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DEDICATION 
 
 

To anyone who feels like they're in too deep to turn things around. You 
always have a choice. That choice can be to fight, and that fight can mean 

everything.
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DON’T MISS THIS PRIOR TITLE BY THE AUTHOR: 
 
 

The Royal Rogue 
(Available Now) 

 
Jaycent Connor was a reluctant prince who refused to assume his father's title after a 

mysterious illness took his parents’ lives. The lords of the land couldn't convince the prince 
to ascend the throne and assume his rightful place as ruler. The harder they tried, the 

farther he seemed to drift into a realm of apathy and solitude.  
 

Then the nightmares began. Terrible, brutal dreams that crossed the threshold into reality 
as the prince found himself waking up to wounds he had sustained in his sleep. Rest 

became impossible as the life of Nevaharday's only heir teetered in the balance. Healers 
were baffled, their remedies useless, so Prince Jaycent took matters into his own hands. 
He sought the help of an outlawed band of horse folk known as "the gypsies." More 

specifically, a green eyed beauty named Levee Tensley.  
 

Together they unraveled the truth. The prince was never ill. Neither were his parents. It 
all led back to the magic and lies of an illusionist bent on seizing his kingdom and 
extinguishing the Connor line. However, the more they uncover, the more they began 

wonder: can they stop him? Or are their efforts too little, too late? 



 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

THE ROGUE RETURNS 

 
 

  “Who is he?” the bartender muttered to the burly fellow sitting on a 

stool in front of him.  

  The patron took a swig of his ale and wiped his mouth, his eyes 

pinned to the average looking man running the counter. “Not sure, Teeg. 

The fellow ain’t much of a talker. He’s a horse-ear. That, I can tell. But he 

won’t say much about himself or what brings him to Velagray.”  

  Teeg shook his head. Velagray wasn’t a city that welcomed strangers. 

Not with the way King Shadow’s militia worked the streets. The more the 

bartender heard about this fellow in the corner, the less he liked. The way 

the stranger slouched with his arms crossed and his stare shrouded by a 

worn cowl was disconcerting. “What’s he do for a livin’?”  

  “He ain’t for tellin’ that either, though I’d put money on ‘em bein’ a 

mercenary of sorts.” 

  “He got a name?” Teeg asked as he poured a glass of wine for another 

patron. 

  “Jaspur,” his buddy grunted. “Or so he says anyway.”  

  Teeg glanced once again at the cloaked figure sitting alone at the table 

in the smoky tavern’s back corner. The stranger had darkened the doors of 

the Armed Maiden for the first time four days ago and had returned to that 

same table every night since. He was silent and unobtrusive, taking a place 

that was out of the way but well within earshot of several of the tavern’s 

patrons.  

  Teeg had seen stake outs like this before and guessed that Jaspur was 
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waiting for something or someone to reveal itself. If it was information he 

was after, the stranger was wasting his time. King Shadow made sure the 

lips of his citizens were tightly sealed. A paranoid ruler with zero tolerance 

for disobedience, Velagrans learned the hard way about the well paid ears 

their king had stationed throughout the city. Dressed like locals and 

travelers, they seized anyone who voiced the slightest dissent toward His 

Majesty. Particularly if one uttered a longing word for the city’s former 

ruler.  

  Teeg had moved to the city formerly known as Nevaharday years after 

Prince Jaycent had lost the throne, but he had learned through others’ 

mistakes that uttering the name favorably guaranteed you a one way trip to 

the gallows. Punishments like this gave Velagray the reputation of being the 

least friendly city in the realm. Few outside tradesmen ever visited anymore, 

finding the locals’ distrust to be uninviting and unprofitable. 

  Needless to say, this shady fellow making the Armed Maiden his new 

haunt did not bode well for Teeg’s nerves, or his business. His patrons had 

visibly thinned as others took note of the tavern’s new regular and his 

disturbing silence. 

  The barkeep needed to have a talk with this stranger. Teeg smirked to 

himself. He did not look forward to the task. The cloaked figure was tall—

unusually so for the horse folk he’d seen here in Velagray. Most rahee, as 

those strange folk called themselves, stood below six feet tall, with ears like 

the fauns sometimes seen in the elven forests. 

  Jaspur was 6’4 and had to duck through the doorway of the Armed 

Maiden. He often kept his ears hidden, but the barkeep could tell he was a 

rahee by the way they poked against the side of his cowl when he heard 

something.  

  The rahee in Velagray were docile enough, but he’d heard stories of 

their kind that lived beyond the city gates. The locals called them gypsies 

because they never stayed in one place, and they were as clever as they were 

dangerous.  

  Mercenary? Gypsy? Rogue? Teeg had several theories on who Jaspur 

could be. None of them gave him the desire to rile this stranger with 

questions, but something had to be done or his tavern would be out of 

business by the end of the week. 

  The barkeep threw down his rag with a sigh. “Guess I’ll have a word 

with him.” 
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  His burly friend offered up a nod and wished him luck as Teeg pushed 

through the half door that separated his bar from the main floor. Wiping 

his hands across his breeches, the barkeep strode over to the hooded figure 

leaning in his chair, its back set guardedly against the wall. “Hey friend, do 

ya mind shedding that hood of yours? You’re scarin’ a few of my regulars.”  

  The stranger sat up and flipped his fur-lined cowl back so that it 

settled across his shoulders. Teeg stiffened. Two bright blue eyes fell upon 

him with a cold indifference, their pale depths contrasted by the brown 

stubble that covered his cheeks and chin. He looked to be in his forties, 

though gray peppering his thin beard hinted toward a hard living.  

  “Better?” the stranger asked. His voice, a calm, smooth tenor, didn’t 

make Teeg feel any safer.  

  “Who are you, if you don’t mind me askin’?” The barkeep tried his 

best to sound polite. 

  The stranger crossed his arms over his chest, revealing two leather 

gauntlets armored with a ridged onyx stone that was unfamiliar to the 

barkeep. “Your friend did not tell you?” He scratched at the scruff around 

his chin. “That was why you sent him over here, was it not?” 

  The barkeep shifted his weight from one leg to the other and shrugged 

nervously. “Is it wrong for me to be concerned with who enters my 

tavern?”  

  “I pose you no threat,” the stranger assured. 

  “Perhaps not, but I have a business to run here… Jaspur, was it?” His 

guest nodded, and Teeg took a seat opposite of him. “I understand you’re 

not from Velagray, but these streets are known to carry spies. It makes folks 

around here suspicious of anythin’ unfamiliar. Now for four days straight 

you walk in here, order a single mug of ale, and sit alone in this corner ‘til 

close. Can you see where I’m going here?” 

  “I am no spy, if that’s what you suspect.” 

  “Perhaps not, but just sayin’ so isn’t goin’ to put these folks at ease.” 

Teeg jabbed a thumb over his shoulder at the customers staring at them 

from several stools by the counter. “My patrons fear ye might be workin’ 

for an unforgiving master. One nobody likes to take risks around. So what 

say you to sharin’ a bit more about yourself?”  

  The rogue’s thin eyebrows dipped over his eyes like two dark shadows. 

“What master is this, that everyone fears him so?” 

  Teeg grunted. “If ye don’t know, you shouldn’t be askin’.”  
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  Jaspur took a sip of his mug. “But I did.” 

  A silence settled between the rogue and the barkeep as Teeg 

considered his words. King Shadow’s spies shouldn’t need confirmation as 

to who it was the people feared. This could be a trick to catch Teeg 

speaking ill of Velagray’s king. “You’re askin’ the wrong man, horse-ear.” 

  Jaspur’s ears flicked back against his skull. “Horse-ear” had become a 

common name for rahee since humans like Teeg began to populate the city. 

It wasn’t considered a kind term.  

  Jaspur narrowed his eyes, and the barkeep swallowed the lump in his 

throat. “Or rahee, if that’s what you prefer. I ain’t meanin’ no disrespect.”  

  The rogue let it go at that. “I lived here once. Before this place was 

called Velagray. I grew up on these streets and drank in this very tavern, at a 

time when the drink was my master.”  

  The barkeep stared at Jaspur for a long time as if he were trying to 

decide whether or not to trust him. “Why come back?”   

  “To see what is left of the city I knew.” 

  Teeg shook his head. “I ain’t for knowin’ what this city was like 

before, but folks ‘round these parts say nothin’ is as it was.” 

  “I am not so certain of that, friend.” There was a dangerous mischief 

behind those cold blue eyes. It was a flicker Teeg thought he’d seen 

somewhere before. “What I see at these tables hints to a familiar spirit. It is 

why I find myself coming back.”  

  “You came back to watch these folks drink their lives away?” Teeg 

shook his head in doubt. 

  “I came back to see if there is anything left worth salvaging.” 

  Teeg stared hard at the stranger in front of him, terrified of what those 

words meant. The barkeep knew what they sounded like. Treason echoed 

like a warning bell inside his head. He stood and nodded toward the front 

door. “I don’t know what you’re gettin’ at, but I think it’s best you be 

leavin’. Now.”  

  “Or what, barkeep?” Jaspur’s voice sounded calm, even humored, 

though Teeg sensed a very real threat behind it. “You will call the guard?” 

The silence between them answered the rogue’s question and Jaspur 

smirked. “You fear them more than you fear me.” 

  “Rightly so,” Teeg rubbed his forehead in frustration. “King Shadow 

and his men are not a force anyone should toy with. Not even you, tough as 

ye seem.” 
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  “Fair enough.” Jaspur cocked his head to the side. “I do not want to 

step on any toes while I am here. Humor my ignorance and tell me, are 

there any places I should avoid?”  

  “I’d say anythin’ inside Velagray’s walls,” Teeg grumbled.  

  “I heard there was a place in the lower quarter where I could find 

relics from a time when this place was still called Nevaharday.” 

  Teeg’s eyes widened and he looked nervously around his tavern. 

Leaning in, he muttered, “Hush about the past if ye know what’s good for 

you. Best stay away from ol’ Rethro’s wares, too. Gettin’ caught with his 

contraband will book ya a ticket to the gallows.” 

  Jaspur nodded, then glanced toward the door. “Warning noted. 

Perhaps I will explore the upper city for a while. Give your establishment a 

reprieve from my presence. It is the least I can do.” 

  Teeg nodded his appreciation. Lowering his voice, he added, “I don’t 

want no trouble here, rahee.” 

  “And no trouble shall be brought, sirrah,” the rogue smiled and stood, 

his towering frame dwarfing the barkeep and robbing him of his courage. 

Teeg’s shoulder’s dipped a little and his hand drooped back onto the table. 

“However, I will be keeping my room in the Armed Maiden for another 

night.”  

  Teeg watched Jaspur pull his cowl back over his face as he made his 

exit, his eyes following the rahee through the window until he melted into 

the shadows of the darkened streets.  

  With a frown, he turned back to the bar where an old horse-ear sat 

hunched over a pint of ale, his glassy-eyed stare lost against the back wall. A 

terrifying understanding began to stir inside the barkeep, for beneath the 

drunkard’s gaze sat the same flicker he had seen in the rogue’s eye. 

  Coals of injustice still burned within the rahee’s hearts. Those old 

enough to remember what this city used to be were still angry and yearning 

for their former freedoms. They sat inside his bar like dry kindling waiting 

for a spark. Why hadn’t he noticed it until now?  

  “What’d ye learn?” the patron Teeg had sent to Jaspur earlier asked as 

he returned to the counter.  

  The barkeep poured himself a shot of liquor and threw it back, letting 

its warmth burn his nerves into bitter resignation. “Business ain’t gettin’ any 

better.” 

* * * * * 
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   Rain beat hard against Velagray’s cobblestone streets, its torrent so 
thick no one noticed the tall figure under a dark brown cowl passing 
through the alleyways. Not that people would care. Anyone foolish enough 
to snoop around the lower quarter deserved whatever they found there. 
  Every city had its poor districts, but Velagray housed the worst of 
them. When the illusionist Shadow Silverhorn commandeered Jaycent 
Connor's throne, he mocked his reign by letting the kingdom’s capital 
crumble into poverty.  
  The city’s downward spiral started when King Shadow enacted the 
Mercy Law, a ruling that gave full pardon to any criminal who swore 
allegiance to him and joined the royal army. As a result, the once-reputable 
metropolis became a hub for illegal services and underground trade, gaining 
it the nickname City of Ill Favors. None walked these streets without 
keeping one hand on their weapons and a wary eye around every corner. 
  The rogue was well aware of the danger here, and yet it didn’t deter 
him. He had recently heard of a black market dealer named Rethro who had 
something he was looking for, and what Jaspur wanted, Jaspur obtained. 
The pale fur lining of his cowl sagged and dripped under the rain, but the 
rogue hardly noticed its weight. He had one focus, and it waited for him 
just beyond the alleyway.  
  Around the corner he found a set of stairs leading to the basement of 
a building that looked long out of commission. Jaspur tip-toed down a set 
of chipped steps, careful not to slip on the water flowing down them. His 
long legs skipped over a rusted drainage grate to land before a wooden door 
reinforced by metal brackets. 
  A quick glance over his shoulder assured him the streets were empty 
except for the steady fall of rain. Jaspur knocked on the door once, then 
thrice, just as his informant had instructed. 
  A small slit opened about eye level, and the rogue found himself 
staring at a mammoth of a man baring a scar over his left eye and nose. He 
grumbled as he studied Jaspur through the slot, his lips half snarled as if he 
found the mere act of knocking on his door offensive.    
  “What do you want?” 
  “Is that how you greet all of your customers?” Jaspur’s tone lacked the 
hesitation the doorman meant to inspire. 
  The overgrown human growled. “My wares are available by invitation 
only, stranger.” 
  “Ah, yes. I am a stranger,” the rogue shed his hood, ignoring the cold 
rain that soaked his mahogany hair. “One that doesn’t accept ‘no’ for an 
answer.” 
  “I know from lookin’ at ye that yer a horse-ear, and that ain’t my kind 
of customer. Take yer business elsewhere.” He flicked the small window 
shut, hoping to end their conversation. 
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  “You have something I want,” the rogue stated through the door. “I 
had every intention of buying the item, though if I must take it by force, I 
will.” 
  There was a long pause. Jaspur shifted his weight onto one leg and 
perched his arm casually against the leather-wrapped hilt poking from his 
scabbard. Eventually, a defeated sigh caught his ears. The rogue smiled as 
the lock slid out of place and the door swung open. 
  Jaspur pushed his way inside, bumping into the doorman. The human 
stumbled back in shock, his hand groping for a dagger that was no longer 
there. 
  “No need for that, Rethro,” the rogue held the dagger he had 
pickpocketed up for the man to see, then tucked it safely into his own belt.  
  “How do you know my name?” the man demanded to know. 
  “The same way I know about the scroll you recently acquired in a card 
game at the Armed Maiden.” Shrugging his cloak behind his shoulders, 
Jaspur calmly approached the frightened man and dangled a small bag of 
gold in front of his nose. “It’s an old piece written in runes you wouldn’t 
recognize. In the corner there is a seal bearing the likeness of a centaur.”  
  “I don't know what yer talkin' about.”  
   All Rethro caught next was the cold ring of a blade singing from its 
sheath. Next thing he knew he was pressed with his back against the 
tabletop and a sword against his neck. “If I were you, I would rethink that 
statement,” the rogue clenched his hand around the man's thick neck. “As 
you do, think hard about the peril of standing between me and something I 
want.” 

 “Okay,” Rethro wheezed. “I'll show ya what scroll I got. It's—” he 
coughed and Jaspur loosened his hold, slightly. “It's in the back.” 
  The rogue grabbed Rethro by the collar and yanked him to his feet. 
Frowning, the man turned and entered a storage room set against the back 
wall. 
  “I give ye the scroll, ye pay me, an’ then you’re gone.” It was supposed 
to be a command, but fear made it sound more like a plea as Rethro pulled 
an old scroll from a shelf. 
  Jaspur stepped into the room, his sharp gaze taking in the contents of 
Rethro’s small treasure trove. He held out his hand and Rethro noted the 
pale white scars crossing his forearms. “Let me see it first.”  
  “Gold b'fore goods.” 
  The rogue’s eyes narrowed into slits and Rethro felt a sudden change 
in heart. He offered him the scroll and Jaspur snatched it from his hands, 
unraveling the parchment. The page was covered in a long series of runes 
marked by the centaur seal he’d been looking for. Angling it against the 
light, he noted the dark purple sheen of ancient re'shahna ink. Satisfied, he 
rolled up the scroll and tucked it into his belt. 
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  “Ye did say ye'd pay,” Rethro reminded.  
  The rogue tossed the small bag of gold to the thief and started for the 
door, but stopped when his hip brushed against a small leather book 
teetering over the side of a table.  
  “What is this?” He picked it up and swept a thick layer of dust from 
the cover. 
  “That ain’t for sale—” 
  Jaspur held up a hand to silence Rethro as he took a closer look. There 
was something familiar about it, but he couldn't place what. The book was 
old and worn, the edges burned as if it narrowly escaped a fire. Running his 
fingers across the cover, he could barely feel an indentation. 
  Opening to the last few pages, he found them blank. “A journal,” he 
muttered as he tore a clean sheet from the back.  
  Rethro sputtered, exasperated. “Damnit, what do you think yer doin’?! 
I got customers who’d pay good coin for stuff like that!” 
  Jaspur ignored the man's protests. The vague familiarity of the book 
nagged at him. Grabbing a piece of charcoal from the ashes of the fireplace, 
he held the parchment against the book's cover and scribbled hard to catch 
the subtle grooves of the engraving. What he found stirred an old, deep-
rooted pain: R.M.  
  The rogue turned and struck the man with such force, he stumbled 
over a chair and through a stack of empty crates. Marching after him, 
Jaspur lifted Rethro off the ground and pinned him against the wall. The 
man's eyes darted back and forth between the threat in Jaspur’s eyes and the 
journal that set him off.  
  “Who did you get it from?” When there was no reply, the rogue 
slammed him like a stack of books. “Give me a name or I will hammer your 
head to the mantel!” 
  “He didn’t give me a name!” Rethro shouted. “He just said he found it 
near the old pyres.” 
  “Why sell this book?” Jaspur demanded. 
  The man shrugged. “It had the Connor family’s seal stamped inside 
the cover. I figured it belonged t’ someone important. Outside o' Velagray, 
collectors pay good money for Nevahardan artifacts since Shadow burned 
most of them.” 
  The rogue sighed and released the man. He pulled two silver coins 
from his personal pouch and slammed them onto the table. “This is more 
than you deserve,” he told him as he tucked the book under his arm. “Take 
it and consider our business finished.” 
  Rethro gasped for breath, his face red with hate. “I’m thinkin’ that 
book’s worth more than a couple silver.”  
  “It’s worth nothing.” 
  “Then why are you so quick to take it?” 
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  “Because some things do not deserve to rot in Velagray.” Jaspur 
strode out the door, and Rethro hadn’t the nerve to pursue him alone.  
  Replacing his cowl, the rogue trudged through the rain until he found 
better streets, then made a beeline for the Armed Maiden. It remained lit 
even this late at night, its doors propped open for any strays that managed 
to stumble in. Jaspur entered and nodded briefly to Teeg before he made 
for the stairs.  
 Approaching the door to his room, he started to pull out the key, but 
paused. Jaspur’s ears drifted low against his mahogany hair. He quickly 
exchanged the key for the sword on his hip. Grasping its pommel, the 
rogue felt heat emanating from the sentient blade he called Lumiere. He 
closed his eyes as he let the sword's undiluted magic slide over his skin and 
into his veins. From there it traveled to his core where it connected with an 
innate strand of magic. Placing his free hand on the door, Jaspur beckoned 
his heightened gift to help him see beyond the thick wood.  
  In his mind, a picture formed like wisps of fog. Gradually, it solidified 
into a dimly lit image. Embers from a dying fire he’d never lit smoldered 
inside the room’s small fireplace. The light was meager, but it glowed 
enough to reveal a tall figure leaning against the table. His form was relaxed; 
casual even, as he waited patiently inside. The intruder wore little more than 
a loincloth made of wolf pelt while his hair, unusually long, fell like a 
forelock over his face.   
  Jaspur pushed open the door. “Tobiano.”  
  “I am here, brother,” the re’shahna replied, his foreign accent 
confirming Jaspur’s guess.  
  The rogue’s fingers slid away from Lumiere. He shrugged the bag 
from his shoulder and tossed it upon the stiff bed. “How did you know I 
was here?” 
  Tobiano looked up from beneath his black and white forelock, a clever 
smile across his lips. “You can hide from many eyes, rogue, but not mine.”  
  Jaspur shook his head, thankful the re’shahna was his companion and 
not his enemy. “Light a candle,” he said. “You will want to see this.”  
  Tobiano cupped his left hand over the candle sitting on the table. With 
his right, he snapped his fingers to produce a small flame he used to ignite 
the wick. A shake of his hand dismissed the spell and he turned to the 
rogue, his face exposed under the candle’s light. 
  Everything about Tobiano’s appearance testified to a strong equine 
heritage. Down his forehead and over his nose ran a black birthmark that 
reminded Jaspur of a horse’s blaze. His hair, too, was shaved on both sides 
to resemble a horse’s mane. Tobiano wore the top long and loose so it 
cascaded from the crest of his head down one of his shoulders and onto his 
chest.  
 Tobiano often called Jaspur “brother,” but he certainly didn’t look the 
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part. The rogue was a rahee, which were cousins of the re’shahna and far 
more human in appearance. Only his hairless, horse-like ears existed to say 
any different. His cowl often hid them, allowing the rogue to pass as a 
human if he kept them flexed against his skull.  
  Tobiano didn’t have that leisure. His markings, fluffy ears, and two-
toned hair robbed him of any subtlety. 
  “You carry the words of our ancestors?” Tobiano’s question amused 
Jaspur. Although the last eighteen years of traveling across cities and 
kingdoms had helped Tobiano develop a better grasp of the common 
tongue, he still spoke in short, awkward phrases. The re'shahna lived an 
isolated life deep in the northern mountains, away from other races, leaving 
them with a limited grasp on the common language.  
  It took a growing threat to lure them back into the civilized world; a 
presence Shadow Silverhorn should rightly fear. Tobiano was a fierce 
leader, second only to an elusive, living legend called “Patchi,” who served 
as the re’shahna’s chieftain. 
  For Jaspur, that legend was a familiar acquaintance even before he had 
become a rogue. He and Patchi had been clashing as polar opposites back 
when Jaspur still lived in Nevaharday. 
  As it’s prince. 
  That was another time. Another life. It had eighteen years since Jaspur 
Clovenhoof was known as Jaycent Connor, prince of Nevaharday. He had 
faked his death and joined the re’shahna so he could get revenge against the 
illusionist that stole his throne and became Velagray’s king. 
  It was not pity that made Tobiano take Jaspur in, but necessity. The 
rahee had long since abandoned their innate magic, but for whatever reason 
their former prince was rich with it. Tobiano had spent years helping the 
royal rogue hone his gift so he could defeat the illusionist, reclaim his 
throne, and retrain the rahee in the ways of old.  
  Jaycent Connor had originally embraced that plan, but Tobiano lost 
him to the entity they now called Jaspur Clovenhoof. Over the years, the 
rogue had buried the remnants of Prince Jaycent under his festering hatred 
for Shadow Silverhorn. 
  Then a week ago, Patchi signaled a private meeting. Their wait was 
coming to a close, he said. It was time the horse folk’s hero stepped out of 
exile and accepted his purpose. 
  Jaspur knew this day would come. He never voiced his feelings, but 
when Patchi looked upon him that night, the rogue wondered if he knew 
the truth. Jaspur’s heart was no longer invested in reclaiming his old throne. 
He saw no point in reviving the past. Everything that defined Nevaharday’s 
spirit for him was gone. Whatever replaced Velagray, on the throne and in 
its streets, would have to be something different; something new.  
  Jaspur didn’t care to be a part of anything new. His only desire was to 
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gain the satisfaction of seeing King Shadow's head on a pike. 
  An exchange was held between Tobiano and Patchi soon after the 
meeting was adjourned. Jaspur stood too far away to catch their words, but 
their glances warned him that something was up. Later that night, he 
questioned Tobiano, but his mentor would not share what he had discussed 
with the chief. He only mentioned the need to find a scroll that once 
belonged to Bresan T’ahnya, the re'shahna's old kingdom.  
  They tracked the keeper of the scroll to his grave in Velagray, only to 
find it had been unearthed by an artifact collector that sold his discoveries 
on the underground market. 
  The lead had led Jaspur to the Armed Maiden, where he had ferreted 
out Rethro’s hideaway and retrieved the stolen scroll. Now that he’d done 
the hard work, Tobiano was here to retrieve it. 
  “You distrust me,” Tobiano moved to sit on the chair beside the 
window, his moss green eyes commanding Jaspur’s attention. The rogue 
settled on the bed across from his mentor, letting one hand rest on his bag 
as he listened. Tobiano hated the common tongue, but they had to make do 
in cities and towns. If one of Shadow’s spies overheard them, they would 
be seized and questioned as rebels. “Why? Your gift, it has grown. With my 
help, you have gained strong magic. We are brothers. Allies.” 
  Jaspur nodded. After Shadow had broken the mental barricade that 
guarded the rogue from his gift, Tobiano had taken him in as a pupil, 
teaching him to control and develop his magic.  
 Jaspur was a dreamer, capable of exploring the past, present, and 
future through visions that came to him when he rested. His sword, 
Lumiere, enhanced that gift, enabling him to see beyond doors and walls 
into places unbidden. For years, Tobiano had helped the rogue hone this 
powerful gift, but lately the re’shahna had all but stopped their lessons. 
Hesitation began to creep into their exchanges, and it became apparent 
through the tension that Tobiano was hiding something. 
  “Perhaps if you told me why I am sneaking around alleyways and 
making deals with thieves just to retrieve a decrepit scroll, I would be more 
trusting.” 
  “Many times, you followed me on unexplained assignments. This is 
different how?” 
  “I don't know,” the rogue muttered. “Between your secret talks with 
Patchi and our awkward silences, I have found myself harboring doubts.” 
  Tobiano cocked his head. “I am your friend…”  
  The rogue pulled the old scroll from his belt and tossed it to the 
re’shahna. “If that is still true, then tell me what this is.” 
  Tobiano caught and unraveled the parchment. When he read over the 
old runes, his mouth dipped in a rare frown. “I do not yet know.” 
  “You do not know?” Jaspur crossed his feet on the bed. “Or you will 



ELIZABETH CARLTON 

12 

not tell me?” 
  Tobiano raised a single brow. “Old runes, these are,” he explained, 
“with coded meaning. Give me time and patience.” 
  Jaspur pulled the journal from his bag as he reclined against the bed. 
“Time, time, time… I have given eighteen years and still you demand 
more.”  
  Tobiano lowered the scroll in his hands when he caught sight of the 
old book. “What else have you found?” 
  “I do not yet know,” the rogue echoed in his best impression of 
Tobiano’s accent. The re’shahna stood and peered over Jaspur’s shoulder 
only to feel a gust of air as the book snapped shut. 
  The re’shahna twitched his dappled ears. “A journal?” 
  Jaspur rolled his eyes. “I found it among Rethro’s hoard of stolen 
goods. It had Rayhan Mendeley’s initials on its cover.” 
  Tobiano took a seat on the edge of the bed. “Your cousin? 
Interesting… his journal finding its way into your hands.”  
  Jaspur clenched his jaw. It had been many years since he had heard 
Rayhan referred to as his kin, yet time had done nothing to dampen the 
memory. “You know what would also be interesting? The sound of 
silence.” 
  Tobiano shrugged and returned to the small table where he unraveled 
the scroll again, lending the rogue some privacy. Jaspur settled with a flat 
pillow at his back and flipped the leather cover open again. 
  Drawings of a dun mare with brown socks, cloven hooves, and an 
elegant horn filled the first few pages. Jaspur remembered her well. She was 
a unicorn. More specifically, an earth elemental named Siabra. She had been 
Rayhan's mount and one of the general's most devoted companions. 
  After Nevaharday fell, Siabra had lingered with Tobiano and the rogue 
for about a month. She walked with her head down and refused to eat. 
Then one morning she was gone. There had been no sign of struggle and 
no trail. The rogue and the re'shahna scoured the northern mountains for 
her, but Jaspur never found out what became of the dun mare. His chest 
tightened at the thought, and he flipped the page, not wanting to think 
about it. 
  Following Siabra were sketches of the royal horse mistress, Arelee 
Denicarli. This reminder was no better. Arelee’s was yet another face that 
haunted Jaspur’s nightmares.  
  She had been a childhood friend of his. Jaspur had convinced his 
father, King Donovan, to let her become the first female to breed and train 
the royal steeds.  
  There had always been something between Rayhan and Arelee that 
Jaspur never quite figured out. Although Rayhan had refused several 
marriages in devotion to an elven lover, there was an intimacy in the candid 
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sketches of Arelee that Rayhan had scribbled here. The rogue brushed his 
fingers over the detail placed in her thick raven curls and chocolate eyes. 
Even on paper, Arelee's expression was full of life.  
  Suddenly, it was hard to swallow. Jaspur’s eyes started to burn with 
unshed tears he stubbornly held back. Rubbing the brown scruff on his 
cheek, he averted his gaze before old attachments could find a steady hold. 
  “Are you okay, Jaspur?” 
  The rogue looked up at the re’shahna who was watching him again. He 
ran his thumb across the page once held by the cousin who had loved him 
like a brother. “The world has grown much darker since Rayhan the 
Chivalrous left it.” 
  “Much has changed,” Tobiano solemnly agreed. 
  Jaspur took a deep breath and turned the page, this one illustrating the 
tall stone walls of Nevaharday’s northern entrance. Behind them, 
cobblestone walkways wound up and around the heart of the city to a castle 
on a hill. Water paint splashed against the walls, displaying a vibrancy of 
color somehow lost under Shadow's reign. “This world hasn't a place for 
his chivalry anymore.” 
 “It has every place,” Tobiano interjected, his tone firm with 
conviction. “Great is the world's need of it.” 
 “You never met my general.”  
  “No,” Tobiano confessed. “But the re’shahna know of Rayhan the 
Chivalrous. His deeds are still sung by bards many times over.”  
  Jaspur Clovenhoof sighed, for none knew the heart of Rayhan 
Mendeley better than he did. The general had trained the prince, loved him, 
and coached him to believe in notions like hope and chivalry.  
  Foolish notions. Jaspur had come to realize their pointlessness when 
Rayhan’s ideals turned Nevaharday’s general into a martyr. The memory 
drove a stake through Jaspur's heart as he recalled Rayhan's murder.  
  Before he could consciously think to stop it, the image of a wine red 
slit carved into the general’s throat flashed in his mind. It commandeered 
his field of vision, his magic pulling the rogue into a vivid recollection of 
Rayhan Mendeley's demise. Jaspur’s heart rate leapt as his breaths came in 
short, quick gasps.  
  “Jaspur…” He heard Tobiano's voice, though it sounded distant. 
“Anchor… Find an anchor.” 
  Jaspur clinched his eyes shut as he heard the gurgles of General 
Mendeley drowning in his own blood. The book slid from his hands and it 
took the dull thud of its pages hitting the ground to remind him of the 
present. He clinched his thick hair in his hands, a strained grunt escaping 
his lips as he focused all of his senses on the physical world around him.  
  “Come back,” Tobiano’s voice was louder now as the rogue felt the 
memory fading. He slowly loosed his hands from his hair, suddenly aware 
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of the sweat that drenched his brow. He could hardly breathe, but the 
memory had passed. He looked up to see Tobiano’s worried face and found 
two calloused hands gripping his shoulders. Their eyes met and the 
re’shahna sighed in relief. “I warned you about harbored emotions. How 
many times must I do so again?”  
  “Why do you think I aim to forget them?” the rogue muttered as he 
jerked away from the re’shahna’s touch. 
  Tobiano leaned down to pick up the journal that had triggered the 
terrible memory. “The past is not what harms you,” he brushed the dust 
from the leather cover, his expression solemn. “It is the guilt you attach to 
it.” 
  “Guilt which I have earned,” the sharp edge in Jaspur's words made 
Tobiano stand a little straighter. His light green eyes stared hard at the rahee 
he had taken under his tutelage. “There is no forgiveness for what 
happened the night Shadow stole my throne. I will kill him. He will suffer 
just as my cousin suffered.”  
  “Fine is the line between vengeance and justice,” Tobiano replied. 
“Blur it and you become no better than him.” 
  Jaspur plopped back against his pillow without reply.  
  The re’shahna knew a futile lecture when he saw one. He returned to 
the tiny table by the window. “You should rest.” 
  Jaspur was too tired to disagree. It had been two days since he’d had a 
real night’s sleep. Rolling onto his side, he let fatigue wrap his body like a 
blanket.  
  Meanwhile, Tobiano focused again on the scroll. The re’shahna leaned 
into the light of the candle, his attention engrossed in the runes beneath his 
hands. His heel tapped an anxious rhythm against the chair leg as he 
worked through thoughts troubled by the contents of the scroll. He read it 
once, twice, then three times, trying to wrap his head around his chief’s 
intentions.  
  Unbeknownst to the re'shahna, a vision knocked upon Jaspur’s 
magical senses as sleep tightened its grip over his consciousness. Jaspur 
looked through the peep hole in the fortified door that guarded his mind. 
On the other side sat a forest. Curious, he opened the door.  
  Darkness became a blur of colors and foreign smells as Jaspur felt his 
spirit falling through a canopy of red leaves into a host of trees thick with 
untamed magic. 
  He knew how to plant his will, shutting the mental door between 
himself and a vision. But just as he was about to do so, he heard a voice he 
hadn’t heard in a very long time.  
  “Jaycent.” 
  Pain struck his heart, and he faltered just long enough for the vision to 
take hold. It was like tripping over a tree root as Jaspur tumbled into its 
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grip. Within seconds, he became an invisible passenger to an event thirty-
three years into the past.  

 

 


