing he was there, waiting for his chance to-

“Well, what do we have here~?” A deep, yet frighteningly familiar voice purred in her ear that
made her freeze solid. “I thought I smelled dessert~”

Gasping at the feel of something hot and wet run along the shell of her ear, Seilah spun around
so fast, she lost her footing. Bracing herself for impact, she eyes squeezed shut before
immediately snapping open at the feel of an arm snaking around her waist.



In a split second, the faery found herself chest to chest with the one man who made her knees
weak and heart speed up in the most frightening way possible. “Lark…” she whispered in horror,
whimpering as he smirked.

“Have I ever mentioned that I love it when you say my name like that?” Lark chuckled lowly, the
sound making the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. His pierced tongue ran slowly
across the top row of his teeth while he sized her up. Seilah gulped. Was it just her, or did his
teeth look sharper than usual?

“I- um,” Seilah struggled to find her voice, the words tangled in a knot at the base of her throat.
The struggling continued when she tried pushing herself away, only to feel the dragon follow her
movements. Slowly stalking her, cornering her. Like the cold blooded predator he was. “Wha-
What are you, what are you doing here?”

The tips of her pointed ears turned pink as he laughed at her question. Or maybe it was at how
her voice was at least several octaves higher than normal. Either way, she was embarrassed.
“The same reason you are, sweet thing. But if we’re talking specifics… I started feeling a little
peckish. Thought I’d go for a midnight snack before the meeting.”

Before she knew it, Lark had Seilah caged against the nearest wall. His eyes on her made her
squirm uncomfortably, not knowing what was running through his head exactly. Of the several
options she could think of, Seilah didn’t like any of them.

“Y-You can’t.” She forced out, eyes darting anywhere but him, hoping, praying for someone to
walk down the corridor and find them. “We- We have a truce! Remember? You aren’t allowed to
eat m-me… we’re both the l-leaders and-”

“So presumptuous, princess.” He cut her off with his cooing. “As delicious as you look, I wasn’t
gonna eat you… well. Not unless you begged for it~”

Whimpering again, Seilah was helpless to stop him as he pinned her wrists above her with one
hand. Helplessly she tugged her wrists in vain, the action only pleasing him all that more if his
darker expression were any indication. Her face burned bright at the implications of his words,
her head shaking frantically. “How dare you! I- I do not beg!” she tried to shout, though it did little
to deter him. She sounded as intimidating as a tadpole. “Now unhand me, you fowlsome, lowly,
disgraceful-”

“I'd lose that attitude real quick if I were you, sparkles.” The sudden growl underlying his tone
made her body tense all over again at Lark cutting her off for the second time. She tried to
shake her head again, but his ring clad fingers snatched her face and forced her head still. His
indexfinger and thumb squeezed her chin, roughly jerking her head up so their eyes met.
“Unless you want me to fuck it out of you.”



Wide, fearful emerald eyes met narrowed, challenging amber ones as the dragon leaned in
closer to her, their faces merely inches apart. This close, Seilah could start to smell the smoke
and ash from his breath while her skin began to break out in a sweat. Whether it was due to his
threat or Lark’s higher than average body temperature, she didn’t know. Nor did she care either.

Lark suddenly forced her head to tilt to the side, sneaking his fingers just below her jaw while
maintaining his grip on her chin. The coolness of his rings were like ice cubes to her skin in
comparison to the blistering heat of his finger tips that now pressed against her pulse point. He
cooed softly. “I can feel your heart racing, little faery. Like it’s about to burst out of your chest.”

The faery wanted to tell him her heart was no longer in her chest, but her stomach. A strangled
noise left her lips as she tried once more to tug her hands free from his grip. “L-Lark, seize this
at once-“

“Are you afraid, Seilah?” The use of her name, a rare occurrence, made her still just as did the
brush of his lips against the shell of her ear, his voice thick like honey only without any of the
sweetness. “Or is it something else that’s making your heart race? Anticipation maybe?
Excitement?” His voice dropped down to a whisper as he forced his leg between her thighs as
tears began to gather in the corners of her eyes. “Wouldn’t that be a scandal? The innocent little
faery queen, getting all hot and bothered over the fowlsome, lowly, disgraceful dragon. God, I
wound fucking ruin you. Your reputation would go up in flames. I bet the only thing worse than
me bedding you, would be if a witch did it.”

Seilah flinched at his choice of words, a tear finally sliding down her cheek. She couldn’t bear
much more of this. All she wanted was to go back home, to the comfort of her own kingdom,
away from all of this. All of this fear and humiliation. From him and the horrors she knew she
would hear about in that god awful meeting room. She was sick of it.

Suddenly, Lark pulled away. Taking several steps back, his expression was now that of a scowl
while he pushed back his leather trench coat and shoved his hands into the pockets of his cargo
pants. Seilah gaped at his 180 demeanor change, confused but relieved beyond belief. It took
all she had to stay standing, her legs like jelly after that little scene. Instead, she stared at him
like a frightened doe in the eyes of her hunter. Waiting for him to make the first move.

He clicked his tongue as the hand that was only holding her face moments ago, came up to
scratch the patch of red scales along his jaw. “God, you’re such a fucking buzzkill.” he huffed.
“Why did you have to go crying? You already know I can’t do shit to you. I was only fucking with
you.”

The dragon’s words shouldn’t have surprised her. In all honesty, Seilah knew Lark wouldn’t do
anything to seriously harm her; couldn’t do anything to harm her. No matter how much he
threatened. They had made a truce between them when they both became the leaders of their
people; so long as the war waged on against the humans, both leaders and couldn’t cause any
physical harm to each other, nor could they get others to do so on their behalf. While it didn’t



extend to their respective subjects, it was the best option they had. Still, even with this
knowledge, it did little to ease the fear and anxiety in her chest. Hell, with the way she acted, it
was easy to forget.

Rolling his eyes as Seilah still shied away from him, Lark tipped his head back and let loose an
annoyed groan. “Sheeesh, would you can it with the pathetic meek prey act? I’m not a fucking
rapist. Don’t get me wrong, I love it when they put up a fight. I almost got hard at your sad
attempt at it. But it’s only hot when they actually want me to force their submission, y’get me?
So cool it with the water works, already. We’re both keeping our pants on. Unfortunately.”

Mildly horrified that he would take joy out of something like that, Seilah tried her best to regain
her composure. Years of slipping on whatever mask she needed to hide her true emotions
usually made this easy work but her heart would not stop slamming into her chest. The tears
wouldn’t stop pooling in her eyes.

Lark muttered something else before he left her there, but all Seilah could hear was the buzzing
in her ears. Like she was submerged in water, the world around her distorted and muffled while
her chest burned and twisted as she fought for breath. She felt her behind hit the ground before
she even knew she was falling. Her body wracked with sobs and whimpers as the faery curled
in on herself, allowing herself this one short moment of weakness. Times like this, Seilah truly
wondered what she was even doing here. Out of every one of the leaders, it was easy to see
she was the weakest link.

She couldn’t capture and hold the attention of the room the way Asherah did. The power of a
true leader coming off her in waves while Seilah struggled to get out a full sentence without
someone interrupting or speaking over her. Still, each and every time, she would let them.

She didn’t even have a fraction of the wisdom or knowledge as the great Atlas. Granted, no one
else did either. She could never be to his standard, respected by all despite never showing his
face. For Atlas, it was a noble sacrifice to hide from the humans. If Seilah were to do the same,
she would be considered a coward. Well, more like a bigger one than she already was.

She didn’t have Lark’s raw brute strength and fighting skill, nor did she possess his way with
words and his confident, headstrong attitude. If she did, maybe he wouldn’t pick on her as much
or she could fight him off, playing him at his own game. What she’d give to be able to stun him
to silence with her words alone. Or better yet, next time he pulled a stunt like earlier, be able to
fight him off on her own.

She didn’t have to work hard and earn her rightful place at the top like Eris did. Out of all the
rumours she heard, there was one truth; Eris had clawed her way from beyond rock bottom to
the top of the food chain. Seilah on the other hand, had been guaranteed her position on a silver
platter since the day she was born. Spoon fed her entire life until her parents died. How could
she even begin to compare to the werebear?



She didn’t have the sheer intimidation and cunning as Sorin did, or the great tactic and stealth
he possessed. He could be standing in a crowded room, or an empty one, yet you still wouldn’t
know he was there unless he wanted you to. Or until it was too late. He knew his way in and out
of the courts, even the Court of Wolves. Without even knowing, he could convince you that you
held all the cards, when in truth, you were never even dealt a hand.

She didn’t have the bravery of Vila, who even when faced with an enemy bigger than her, never
once backed down, always standing her ground. Seilah had to laugh at this one. The harpies
feared the dragons too, yet Vila always met Lark’s stare without fear. She never let her fear stop
her from achieving her goals, her bravery knowing no bounds as far as Seilah could tell.

As the final leader came to mind, Seilah sucked in a sharp breath. In the name of Aine herself,
Seilah didn’t even want to think of how she compared to someone like-

“Seilah?”

The faery’s head snapped up so hard, she almost gave herself whiplash. Blue eyes locked with
deep purple ones and for a moment, Seilah had lost all her breath. Stood before her was the
one person she wanted to see least in the world right now. Even more so than Lark.

“Why are you crying?” Mahli asked, her voice without it’s usual snark and sarcasm. Dressed in
her usual attire of a sleeved, black hooded robe printed with constellations and tight pants and
boots, Seilah could almost swear the witch was showing actual concern for her. Mahli might be
beautiful on the outside, but Seilah knew better than to ever trust a witch. Aine made that
mistake once before, and looked at what it cost them. Everything that’s happened was all
because of them.

Sniffling, Seilah wiped at her eyes while scrambling to her feet, smoothing out her cream gown
and stood tall. To her dissatisfaction, she remained an inch shorter than the witch. Yet another
flaw to add to the ever growing list. “Im fine.” she croaked out, clearing her throat and repeating
herself with a more forceful tone. “I just needed a moment to myself. That’s all. Though it’s a
waste of breath for you to even ask.”

Narrowing her eyes at the sudden hostility, Mahli pulled down her hood to reveal blackened hair,
fading into a beautiful, cosmic mix of purples and blues and took a step closer to the faery. “The
fuck is that supposed to mean?”

“You know very well what I’m implying.” Seilah shot back. She knew she was taking out her
frustrations on Mahli but at this moment,she didn’t care. Lark may have shaken her, but it was in
a faery’s DNA to be fearful of dragons. It was the same when it came to distrusting witches. “Do
not pretend to care, only to turn around and mock me later. Or better, use that weakness against
me. I know your kind are good at that.”



Mahli’s eyes widened and for a split moment, Seilah could have sworn she saw a flash of hurt…
along with something else. It was gone before she could give it another thought, a sneer now
maring the High Witch’s face instead. “God, all you faeries are the fucking same. Blaming all
witches on the actions of a few who already paid the price. Maybe if your heads weren’t shoved
so far up those tiny little asses, you’d be able to get whiff of some fuckin’ decency.”

Seilah’s face now burned in fury at the insult. “If a few were capable of misdeeds, then all of
your kind is. Birds of a feather flock together, witch.”

“Yeah, I’m aware. And I’m sure Vila knows too, considering she’s one of the birds your precious
Aine forced into ‘flocking together’. Or do the faeries just like to cast judgement on the
wrongdoings of others while ignoring their own misdeeds?”

The venom in the Mahli’s voice was enough to make Seilah flinch. An action that caused the
High Witch to scoff and mutter under her breath before spinning on her heel and hurry down the
corridor. Once again, Seilah’s heart was beating so hard, it was almost painful. After dealing
with both Lark and Mahli in succession, all she wanted to do was curl up with her beloved dolls
and sob herself into a deep sleep. However, Seilah had to remind herself that as young as she
was, she was no longer a child anymore. She didn’t have that luxury. Not anymore.

Sealing herself up once more, the faery queen followed the path Mahli took, only to arrive at the
familiar grand doors she knew led to the meeting room. With a deep breath, she whispered to
herself. “You got this. You’re a queen, Seilah. You can handle them,” before she pressed her
palms flat to the doors and pushed them open.

The room was circular, with no windows or other exits and only lit by fire torches along the stone
walls. In the centre was a large wooden table, surrounded by nine tables. One for each leader of
the courts, even though Seilah knew only seven would ever be present. Not unless Atlas himself
decided to pay a visit, or Aine forbid, they have a human with them. Why Sorin would keep a
seat empty for a human was a mystery to Seilah.

Rephrase that. Everything Sorin did was a mystery to Seilah.

Purposefully ignoring Mahli who was already sitting at the table, a scowl settled in her features,
Seilah looked around to see who else was among them. Immediately, her shoulders slumped as
she was greeted with a scene that gave her a serious case of deja vu.

“Get out of my seat, Eris.” Lark growled, smoke practically coming out of his nostrils.

Eris, who lay horizontally over the seat Lark had claimed his, her legs dangling off one of the
arms and her back pressed to the other, looked to be asleep much to the dragon’s annoyance.
Without even giving him the courtesy of opening her eyes, she batted the air in his direction,
sleepily mumbling, “Buzz off, scales. I ain’t moving.”



Her dismissiveness only seemed to add fuel to Lark’s inner fire. “But you’re in my seat!”

“It literally looks no different than any other seat in this room. Pick another one.”

“No!”

“And why the fuck not?”

“Because that one is mine!”

“Says who?”

“Me!” Lark roared. Now, smoke was literally coming out of his nostrils. Little puffs of grey ash
were snorted out as Lark’s breathing grew heavy with irritation at being denied.

Seilah thought it was rather childish, his possessiveness. It was times like this she was
reminded that Lark wasn’t that much older than her. To humans, they were ancient. Several
hundred years old each. But to their own species, her and Lark were just barely considered
adults. The thought left her feeling a little melancholy. From her own experience, she was too
young to be forced into her role as leader, but she always forgot Lark was in a similar situation
to her. It made her heart bleed a little for him, even if she was still terrified.

“So loud…”

Unable to stop the scream falling from her lips, Seilah jumped several paces back at the raspy,
monotone voice from her side. Now the centre of attention, all eyes were on Seilah and the
silver haired man beside her. Sorin’s eyebrow shot up in question to her response, looking
almost amused by it. When in Aine’s name, did he get there?

And why was everyone so hell bent on sneaking up on her, today?

Cocking his head to the side, the vampire huffed. If Seilah didn’t know any better, she’d say that
was his attempt at a laugh. “So you hear me complain about the dragon’s roaring and decide a
faery’s scream was clearly the only viable response? I thought the fair folk were all about grace
and delicacy.”

Before Seilah could offer any kind of excuse or apologise, someone else beat her to it. “Guess
that’s what you get for thinking anything halfway decent about the little pests.” Mahli said bitterly,
reclining in her chair. She tsked, focusing on the small purple and black stream of energy that
idly floated between her fingers.

If the faery queen’s cheeks could get any redder, they would be in competition with Lark’s
scales. Turning up her chin, Seilah gave a small hmph as she marched to the vacant chair on
the opposite side of the room; directly across from Mahli. “I refuse to lower myself to such



pointless debacles with the likes of you.” Seilah brisked. She made it a point to seat herself in a
slow, delicate matter, sitting up right and hands neatly folded on the table in front of her. “I’m
here because there is work to be done and things to discuss. Nothing more, nothing less.”

A snicker caught the attention of the room, all eyes turning to Eris who had yet to open her
eyes. “Oh yeah? Then why did Lark positively reeked of you the moment he walked in?” One
eye peaked open, the onyx hue staring directly at the faery in a knowing manner. “You sure you
weren’t doing anything else~?”

If Seilah thought she could die from embarrassment, she would have right then and there.
Spluttering and stammering, she tried to deny all kinds of Eris’ accusations but kept tripping up
and fumbling over her words while the others all laughed at her. Lark even had the gaul to join
them. Aine’s wings, she was still a virgin! She hadn’t even kissed anyone! Like she would give
up something as sacred and precious to someone like Lark, in a vampire’s castle only moments
before a court meeting.

Too busy trying to prove her innocence, Seilah failed to notice one member of their group didn’t
seem to find the joke very humorous at all.

“Lark!” Seilah eventually whined, a pleading expression on her face. “Tell them the truth!
Please!”

Pitfully, Seilah knew asking for his help was a waste of breath. Kicking his feet up on the table,
Lark reclined in his seat - the one right next to Eris’ as she still refused to move - and smirked.
“Aww, would you look at that? After all that talk of telling me you’d never beg me for anything~”
Ignoring her gobsmacked face, he cupped his hands behind his head and pushed back on the
hind legs of the chair. “I knew I’d break you. They always break~”

“Please remove your feet from my table, Lark.” Sorin sighed, sitting in the chair on the other side
of Eris. “This isn’t your little cave, this is a grand castle. For once, will you make an attempt at
having some respect.”

The dragon scoffed, remaining in the position. “First of all, it’s not a cave, it’s a lair. Get that
right. There’s a difference. Second, if it didn’t give you a hard on, I’d tell you to bite me.”

“You still could, you know.” Sorin shrugged. “Just don’t look at it.”

For once, Lark’s cheeks were the ones to turn pink. “What the fuck!? I don’t give a fuck what
weird shit you’re into, and frankly, I’d like to keep it that way. But keep me out of it, alright? I
don’t do that gay shit.”

Sorin looked almost bored with the response, sighing as his elbow rested on the chair’s arm, his
cheek against his palm. “I’m just throwing out suggestions. Keeping your options open. You’re
the one who would hypothetically, ask me to bite you under different circumstances.”



“Oh my fucking god, it’s a figure of speech!”

“Dirty talk is sometimes considered a figure of speech, depending on how you phrase it.”

“Sorin. I’m gonna rip your throat out if you keep that shit up.”

“Promise?”

Clearly not expecting that response, Lark choked on his words while Eris and Mahli fell into a fit
of snickers, leaving Sorin looking far too amused at himself. Seilah on the other hand, kept her
eyes on her lap as her cheeks burned from the imagery both males painted pictures for.
Especially when she was reminded of her earlier thoughts of Sorin. She could only be thankful
the attention was off her.

The giggling stopped when the doors to the meeting room opened, all eyes turning to see.
Asherah and Vila walked side by side, silencing everyone. Asherah’s eyes scanned the table.
Dressed for battle with her sea green toga, a sword and shield strapped to her back by harness,
Asherah instantly dominated the room. Her expression, along with Vila’s was serious, but
softened just that little when her eyes locked with Seilah. Her shoulders relaxed, unaware she
had even tensed them in the first place. Asherah was here. Seilah was safe.

“I’m glad to see everyone is already here.” The siren announced, walking towards the table.
They each gave their greetings as Asherah moved to the chair next to Seilah though chose to
remain standing. “That’s good. We’ve got much to discuss, as well as some new developments.”

Vila on the other hand, walked in silence around the table. The clicking of her talons sounded
through the room, accompanied by her golden tail feathers dragging along the stone. The tips of
her wings were just short of the ground, though as she passed by Lark, she jumped. A surprised
squawk came from her browned beaked mouth, head snapping to glare at him.

Lark on the other hand, looked far too pleased with himself. “What’s the word, hummingbird?”
He asked innocently, rolling a feather between his fingers. “Got nothing to say? C’mon birdie,
sing us a little song.”

“Tough talk for a lizard named after a bird.”

“Suck a cock, Mahli.” Lark sucked in a breath through his teeth, falsely looking apologetically at
the witch. “Oh damn, that’s right. That ain’t your- ack!”

The sweet melody of karma came in sounds of Lark’s body hitting the ground, followed by his
pained cry. Mahli lowered her hand, the black and purple mist dissipating as she did and quickly
bumped her fist against Vila’s outstretched taloned hand in a silent exchange of gratitude.



Seilah had to quickly cover her mouth to stifle her giggle, torn between wanting to feel bad for
the dragon, and knowing he deserved it.

However she clearly failed as the witches head darted up to Seilah’s at the sound, those
amethyst eyes wide. Mortified at being caught, Seilah immediately turned her attention back to
Asherah, missing the way Mahli’s shoulders slumped.

The siren sighed deeply, pinching the bridge of her nose. “If we are all done, here?” Looking
around the table for an objections, pleased to find none even as Lark rejoined them, shooting
Mahli a glare and accompanying growl before giving Sorin the same treatment after he passed
a comment about no feet on the tables.

“Hey, chief.” Eris whistled. She was still reclined, but her eyes were open, giving the siren her
full attention. “You said there were new developments? That makes me nervous. What do you
mean by that?”

Instantly, the atmosphere of the room dipped. Seilah bristled, feeling like there was now a draft
that hadn’t been here before. It seems everyone felt it too. With a sigh, Asherah began quickly
debriefing them on the last recon mission the harpies had done with regards to the huntsmen.
The air in the room grew thick with tension. They were all on high alert.

According to the harpies, the huntsmen have not only grown in numbers, but newer, stronger
weapons have been made. The news of fireproof shields made Lark and Mahli scowl. Not only
that, but apparently there were talks about developing gear that would allow them to travel
underwater for long periods of time. Asherah wasn’t the only one who knew the dangers that
could bring.

If the humans managed to get to Atlas, there was no telling what they would do. Killing him was
one thing, but Atlas was all wise and knowing. He knew everything of each court, each species,
each leader and their families. Everything.

Including their weaknesses.

If the humans got to Atlas and tortured him for that kind of information, the war was as good as
over. Thankfully, it seems it was something that was only brought up in theory. No prototypes or
tests yet, but it was only a matter of time.

Catching her lip between her teeth, Seilah couldn’t help feel more and more nervous. The
humans may technically be the weakest species, but they certainly compensated in their military
unit; the huntsmen. She had the unfortunate pleasure of seeing them up close and personal
when they burned down her home. It had been one of the very few times the humans
successfully broke into one of the Courts. Most of the war took place on ‘neutral’ ground, but
sometimes they got bold. A little too bold.



Then there was the raid, only the year before. It had been a massacre for all Courts. Seilah will
never forget how many fair folk had to be buried. Only half of the squad returned. Most in body
bags. She knew the other leaders suffered the losses of their own people too. No one could
ever forget that raid. Seilah seldom wonders if it was a mistake, launching a full scale attack like
that. How much more blood had to spill until this was over? How many battles determined the
winner of a war?

“Lastly,” Asherah’s voice broke Seilah’s train of thought. “It seems our old friend Jaune has
himself a new right hand man.”

The name of the leader of the Court of Wolves made everyone sit up a little straighter. Pouring
water out over the table, Asherah swiped her hand over it. Most forgot that sirens were a
classification of fae too, who held their own magic. It wasn’t nearly as impressive or powerful
with a fae of land like Seilah, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t useful.

The water began to slosh and ripple before it settled, revealing an unfamiliar face. Everyone
leaned over to get a better look.

In the water image, was a man. If Seilah had to guess, in human years he looked around Mahli’s
age. Possibly late twenties? Early thirties maybe? His skin was tanned, face covered in scruffy
facial hair around his jaw and upper lip. It made Seilah’s nose crinkle. All male fae were hairless
on their face, so she never understood the concept of facial hair. His wavy jet black hair was
kept short and pushed out of his eyes. His cold, lifeless eyes. Frowning, the faery queen couldn’
help think he looked so sad.

“I don’t see what his emotional state has anything to do with this, Seilah.” Asherah said,
frowning. Seilah’s breath hitched. She must have spoken aloud. Thankfully, she didn’t dwell on it
long enough for anyone to comment. “However, one thing we can’t ignore is that this huntsman
is dangerous.”

Eris anxiously tapped her fingers against the wooden table. “How so?”

“He took down three of my harpies alone just two days ago.” Vila spoke, stealing the attention of
the room. All of them knew that was a feat of its own. With a nod of permission from Asherah,
she continued. “Not to mention he’s planned and led multiple attacks on civilian fae and weres.
Even attempted to shoot down a dragon, but failed yet got away unscathed. But he was close,
and next time, we might not be so lucky. As well, we believe he was responsible for the attack
on the witch's cargo shipment to the Court of Nightwalkers from last week.”

Mahli’s jaw hit the floor. It took her several seconds to recover from the shock alone, doing little
for Seilah’s anxiety. “He did that? I lost three out of five of my couriers on that mission! And one
who made it back, lost their god damn arm!”



Giving a low whistle, Lark shook his head, cursing under his breath. Aine grant them strength,
even he was nervous. Looking back at the man in the puddle, Seilah clasped her hands
together and sent a silent prayer to her ancestors. Asking them for their guidance on how to
handle this new threat.

“So what I’m hearing is,” Lark murmured, “This guy is just as much of a monster as everyone in
this room. Cool. Ain’t that just fucking peachy.”

“What do we know about him?” Eris asked, ignoring Larks remark. The M word wasn’t
something any of them liked to throw around so easily considering that’s how the humans
seemed to justify their actions.

Because it wasn’t really killing if it’s a monster who’s going down.

Asherah and Vila both sighed. “Not much,” the harpy said. Her voice may have been calm, but
her ruffled feathers said otherwise. “We know he’s not a new huntsman at the very least.
There’s no way someone with his skill level could be a newcomer. Plus, all the humans train
their huntsman from adolescence. This man is most likely in his thirties so it’s safe to say it’s
been at least a decade since he joined. Maybe longer.”

“So he was there for the raid.” Sorin mused. His index finger brushed over his bottom lip, his
head tilted in thought. “I feel someone of his caliber would have stood out at the raid. Yet judging
by everyone’s reactions, none of us recognise this man.”

“What are you getting at exactly?”

Briefly glancing at the witch, Sorin gave a non-commital shrug at her question. His casualness
did nothing to soothe anyone’s anxiety. If anything, it just heightened it. “What I’m getting at is
this man has clearly got shit to prove. He’s not just hunting to protect the humans or for the war.
This is personal to him.” When everyone continued to give him muddled confused looks, he had
to suppress his eye roll. “The little fae said it herself. He’s sad. That look in his eye? That’s the
look of a broken man. An empty shell of who he once was. A man with nothing left to lose. My
only guess is one of our own did that to him. I’d bet anything it went down during the raid.”

The weight of his words hung like lead on the shoulders of everyone in the room. In a war, it
was easy to forget who were the aggressors, and who were the victims. Easy to forget how far
some beings would go in the name of self defence. The way the man was described, Sorin
made him sound like he wasn’t even human anymore. With that in mind, Seilah had to voice the
question she was burning to ask. “How… would you even know all of that?”

A bitter smile creeped across the vampires lips, his pale silver eyes burning into hers so hot,
Seilah could swear Lark was pressed against her once more. “To study others, one must have a
clear understanding of himself first.” he said coldly. “That clear enough for you, your highness?”



Her tongue felt as heavy as lead in her mouth. Sorin’s words were a harsh slap to the face for
the faery queen, leaving her and everyone else speechless. “C-Crystal…” she choked out, mind
racing with the implications of his words. His tone made it clear the topic wasn’t up for
discussion either.

“Mysterious traumatic backstories aside,” Mahli interjected, Seilah never having been more
thankful to hear the voice of a witch in her life. “What else do we know about him? Anything that
will give us an advantage? Weaknesses, old injuries? Fuck it, I’ll even work with his allergies if
that’s all we got.”

Asherah shook her head, causing the witch and everyone else to slump in their seats. This was
getting more stressful than Seilah preferred. If they had something, anything besides what he
looks like, it could possibly gain them some kind of advantage surely.

“We do have one thing,” Vila suddenly held the room in her grasp. ”We have his name.”

There it was! A spark of hope. Names were a powerful thing, Seilah reminded herself. With a
name, not only could they use it as an indentifactor, but also to learn more information about
him. His past. His weak points.

Names were more powerful than others believed. That’s why the fair folk never gave their true
name to anyone. No one in Seilahs own kingdom knew hers. Neither did the other court leaders.
This was the perfect chance for them to nip this soldier in the bud. Even if it did result in guilt
squeezing at her heart.

“Well?” Eris demanded, looking at the harpy expectedly. “What is it? What’s the bastard's name
then?”

As the harpy and siren exchanged looks, a silent back and forth took place while everyone else
held on, waiting with bated breath for the answer they so desperately wanted. When it seemed
a conclusion had been reached, Asherah was the one who spoke, her voice loud and clear,
making sure no one misheard her speech.

“The huntsman's name is Calcifer. Calcifer Ward.”


