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Abstract

This translation project is dedicated to exploring the challenges of reproducing
emotionally colored narrative in romantic fantasy fiction through the Ukrainian translation of
Marion Blackwood's novel Empire of Flame and Thorns. The project focuses on analyzing the
stylistic devices that generate emotional expressiveness in the source text — parallelism, somatic
imagery, and retort — and on identifying effective translation strategies for their reproduction in
Ukrainian. Accordingly, the translation project consists of an introduction, two chapters,
conclusions, and a list of references.

The first chapter contains the author's translation of five chapters of the novel
presented in a parallel-text format. The primary objective of this translation was to preserve the
emotional impact, ironic narrative voice, and rhythmic qualities of the original text.

The second chapter offers a detailed analysis of the translation decisions made to
reproduce the emotional coloring of the text, applying the translation technique classification of
Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002). Special attention is given to the systematic replacement of
English dialogue quotation marks by Ukrainian em dashes as a text-level domestication strategy
and to the translation challenges this substitution generates. This project will be valuable for
literary translators and researchers working with romantic fantasy fiction.

Keywords: romantic fantasy, emotional coloring, translation transformations, parallelism,
retort, somatic imagery, domestication.

AHoTaIis

[eit mepekyaganbKuii TPOEKT MPUCBSIUYCHUNA JOCTIHKEHHIO OCOOIMBOCTEH BIITBOPCHHS
€MOLIIHO 3a0apBJIEHOrO0 HAppaTUBY B POMAaHTHYHOMY (PeHTEe31 Ha MPHUKIALl YKpaiHCHKOTO
nepeknany pomany Mapion brexByn «Empire of Flame and Thornsy». IIpoekT 30cepemxyeTbes
Ha aHaji3l CTHJIICTHYHUX 3ac00iB, 110 (HOPMYIOTH €MOLIHHY BUPA3HICTh OPUTIHAIBHOTO TEKCTY
— TapalemizMy, COMaTUYHOI OOpa3HOCTI Ta PETOpYy, — a TAaKOX Ha BU3HAYEHHI €(PEKTUBHHMX
NEepeKIaallbKuX CTpaTerii Uit iX BIATBOPEHHS YKpAiHChKOIO MOBOW. BinmosinHo,
nepeKIagalbKiuii TPOEKT CKJIAJAE€ThCsl 31 BCTYIy, JBOX PO3MUIIB, BHUCHOBKIB Ta CITHUCKY
BUKOPHCTAHUX JKEPE.

[lepmuit po3aisT MPOEKTY MICTHTh ABTOPCHKUHM TEpeKyIaa M'SITH PO3AUIIB POMaHy Yy
dopmati mapanenbHOro Tekcty. OCHOBHUM 3aBJIaHHSIM IPH BUKOHAHHI LHOTO IMEpekaay Oyino
30epeKEHHSI EMOIIHHOTO BIUIMBY, IPOHIYHOTO TOHY HApaTOPCHKOTO TOJIOCY Ta PUTMIYHHX
0COOIMBOCTEH OpUTiHATY.

Jpyruii po3aiin NponoHye AETalbHUN aHali3 MepeKiIaJalbKuX pillleHb, TPUHHIATHX JUIs
BIITBOPEHHSI EMOIIMHOTO 3a0apBJIEHHS TEKCTY, 13 3aCTOCYBaHHSAM Kiacu(ikaiii TexHiK
nepeksany Momiau ta Yprago Anws6ip (2002). Oxkpema yBara nmpuIiIsS€ThCS CHCTEMHIN 3aMiHi
AHIIIHCHKUX JIAMIOK YKPATHCHKUM THpPE SIK TEKCTOBiil cTparerii JoMecTHKaIii Ta MOB'A3aHUM i3
HEI0 TMepeKyIafialbkuM BUKIHKaM. Lleil mpoekT Oylae KOPUCHHM ISl TIEpeKIafadiB XyIOKHBOI
JiTepaTypH Ta JOCHITHUKIB IepeKialy POMAaHTUYHOTO (heHTe31.

KitouoBi cnmoBa: pomanTHyHe (eHTe3l, eMmoliiiHe 3a0apBieHHS, MepeKIaaanbKi
TpaHchopmMallii, mapasnesnizm, peTop, COMaTH4YHA 0OPa3HICTh, JOMECTHKALIS.
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Introduction

The translation of contemporary popular fantasy fiction into Ukrainian has emerged as a
significant area of practical and theoretical interest in recent years, as the genre has attracted a
rapidly growing readership in Ukrainian-language publishing. Works of romantic fantasy — a
subgenre characterized by the combination of secondary-world world-building with emotionally
intense first-person narration — present particular challenges for translators, as their defining
stylistic qualities depend on the precise calibration of register, thythm, and affective resonance.
These qualities are not incidental features of the text but constitute its literary identity: a
translation that renders the propositional content accurately while flattening the emotional
coloring of the narration produces a text that is, in an important sense, not the same work.

The present translation project addresses these challenges through the Ukrainian
translation of selected chapters from Empire of Flame and Thorns (2023), the opening volume of
a romantic fantasy series by the Swedish self-published author Marion Blackwood. The novel is
narrated in the first person by Selena Gale, a young fae woman living under the authoritarian rule
of the dragon-shifter Iceheart Dynasty, and it employs the characteristic stylistic contrast of the
genre: formal, quasi-archaic diction for world-building and institutional description set against a
contemporary, ironic, and viscerally expressive narrative voice. This contrast, together with the
text's systematic deployment of parallelism, somatic imagery, and witty dialogue retort,
constitutes the emotionally colored dimension of the narrative that the present project aims to
analyze and reproduce.

The object of research is the emotionally coloured narrative of Empire of Flame and
Thorns by Marion Blackwood

The subject of research is challenges of rendering he emotionally coloured narrative of
the source text into Ukrainian

The aim of the project is to analyze the translation techniques employed to convey the
emotionally coloured narrative Into Ukrainian language.

To achieve this aim, the following objectives were established:

1) to provide translation of the text considering specifics of the romantic fantasy genre;

2) to identify and describe the primary mechanisms of emotional colouring in Empire of
Flame and Thorns and to establish their functional roles in the text;

3) to account translation decisions made and analyze translation techniques applied in the
process of rendering text into Ukrainian.

The research material consists of the source text of Empire of Flame and Thorns by
Marion Blackwood and its Ukrainian translation by the author of this project.

The structure of the translation project consists of an introduction, two chapters,
conclusions, a list of references, and appendices.

The translation project consists of 34 pages of the actual translation and 11 pages of the
translator's analysis. The source text consists of 11,833 words and 62,852 characters with
spaces, and the target language translation consists of 8,993 words and 57,424 characters with
spaces.



Chapter 1. Translation of Empire of Flame and Thorns by Marion

SL Text

CHAPTER ONE

You’d think that being a part of a badass secret resistance
movement would involve something a lot more glamourous than
sitting on a cold stool, wrist-deep in fish guts. But apparently not.

Shifting my weight on the wooden stool, I discreetly scan the
street around me for dragon shifter patrols while I continue to gut the
mountain of fish waiting for me in the buckets below my stall. Only
other fae like me occupy the street at the moment. Or maybe not
exactly like me. As far as I know, the young brown-haired guy a little
farther to my left is the only other member of our resistance group out
here. Everyone else on this particular street is a civilian. Mostly
because the real action, the actual important work that the resistance is
doing, is taking place inside the building behind me.

A chilly fall wind whirls down the street, tugging at my clothes
and my long silver hair. I resist the urge to raise my hand and push a
stray strand out of my face since it would only smear fish guts across
my cheek. Instead, I flex my cold fingers around the knife handle in an
attempt to get some warmth back into my hands.

Gutting fish might not be the most desirable job ever, but after
the dragon shifters slaughtered all the dragon riders and conquered the
Seelie Court, we lost the ability to decide our own lives, so I can’t
really choose anything else. It has been millennia since then, and
generations have come and gone for both our races, but they still rule
over us with the same brutal iron fist.

TL Translation

PO3/IL IEPIIUIA

Tu 6 moaymaB, 110 y4acTh y KPyTOMY Ta€EMHOMY PYCi OIOpY
nependayae 110Ch 3HAYHO OUIBII e(QeKTHe, HIK CHJIHHA Ha
XOJIOAHOMY TalypeTi Mo JIKOTh Yy pHO’SuMX HyTpoluax. Aje, sk
Oauw, Hi.

[lepecyHyBIINCh Ha JepeB’STHOMY CTUIBYHMKY, S HETOMITHO
OIISIal0  BYJUWIIO  HaBKOJO cebe B MOMIyKax  MaTpyss
JPaKOHIB-TIEPEBEPTHIB, BOAHOYAC MPOIOBKYIOUM IOTPOLIUTU TOpPY
puodH, 110 YeKae Ha MEHEe B Biapax mij mpuiaBkoM. Hapasi Ha Bynuii
— gume iHmi ¢ei, Taki, 9K 1. AGO... MOXJIHMBO, HE 30BCIM TaKi.
Hackinpku MeH1 BiJOMO, MOJIOAMMN IIAaTE€H TPOXH JIBOPYY — €AUHUN
IHIIMH 4IeH HaIIoro pyxy omnopy TyT. YCi iHII Ha Wil ByIuIi —
uuBLIbHI. [lepeBakHO TOMyY, WO CIHpaBXHsS po0OTa, CIpaBXKHI
BXJIMBI CIIPaBH OMOpPY BIAOYBArOTHCS BCEpPEAMHI OYIIBII 32 MOEIO
CIIHHOIO.

XonogHU OCIHHIN BITEp KPYXJIS€ BYIMLEI, CMUKAIOUU 3a
Mill omAar i goBre cpibne Bomoccs. S cTpuMyro OaskaHHS BIAKHUHYTH
nacMo 3 00JIMYYS — BOHO TUIBKH pO3Maxke pul’sidy CIM3 MO HIOII.
3aMicTh IIBOTO 3TMHAI0 3aMep3Ji Majblli Ha pykKiB’I HOXa,
HaMararoyuch MOBEPHYTH XOU TPOXH TEILIA.

[Torpomrinns pubu — He HalOaxaHima poOoTa B CBITi, aje
Ticas TOTO, K JPAKOHHU-TIEPEBEPTHI BUpI3QIH BCIX
BEPIIHHKIB-IpaKkoHiB 1 miaxopwimm nBip Cimi, MU BTpaTWIM TIPaBO
BUpINIYBaTH BIACHI JOdi, TOXX OOWparh OcCOOIMBO HEMa 3 4YOro.
MuHy0 BXe KiJTbKa TUCSYOIITh, NPUHAIILIN ¥ MIIUTH MIOKOIIHHS 000X



But not for long. Or at least, not if we can finally organize a
strong enough resistance to overthrow them.

I cast a discreet but very longing glance up at the windows high
above me. The leaders of the resistance are meeting somewhere in
there. Plotting. Scheming. Discussing crucial plans and making
important decisions. I so desperately want to be in there. But instead,
I’m out here. Gutting fish.

A faint clanking sound comes from the left. My heart leaps into
my throat, and I snap my gaze towards it. Jeiman, the young
brown-haired guy who is also watching the street, frantically tries to
straighten the stack of copper pots that he almost knocked over.

I shoot him a look before returning my gaze to the street.

Mabona’s tits, how did I get stuck with him for this job? I’ve
been working for the resistance for years, and yet I’m still assigned as
a lookout together with this damn rookie who started last month. I
should have moved up the ranks by now. I should be inside, helping
them plot and scheme. Not sit out here as if I’'m some fresh recruit that
needs to prove herself. I have proven my loyalty. And yet, they still
don’t trust me.

Stabbing my knife into the wooden board before me, I blow out
a bitter sigh before reaching down to switch from the now empty
bucket to one filled with dead fish. Another cold wind rushes between
the buildings. The few fae civilians who are walking down the street
flip their collars up against the chill. One particularly
miserable-looking guy stops right in the middle of the road and heaves
an endless sigh.

Behind me, warmth and the soft murmur of voices spill out
from the door to the tavern. The miserable-looking fae man turns
towards it. Then he abandons whatever it was that he was doing and

pac, ajie BOHU W JJOCI TPaBISATh HAMU TI€K0 K KOPCTOKOIO 3aJ1i3HOIO
PYKOIO.

Ta ne HamoBro. AGO MpUHAWMHI — HI, SKIIO MU HapemTi
30epeMo CHJIbHUN CIPOTHB 1 MOBAIUMO iX.

S xugaro HEMOMITHUH, aje HaI3BUYaHO TYKJIUBUHN OIS HA
BiKHa BHCOKO HaJ coOoro. Jlimepu omopy nech Tam. [lmaHyroTb.
[Tneryts iHTpUru. OOrOBOPIOIOTH BAXIMBI KPOKH W yXBaJIOIOTh
JIOJICHOCHI pimeHHs. S Tak BimualaymHO Xody OyTH Tam. Aue
HaTtoMicTh s TyT. [loTpomry puby.(1)

Jlenp ayTHUN Ops3KIT monuHae 3iiBa. Jlemp 4yTHHN Ops3KiIT
nonuHae 3miBa. Ceplie 3pUBA€ETHCS B TOPJO, 1 S Pi3KO IMOBEPTAIO
rojoBy. Jl>keiimaH, TOM caMUii MOJIOJUM IIATEH, IO TEX CTEKUTH 3a
BYJIMIICI0, CYJOMHO HAMAara€ThCsl BUPIBHATH CTOC MiJHUX TOPIIHKIB,
AK1 MaJlo He MoBajuB. Sl KuJar Ha HHOTO MOIVISA 1 MOBEpPTAIOCs 10
CIIOCTEPEKEHHS 32 BYJIHUIICIO.

Ceati rpynn MabGoHu, YoMy MeHE MOcCTaBwid 3 HuM? S
MPAIIOI0 HA OIip POKaMH, a MEHE BCE OJTHO MPHU3HAYAIOTh Y HATIsI1adi
3 IIUM HOBOOpAHIEM, SKUW MPUUIIOB JIUIIE MUHYJIOTO Micsis. S
JaBHO Manma O migHATHCS paHnroM. Mama 6 OyTu BcepemuHi,
JIOTIOMaraTH TUIaHYBaTH ¥ TUIECTH IHTPUTH. A HE CHAITH TYT, HIOU s
SKach CBDKEHbKa PEKpyTKa, sAKiil Tpeba cebe nmoBoautu. S mosena
CBOIO Bi/IJIaHICTh. AJle BOHU J0CI MEH1 HE IOBIPSIOTh.

BerpomuBIM HiXK y JepeB’siHy JOLIKY, S BaXKKO 3iTXal0 H
TATHYCSl BHM3, 100 TMOMIHATH TOPOXKHE BIAPO HA TE, MO TOBHE
MepTBOi pubOu. Mix OyIiBISAMU 3HOBY IPOCBUCTYE XOJIOIHHI BiTEp.
Kinpka (elt-uuBiIbHUX, 10 MPOXOASATH TOB3, MiAINMAIOTh KOMIpH,
paTytouuch Bin xomoxy. OauH ocobnuBo HemacHuii-looking deit
3YNUHIETbCS MOCEPE IOPOrH Ta BUAAE HECKIHUCHHUM, PUPEUCHUI
3ITX.



instead marches straight through the door and into the tavern’s alluring
warmth.

I can’t really blame him. It’s an overcast and chilly afternoon,
and the winds that keep rushing between the rows of wooden buildings
aren’t exactly helping either. I once more flex my hands to get some
warmth back into my fingers while wishing that I was indoors, doing
something important at the meeting upstairs.Though I suppose I can’t
be too bitter about the fact that the higher-ups still don’t trust me. They
barely trust each other. They always wear masks at their meetings so
that no one knows who they really are. It’s to keep the resistance safe
in case one of them is captured. If they don’t even know who their
co-conspirators are, they can’t have that information tortured out of
them by the Shadow of Death.

A ripple pulses through the air. My breath catches.

There is no sound.

No movement.

Nothing in sight.

But something is wrong. I can feel it.

The fae on the street tense up. Then quickly hurry down the
road.One second later, a dragon shifter patrol rounds the corner and
marches onto the street.My heart jerks.

Shit.

While twisting as if reaching for another fish to gut, I discreetly
smear some of the slimy stickiness that coats my fingers on the
window behind me. Another lookout, who will be mixed in with the
civilians inside the tavern, will see that mark and sprint upstairs to
inform the leaders of the resistance that it’s time to get the hell out.

3a MO€I0 CIWHOIO TeIjie CBITIO ¥ TUXWHA TOMIH TOJOCIB
MIPOCOYYIOThCS 3 JABepel TaBepHU. HemacHuii deli moBepTaeThCs 10
Hux. lloTiM kupmae Bce, mo poOuB, 1 pimryye 3aXOQUTh y ABEpI,
IIYKaIO4YH MOPSITYHKY B TEILI.

S 6 i cama He BigmoBmiacsa. HeGo 3arsirmyre Xmapamu,
XOJIOHO, BITEp Ha BY3bKil BYJHIl TUIBKH 3aroCTPIOE HEMPHUEMHI
BiqUyTTsA. S 3HOBY pyxal pyKaMH, HaMaralmuuch XO4 TPOXH iX
3irpiTH, BOAHOYAC Oa)karoud, 1mo0 Moria OyTH BCEpEeIuHI — POOUTH
I0Ch B)KJIMBE HAa HapaJli Haropi.

Xoya, MaOyTbh, HE BapTO HAJATO OOpa)kaTHCS HA TE, IO CTapIIi
JI0ci MeHi He JIOBipstoTh. BoHN Maiike HikoMy He AOBipsitoTh. Ha Beix
iXHIX 3ycTpidax yci HOCSATh MacKH, IIOOM HIXTO HE 3HAB, XTO KHM €
HacripaBni. Lle ans Oe3mexku omopy — SKIIO KOTOCh CXOIUISTH, Y
HBOTO HE 3MOXYTh BUOWUTH iH(OpMAIIiIO TIPO 1HIIHMX, 00 BiH MPOCTO i1
He Mae. OcoOnuBo komu katye caM Tinb CMepTi.

[ToBiTpst panTOM 3MPHUTAETHCA.

Sl 3araMOBY10 OAMX.

Hewmae 3Byky. Hemae pyxy.

Hemae Hidoro BuanMoro.

Aue mochk He Tak. S BiguyBato 11e.

@ei Ha By/nIMIlI MUTTEBO HANPYXyIOThCs. [10TiM MBHUIKO Iy Th
reTh.3a CeKYHIy Ha po3i 3 SIBISIETHCS ATPYJIb APAKOHIB-TIEPEBEPTHIB.

Moe ceplie pUBKOM 3yIIMHSAETHCS.

Yopr.

Hi6u tarny4nch 3a HOBOIO puOOIO, s HEMOMITHO 3MAIlylo
CIM3bKI HYTpPOIIl 3 TAajbIliB HAa BIKHO Mmo3amy cebe. [Hmmumi Ham
Harsigay, Sk nepeOyBae cepell LMBUIBHMX Y TaBEPHI, NMOMITUTh
MITKY 1 TOODKUTH HAropy MONepeAnTH JIiEPiB, 10 YaC BUOUPATHUCS.



I keep an impassive expression on my face as I pick up the fish
that I pretended to reach for while keeping one eye on the dragon
shifters.

They look like humans. Or at least what I think humans look
like, since I have never seen one in real life. Only fae live in the Seelie
Court. Well, fae and some shifters from the Red Dragon Clan who are
here to make sure that we remain exactly where they want us. Which is
on our knees and underneath their heel.

Gray light from the overcast sky falls on their red leather armor
as they continue in my direction. Thankfully, they don’t appear to be in
a hurry. If they continue at that pace, our resistance leaders will be able
to leave the building by the back door before they can make it inside
the tavern.

I place the fish I picked up on the wooden board of my stall.
Now, I just need to—

A loud clattering noise explodes across the street.

I whip my head around.

To my left, Jeiman has leaped to his feet, knocking over the
pile of copper pots in his haste. Panic is written all over his face. His
gaze darts down to the metal pots, which are still bouncing and rolling
across the cobblestones. Then he casts a panicked glance at the patrol
that has turned to stare at him from farther up the street.

Don’t, I beg silently in my mind while trying to catch Jeiman’s
eye. Please, don’t—

He bolts into the tavern.

Fuck.

The dragon shifters lurch into motion as well. With one hand
on their swords, they pick up the pace and stalk after him. Suspicion
swirls in their eyes.

51 30epirar0 He3BOPYLIHUI BHpa3 oOmuy4s i Oepy pudy, 3a
AKOI0 HIOWTO TATHYNAcs, BOJHOYAC OJHUM OKOM CTeXKauu 3a
narpyJiem.

Bonu Burmsgarots sk moau. [IpuHaiiMHI, SIK s ySBIISIO JIFOIEH
— aJoKe Hikosn He Oauwmiia iX Hacnpasai. Y aBopi Cifi )KUBYTS JIMIIIE
dei.

Hy, ¢ei ta nexinpka mnepeBeptHiB i3 Kiany YepBonoro
HpakoHa, siki crexarb, 00 MU 3aJUIIANUCS caMe Tam, Jie iM
noTpidHO.

Ha xosmigax 1 1mig IXHbOXO I1°ATOXO.

Cipe cBiTIIO TOXMYpOTo HeOa BiJOMBAETHCS HA IXHIX YEPBOHUX
MIKIpSHUX OOJNaJyHKaX, 1 BOHU PYyXarOThCA B MOEMYy HampsMKy. Ha
IacTs, HE MOCHIMIAITh. SKIO TPUMATUMYTh TaKUW TEMI, JiAepU
OMOpPY BCTUTHYTH BHUMTHU YOPHUM XOJOM /IO TOTO, SIK BOHU 3aUJyTh Y
TaBEpPHY.

S xnany puObHMHY Ha JIOIIKY.

Tenep MeHi TUIIAIOCS JTUTIIE—

['yanamil Ops3KIT pO3PHUBAE THIILY.

41 pi3ko oBepTaro TOJOBY.

3nmiBa J[xeitmaH yXe CTOiTh, MEPEKUHYBIIN KyIy MiTHUX
Ka3aHiB.

Ha o6nny4i — nanika.

loro morsa MeTaeThes BiJl TOPIIMKIB, IO BCE I CTPUOAIOTH
1o OpyKIBIIi, 1O MATPyJIsl, IKKK TeTep JUBUTHCS MPOCTO HA HBOTO.

He Tpeba, Gmarato st mogymMku. By nacka, TiTbku He—
Bin 3puBaeThCs i O1KUTH y TaBEpHY.
brsixa.



I have to suppress the urge to growl in frustration. Jeiman
might as well have put up a bloody sign that says: suspicious shit is
happening in here. Why did they have to assign such a rookie as my
lookout partner?

Quickly wiping off my knife, I hide it in my clothes and then
dunk my hands into the bucket of water to clean off any traces of fish
guts. Then I slip away from my place on the stool and disappear in
through the side door while the soldiers aren’t looking. I need to find a
way to stall them inside the tavern so that our leaders can get out
unseen.

Warm air hits me like a vibrating wall as I sneak into the
packed tavern. After the long hours gutting fish in the crisp air outside,
the warmth is almost suffocating.

I flick a quick glance around the room. As always, most people
are already deep in their cups despite it only being afternoon. A fire
burns in the hearth by the opposite wall, bathing the room both with
golden light and warmth. At the bar, the tavern keeper is pouring
drinks as if nothing is wrong.

My stomach flips when I notice that there is a small gap in the
door that leads to the stairwell and the secret back door. Through it, I
spot someone in a cloak and mask shoving Jeiman up against the wall
in what is no doubt rage and panic. Behind them, the other leaders of
the resistance are still sprinting down the steps, trying to escape before
the patrol barges in. I need to—

The front door of the tavern is yanked open.

Dread pulses through my chest as the soldiers in their blood red
leather armor stalk into the room.

Dead silence spreads like a wet blanket across the whole
tavern.

Jpakonu Tex kuparoThcs Brepen. IlokmaBmm pyku Ha Mmeui,
BOHU TIPUCKOPIOIOTHCS U 1yTh CITijloM 3a HUM. [1imo3pa manae B ixHixX
oYax.

S crpumytro puk Bimuaro. J[keliMaH Mir OM IIPOCTO MOBICUTH
BUBICKY: «TyT TBOpUTBCA Mino3piie naitHo». YoMy BOHM MPU3HAYMIH
MEH1 TaKOro HoBavka?

[[IBuaKO BHUTEpIIN HIXK, S XOBAKO MOTO IiJl OIAT 1 3aHYPIOIO
pYKH B BipO 3 BOAOI, 100 3MUTH pemTkd pubu. IloTim THXO
31CKOB3YI0 31 CBOTO CTUIBISI W TMPOIIMHUIYIO y OOKOBi JIBEpi, MOKH
cojaTu He AMBIATHCS. MeHi Tpeba 3arpumard iX y TaBepHi
JIOCTaTHBLO JIOBTO, 100 HAIIIi JIiIEPH BCTUTIN BUCIU3HYTH.

Terute MoOBITPS HAKpPUBAa€E MEHE, HaU€ CTiHA, KOJIU 5 KpaJbKoMa
3aXO/DKY JI0 3alOBHEHOI TaBepHU. [licias MOBrux roguH Ha XOJOMII
TEIJIO MAMKe TyLIUTh.

ITorns MBHAKO KOB3a€ KIMHATO. K 3aBKau, OLIBIIICTE BXKE
HAMIAMUTKY, X04a III¢ JIUIIe AeHb. Y BOTHHIII Ha NajbHIHM CTiHI Majae
BOTOHb, 3aJIMBAIOYN 3aly 30JI0TUM CBITVIOM. TpakTHpHUK 3a Oapom
HAaJIMBA€ HAIoi, HIOM HIYOI0 HE CTalOCs.

JKUBIT CTUCKAETHCS, KOJIU S TMOMIYal0 HEBENIUKY LIMApHHY Y
JIBEPSIX, 10 BEAYTH IO CXOAIB 1 TaeMHOTO BUX0ay. Kpisb Hei st Oauy, sk
XTOCh y IJIamii ¥ macui nputuckae J[xeliMaHa 10 CTIHM — SIBHO 31
370CTi Ta maHiku. [lo3amy HHMX iHIII JiJEpH OMOpY Bce IIe Oikarh
YHHM3 CXOJAaMHU, HAaMaralouuch yTEKTH, MEPII HIXK MaTPysb YBIPBETHCS.
Meni Tpeba—

BxinHi aBepi pi3KO pO3UUHSIOTHCS.

XBWIsL  CTpaxy TIPOHHM3yE MEHE, KOIM CONJaTH B
KPHBABO-UYEPBOHUX O0JIQyHKaX 3aXO/STh yCEPEAUHY.

MeptBa THIIIa TTaJa€ Ha 3a71y, HIOW MOKpa KOBJIpa.



The fae who were drinking close to the door shrink back and
lower their gazes, trying not to draw attention even though they’re just
normal civilians. By Mabona, if they only knew that they are not the
ones who need to hide right now.

A man with blond hair, who appears to be the captain and
leader of the patrol, sweeps his hard gray eyes over the room.

“What’s going on here?”

No one even dares to breathe.

From this angle, I can still see our leaders quietly running down
the stairs and out the back door. It’s not visible from where the patrol
is, because the door is thankfully blocking the view from that angle.
But if they move a little closer, they will see it. And then, we will be
well and truly fucked.

I need to do something.

The captain takes a step forward.

Snatching up a glass of liquor, I adopt a drunk expression and
walk straight towards the soldiers.

Since everyone else is sitting still and quiet, my movements
draw their attention immediately. I make sure to keep my steps a little
wobbly and my hips swaying a lot more than necessary. The captain
narrows his eyes at me.

“Wow,” I say, coming to a halt in front of him. I make my voice
breathless as I tilt my head back to look up into his stern face. “You’re
hot.”

Shock pulses across his features, and he jerks back a little.
Whatever he had been expecting me to say, that had apparently not
been it. Clearing his throat, he draws his eyebrows back down in a
scowl.

“I said,” he begins, his voice once more filled with menace.
“What’s going on in here? And where’s the guy who rushed in here?”

®ei  Oinst  ABeped  OMYCKalOTh TOMISAIN, CTHCKAKOTHCS,
HaMararo4yuch HE TMOTPANUTH IIiJ] yBary — Xo4a BOHH IPOCTO
LIUBLIBHI.

Marinko MaboHO, SKOM BOHH TIJIBKH 3HAJIH, 110 CaMe HEe BOHU
MAaIOTh XOBATHUCS 3apas.

brnoHauH, CXOKWH Ha KaliTaHa maTpyis, ONISIAE 3ail
CTaJICBUMH OYHMaA.

— o TyT BinOyBaeTbCs?

HixTo HaBiTh He auxae. 3 MOro micus s J0ci Oady, sSK Harrl
Jiiepu TUXO 3HHUKAIOTh y 4opHOMYy mpoxoxai. [larpyms 1mporo He
0aunTh — ABEP1 3aCTYNAIOTh OIS, AJie BapTO IM 3p0OUTH IIe KiJTbKa
KPOKiB — 1 Bce. MU npormnaiu.

S maro mock 3poOUTH.

Karmitan poOUTh KpOK yriepes.

Xarmarmuu KeauX BHHA, S BMHUKAIO IT'STHHH BUPa3 1 BUXOIKY
MPOCTO JI0 HUX.

OcCKUTbKM BCl IHINI CHIOATHP MOBYKH, MOI pPyXH Bipasy
MPUBEPTAIOTh yBary. I poOir0 KPOKH XUTKUMH, a CTETHAMHU PyXaro
3aiiBe TpaiiuBo. Kamitan 3Byxye oui.

— Oro, — Kaxy s, 3yIMHUBIIKNCH Tiepe] HUM. S poOItro Tosioc
TPOXHU 3aXPUILIUM, ITiTHIMAIOYH TOJIOBY, 100 MISHYTH HOMY Y Bidi. —
Bu rapsiumii.

[llox mpoxomuTh TO #oro oOmuy4dro. BiH BigcaxyeThcs.
OueBUIHO, HE ITLOTO BIH OYiKyBaB MOuyTH. [IpokanuisiBIIUCH, BiH
3HOBY HaMaraeThCs 310paTtu CyBOPHIA BUTTISL.

— S ckazaB: mo TyT BinOyBaeThes? I e xnonenp, 1mo 3abir?
S po3yapoBaHO CKPHUBIIIOCA.



I make a disappointed noise. “Oh, you’re into guys? That’s
such a shame.”

One of the soldiers chokes on his breath.

The captain’s cheeks flush bright red, and he splutters out,

“No, that’s not what [—”

“Because you have such a handsome face,” I continue,
interrupting him.

“Well, I...” He seems to be unsure of how to react because he
simply trails off and stares at me as if I’ve grown a second head.To be
fair, this must be a first for him. No fac would ever be stupid or
suicidal enough to willingly go near a dragon shifter, let alone flirt
with one.

“Though 1 still don’t understand how you can only have one
eye color,” I say, keeping my voice slightly slurred and my words the
epitome of drunken ramblings. “Such limited combinations.”

He scowls now, almost looking a little offended. Which was
exactly my goal. Anything to keep him distracted and entirely focused
on me while the resistance leaders escape out the back door.

“Better than having two colors like some kind of freak,” he
bites out.

Dragon shifters, and humans too presumably, all have only one
eye color. Like brown or gold or violet or something equally mundane.
We fae seem to be the only ones who have normal eyes with two
colors. Not one in each eye. Instead, both colors are mixed like swirls
of paint in both eyes, offering lots of combinations. My own eyes,
which are turquoise and lavender-colored, are not unique by any
means. But I much prefer them to the odd one-colored eyes of the
shifters and the humans.

— O, BaM noo6aroTecs xinonii? SIka mpuKkpicTh.

OpnuH 13 CONIaTiB 3aXJIMHAETHCS TIOBITPSIM.

OO6nuyus KamiTaHa crajnaxye 4epBOHUM.

— H-ui, e ge te, mo s—

— A mxonma, — niepebuBato oro. — Take rapHe oOnuyusl.

— Sl... — BiH SBHO HE 3HAa€, SK pearyBaTH, i MPOCTO
BUTPIIIAETHCS HA MEHE, HIOW B MEHE JIpyra rojioBa BUPOCIa.

He nuBHO. Xomna des He Oyna © HACTUIBKM JYPHOIO YU
CaMOBOMBYOI0, 11100 T0OPOBIILHO MiMIWTH 0 ApaKoHA-TIEPEBEPTHA. A
THUM T1a4e QIIipTyBaTH.

— Xoya s Bce IIe HE PO3YyMilO, SIK BU MOXKET€ MaTH JIMIIE
OJIMH KOJIip oueid, — OypMouy s IT’STHUM ToJ0coM. — Taki oOMexeHi
KOMOiHaIi1.

Bin 3upkae Ha MeHe 31 3pOCTal0dUM OOypEHHSIM — CaMe TOTO
s 1 nparnyna. Jlumie 6 ioro yBara Oyna MOBHICTIO HA MEHI.

— Kpamme ogun xomip, HIX Z1Ba, 5K y... BUPOJKIB, — OypKoUe
BiH.

Hpakonu i, MaOyThb, JIOAM TE€XK MAIOTh 04l OIHOTO KOJIbODY.
KopuuHneBoro, 30510T0ro, (i0JeTOBOro — Hy/Abra CMEpTENIbHA.

Mu, dei, equHi, y KOro HOpMaJIbHI 041 — 3 IBOMa KOJIOPaMHU,
3MIIIAHUMHU, K Ma3Ku (apOu. Y meHne — Gipro30BUH 1 TaBaHIOBHM. |
11e 30BCIM HE PIAKICTh. AJi€ sl BCE OJTHO BBAXAIO 1€ KPaIUM, HIXK IXHS
JIIMBHA OJHOMAHITHICTb.

— Mwm, — Oypmouy s, poOJsSdYMd KOBTOK 1 XMTAIOUMCh, HA4e
Jo0Opstue 1’ siHa.

Kamitan yxe 30upaeTbCsi NPOWTH TMOB3, TOX s TATHYCA
HAJIBIEIMU 0O MOTr0 IIOKU.
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“Hmm,” I murmur in response to the captain’s insult while
taking a sip of the drink I swiped earlier and swaying a little, as if 'm
severely drunk already.

The captain looks like he’s about to stalk past me and continue
searching the room, so I reach up with my free hand to trace my
fingers over his cheek.

His hand shoots up. Fingers wrap around my wrist like steel
bands, stopping my hand.

“Do not touch me with your filthy fucking hand, you worthless
fae bitch,” the captain growls at me.

Rage burns through me at his words, but I keep the expression
firmly off my face and instead just lower my hand again.

“I just—"

“Is there a problem?” a voice dripping with command cuts
through the room.

Clothes rustle as the whole tavern whips towards the source of
the voice.

My heart stutters as my gaze lands on the man who has just
walked in through the side door.

He is wearing black dragon scale armor, and his black hair has
been swept back from his face as if he has carelessly run his hand
through it. Unflinching power radiates from his muscular body, and
there is a calculating and highly ruthless glint in his golden eyes.

As opposed to the other dragon shifters in the room, his wings
are also out. The vast majority of dragon shifters can only maintain
two forms: fully human or fully dragon. Only the most powerful ones
can do what is called a half-shift, which is to shift into a human form
but with wings.

I stare at those imposing black wings that are clearly visible
behind him even though he hasn’t even spread them out fully. Then my

Horo pyka MUTTIO 3yIIMHSE MOIO.

— He Ttopkaiics MeHe cBOiMH OpyIHHMH pyKamH, HIKYEMHA
¢elicbka Cy4Ko, — rapyuTh BiH.

JI1oTh MUTTEBO CHAIaXy€ B MEHI, ajie s 11 KOBTal0, OIyCKAIOUH

PYKY.
— ] e xorita—

— V¥V Bac npobneMu? — po3THHAE TIOBITPS BIAJIHHUH TOJI0C.
Bcst TaBepHa pi3Ko MOBEPTAETHCS 10 TOJIOCY.

Cepiie B MEHE 3aBMHpAE, KOJIM s 0ady YOJI0BIKa, 10 3aMIIOB y
O1uH1 ABeEpI.

Ha apomy "opHi o0ayHKH 3 IpakoHS4YO1 JTycku. Bomoces —
YOpHE, BIIKUHYTE Has3aj, Haye BiH NMPOCTO MPOBIB pykor. Bix HbOrO
BHUXOJUTH TaKa CHJIA, 110 MOBITPsI HIOW TPEMTHUTH. Y 30JI0THX OYax —
XOJIOIHUHM PO3PaxXyHOK 1 6e3MeKHa KOPCTOKICTh.

Ha BigmiHy Bij iHIINX, Yy HBOTO pO3MpaBieHi kpuia. Maibke
HIXTO HE BMI€ YyTPUMYBaTH HamiBOOEpT — JOACKKY GopMy 3
JPAaKOHSYMMHU KPHIIAMH.

S nuBmIOCS Ha HOTO YOpHI KpWiIa, 1110 BUTHIIOTHCS 33 CIIMHOIO.
[ToTiMm Ha BHCOKe MycKyaucte Ti1o. [loTiM Ha cMEpTEeNbHO TapHE

o0nuyus.

e — Halirapsiuinmii 40JIOBIK, SIKOTO 51 KOJIHU-HeOyb Oaunia.
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gaze drifts to his tall and powerful body. Then back to his lethally
handsome face.

He is, by far, the hottest man I have ever seen.

And yet, all I want is to never have to lay eyes on him ever
again.

Because this is Draven Ryat. The Shadow of Death. Leader of
the Black Dragon Clan. Commander of the Dread Legion and second
only to the Empress and Emperor of the Iceheart Dynasty themselves.

He is one of the most powerful and dangerous dragon shifters
in the world. And the most ruthless. According to rumors, he sold out
his own clan to the Icehearts in exchange for power. He has
slaughtered thousands. Burned cities to the ground. Conquered and
destroyed. He and his Black Dragon Clan are crucial in keeping all the
other dragon clans firmly underneath the rule of the Icehearts.

If anyone can break the entire fae resistance before it has even
had a chance to fully grow, it’s him.

The tavern is dead silent as Draven prowls towards me and the
captain from the Red Dragon Clan. The captain might be from a
different clan, but Draven is still his ultimate commander. So when he
approaches, the captain takes a step back and lowers his chin in
deference.

“Just some fae who—" the captain begins, but Draven cuts him
off. “I wasn’t talking to you.” His golden eyes slide to me, fixing me in
place with a penetrating stare. And when he speaks again, threats lace
his tone like sharp blades. “I said, is there a problem?”

My head spins with different plans and choices and decisions.
What is he even doing here? The Red Dragon Clan is responsible for
maintaining order in our city. So what is Draven Ryat doing here? And
what am I supposed to say in response to his question? Yes, there is a
problem? No, there is no problem? I don’t know which answer will

I BomHOYac e€quHMNA, HAa KOTO S HIKOJM HE XO4y HaBiTh
MOTJISIHY TH.

bo ne [peiieen Pastu. Tinp Cmepri. Jlinep Kiany Yopaoro
Hpaxona. Komannysau Jleriony XKaxy. [pyruit micis Imneparpumi i
Imneparopa [qunacrii JIsogsHoro Cepiis.

OnuH 13 HAUCWIBHIMIKMX 1 HAaHEOE3NMEeUHIINX TEPEBEPTHIB y
cBiTi. | Haibxopcrokimux. IlogelkytoTh, BiH MpoJaB BIACHUN KJIaH
Aiicxapram B 0OMiH Ha Biaay. BiH BupizaB Tucsdi. CnanuB Micra.
[TigKOpUB 1 3HUIIIKB.

Moro kimaH — TONOBHMH iHCTpyMeHT AficxapTiB y
NPUIYLICHH] 1HIIUX KIIaHiB.

SKIo0 XTOCH 1 MOXKE 3JIaMaTH Hall OMip IIIe J0 TOTO, SK BiH
3MiIIHi€ — TO II€ BiH.

Tumra B TaBepHi cTae aOCoOmOTHOW, Ko JlpeiiBeH
HAOMMKaeThCs 10 Hac i3 kamitanom Yeponoro Kmany. Toit xod i 3
1HIIOTO KJaHy, ajne [[peiiBeH — #oro BepXOBHHMM KoMmaHaup. Tox
KaIliTaH Ofpasy OIMyCKa€e MOTIIS.

— IlpocTo delika, sska— — TMoYMHAE KamiTaH, ane [[peiiBeH
fioro nepebuBae.

— S He 3 T00010 TOBOpHUB. — 30J10TI 04l KOB3alOTh O MEHE,
TIPOHM3YIOUM HACKPi3b. MOro roioc Temep — 3arposa, rocrpa, sk
ne30. — S ciurag: y Bac mpobiemu?

VY ToNoBI — KaJeHIoCKOI i3 TIaHIB, BapiaHTIB i MOXKIUBUX
HACJIIIKIB.

Mo BiH TyT pobuth? YepBoHuii Knan Bianosigae 3a nopsaok
y micti. To womy Tinp Cmepti B3arai 3’ ssBusiacs TyT?

I mo meni ckazaru?

€ npusia? Hemae mpuBomy? fke CIOBO BiJIBEpHE NEPEBIPKY
taBepHU? S HaBITH HE 3HAIO, YU BCl Halll Bke BuOpanucs. Manu 6. ..
ase st He 6auy.
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keep him from searching through the whole tavern. I don’t even know
if all resistance members have already made it out. Maybe they have.
It has been long enough that they must have. But from this angle, I
can’t tell.

All T know is that I need to do something to keep the Shadow
of Death from breaking our resistance before we’ve even had a chance
to fight back.

So I do the only thing I can think of.

I throw my drink in his face.

CHAPTER TWO

The collective gasp that rips through the tavern could probably
be heard halfway to the Unseelie Court. All the fae patrons, and all the
shifters from the Red Dragon patrol too, stare wide-eyed at the scene
before them.

Clear liquid slides down along Draven’s sharp cheekbones and
over his chiseled jaw before dripping down on the front of his black
armor. Firelight from the hearth makes the drops that cling to his dark
eyebrows glint before they slip down to curve around his eyes on their
way down his face.

His mouth was slightly open when I threw the drink, so a few
drops rest along the top of his bottom lip as well. For what feels like an
eternity, no one says anything. No one moves. No one even dares to
breathe.

My head spins, dizzy with disbelief. Mabona’s tits, I just threw
a drink in Draven Ryat’s face.

I stare at the drops sliding down his skin. Well, at least it was a
glass of firechaser, which is a strong and clear liquor, and not a sticky
and foul-smelling ale or something. If anything, the concentrated

S 3Haro nume oxHe: Tpeba OyIb-10 3aTpUMaTH WOTO, MEepII
HDXK OMIp 3JIaMaroTh 1€ JI0 TOTO, IK 00pOThOAa OYHETHCSI.

Tox 51 pobIIO €IMHE, IO CIIATAE HA TYMKY.

S nneckaro oMy Hamiit IPOCTO B OOTHUIYS.

PO3JILJI IPYT UM

KonekTuBHUH MOAMX, 10 BUPUBAETHCS 3 TPyIEH BiJBiIyBadiB
TaBepHU, MalyTh, MOXHa mouyTH ax Yy besmici. Yci deiicbki
3aBCIIHUKHM, TaK caMO SK 1 TepeBepTHI 3 marpyias YepBoHOTO
JlpakoHa, BUTPIIIAIOTHCSI HA MEHE 3 KPYIJIMMH BiJI IIIOKY OYUMA.

[Ipo3opa pimuHAa TOBIIBHO CIIOB3a€ TOCTPUMH BWJIHIISIMHU
JpeiiBeHa 1 #oro pi3bOJNICHOIO INEJENOr, a TOMI MajJae MPOCTO Ha
yopHy OpoHto. Bimbnucku BOTHIO 3 KaMiHA 3MYIIYIOTh Kparuii, II0
YIMUIAIOTBHCS 32 MOTO TeMHiI OpOBH, CSAATH HA MHTh, MEPII Hi’)K BOHU
KOB3aIOTh Jajli, OTMHAIOYM OYi, CTIKAIOYM BHH3 MO OOJIMYYi0. Moro
ryou Oynu TpOXH NPOYMHEHI, KOJIM sI BWJIWJIA Hamiil, TOX KilbKa
KPAIUINH JISITITA HOMY TIPOCTO Ha HIDKHIO T'yOy.

MuHae MUTh, 1 e OIHA,— alie HIXTO HE HABaXYEThCS aHi
CKa3aTH CIIOBO, aHl 3pyIIuTH 3 Miciig. HixTo HaBiTh HE nHUXa€.

['ooBa MaMOpOYMTHCS BiJl YUCTOTO, HIYUM HE MPHUKPAIIEHOTO
moky. TBoto MaboHy, s crmpaBii HIOWHO BWJIMJIA HaIlii MPOCTO B
obnmyus [peiiseny Pisry.

S nuBmrocsa, SK Kpamuli KOB3alOTh IO #Woro mkipi. Hy,
npuHaiiMHi e OyB Kenux (paiipueiizepa — MIIHOI PO30POI
HAaCTOSIHKM, a HE€ SIKUWCh JIMIIKUH, CMEpAOYMM eb. fKIo Ha Te
MU0, KOHIIGHTPOBAHUW aJIKOTONh MaB O Ie i BinTepTu Opyad 3
oro oOmamyHky. Xod Temep s Oady, mo #Horo OpoHsS ¥ Tak
0e3/10TaHHO YMCTa, TOK BUTUPATH TaM Hi4Oro. AJe re—
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alcohol should help clean the dirt off his armor. Which I realize now is
absolutely spotless, so there is no dirt to clean off. But that—

Draven’s tongue darts out, running lightly along the seam of his
bottom lip to lick the alcohol off. The sight of it snaps me out of my
spinning thoughts.

His golden eyes sear through my very soul as he stares me
down.

Only mere seconds have passed since I threw the drink.

The whole tavern is holding its breath.

Draven cocks his head.

I bolt.

Clamor and raised voices echo behind me as the soldiers snap
out of their stupor and lurch into motion to stop the lunatic who just
threw a drink in their commander’s face, but I’'m already out the door.

I use the tavern’s front door so that, in case there are still some
resistance leaders escaping through the back door, the soldiers won’t
see them since they’re chasing me in the opposite direction.

My heart slams against my ribs as I skid out onto the
cobblestones and sprint towards the nearest side street. [ need to make
the soldiers lose sight of me. If I can do that, I will be able to disappear
into the crowd. The dragon shifters might patrol these streets, but they
don’t know them like we do. Like I do. This is my home. I know every
nook and cranny like the back of my hand.

S3uk [lpeiiBeHa OMUCKABKOIO BUXOILUTIOETHCS HA30BHI, JIETKO
KOB3aIOUM IO Kparo HWKHBOI Ir'yOu, 30Mparoyil KpariiHU aJKOTOJIIO.
Lle BuoBHIIE Pi3KO BUPUBAE MEHE 3 IOTOKY XaOTHYHHUX JTYMOK.

Moro 30/0Ti 04i NMPOHHU3YIOTH MEHE HACKPi3b, OOMAIIOIOYH
camy JayIy.

MuHyno BChOro KiJibka CEKyHJ BIATOAl, SIK S BUXJIIONHYJA
fioMy Hariif B 00Irasl.

VYcst TaBepHa TPUMAE MOAUX.

JpeiiBeH xuiisie ronoBy HaOIK.

S 3puBarocs 3 MicIs.

[To3any 3miiMaeTbesi ramip 1 37sSKaHI BUTYKH — COJIJIATH,
HapemTi OTSMUBLINCH, KHAAIOTbCS  HAB3JOTIH, HaMararo4uch
3yNUHUTH OOXKEBUIbHY, SIKa HIOWHO BHJIMIIA HAMil y 0OINYYs IXHBOMY
KOMaHIMPOBI. Alle 5 BXKe 3a JBEpUMa.

S Bubiraro uepe3 roJOBHHIA BXiJ] TABEPHH, 1100, SKIIO PATITOM
XTOCh 13 migepiB Omopy Bce e TiKae YOPHUM XOJIOM, COJIJaTH HE
nobaymim iX — aJke BOHHU JKEHYThCS 32 MHOIO B MPOTHIICKHOMY
HaTPSMKY.

Ceprie rymae Tak, HiOM HaMaraeTbCss BUOUTH COO1 MUTSIX KPi3b
pedpa, TIOKHU 51 BUCKaKyl0 Ha OpYyKIBKYy U Jiedy 10 HalOmmKk4Ioi O19HOT
Bynnukd. MeHi Tpeba, mo0 conmaT BTPATUIM MEHE 3 IO 30pY.
Sxmo 1me BAacThCs — s MPOCTO PO3ZYMHIOCS B HATOBMI. JlpakoHsdi
mudTepu MaTpyarOIOTh LI BYNHWIN, ajle BOHM HE 3HAIOTh iX TaK, K
3HaeMo MU. Sk 3Haro 5. Lle miit mim. S 3HaIO TYT KOKEH 3aKyTOK,
KOXHY IIUIUHY, SIK CBOI I’ SITh MAJBIIIB.

[To3axy mo kamMeHI0 TPUMIIATH YOOOTH — COJIAATH KUJAIOThCS
HaB3/OTiH. S| BiTal0 B MOBOPOT. AJie MOBITPS PO3TUHAIOTh BUTYKH:
MeHe nmobaumy. S npumynnryro cede OIrTy 1ie mBHIIIS.

Hepen’stHi OyaiBii MUTOTATH 1O 0OMIBa OOKHU, MOKU SI MUY
HACTYITHOIO BYJIMIICI0, MOJISTYUCh MaOoHi, Hamii ¢eichkiii 60ruHi,
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Boots pound against stone behind me as the soldiers give
chase. I throw myself around the next corner. But shouts split the air,
informing me that they saw me. I push myself harder.

Wooden buildings flash past on either side of me as I hurtle
down the next street while praying to Mabona, the fae goddess, that |
will have luck on my side today. Because there is one gigantic flaw in
my plan to disappear into the crowd. The soldiers might have to chase
me on foot, or shift into dragons and try to find me from above in their
huge hulking forms, but Draven is capable of a half-shift. He could
simply fly after me through the streets.

And if he does, I’'m doomed.

So I pray to Mabona that he is too prideful to chase after me
himself and that he will instead leave that to the grunts who serve
underneath him.

I leap over a broken crate of half-rotted turnips and swerve
around a barrel of potatoes. The people who were trying to sort
through the root vegetables to find which ones can still be saved
scramble back so quickly that they knock over their stools. Wooden
clattering echoes between the crooked buildings around me as the
stools hit the street while I continue sprinting down the road.

A narrow alley is coming up on my left, but the soldiers are
still too close. They will see me if I dart into it. So instead, I take an
abrupt right and leap straight in through an open window.

Shocked cries ring out as I roll right over someone’s kitchen
table.

But I can’t stop to see what they’re doing, because I need to
make it to the door on the other side before the shifters can spot me.

abu xou cporogHi ymaada Oyna Ha Moemy Ooui. bo B Moemy ruiani
3HUKHYTH B HATOBIII € OJHA KoyiocasbHa Baaa. Coijgatd MOXYTh
THATHCA 32 MHOIO MIIIKK a00 00epHYTHCS Ha IPAKOHIB 1 IIyKaTH MEHE
3 MOBITPS B CBOIX BEJIETCHCHKHX TI'POMI3JIKHUX Tilax, aine J[peliBeH
37IaTHUI Ha HaIiBIIEPETBOPEHHs. BiH MOXe MPOCTO 3JIETITH 32 MHOIO
Kpi3b ByHIIl. | AKIIO BiH 11€ 3pOOUTH — MEHI KiHEIlb.

Tox s momo MaboHy, abu ioro muxa He JO3BOJWIA OIrTH
0COOHMCTO, 1 1100 BiH 3QJIMIINB IIOTOHIO TUM, XTO CTOITh ITiJ HHAM.

A mepectpulOyro depe3 po3OUTHI SIUK HAMIBIHUIUX Pil i
obmuHar0 004Ky 3 Kaproruiero. Jlromau, ski Hamaraimcs rnepedparu
OBOYI Ta BPATYBAaTH XOU IIOCh, TaK MOCIHIXOM BiJCKAaKyIOTh, IO
MepPeKUIatloTh CBOI TalypeTu. JlepeB’STHUH TypKIT PO3JITAETHCS
MOM1X KpUBHUX Oy/iBeIb, a 51 BCE MUY BIIEPE/.

JliBOpyY HaAONMKAETHCS BY3bKHI MPOBYIIOK, ajie COJNJATH e
HaATO ONMu3bko. BoHM moGauarh, SIKIMIO s 3BEpHY TyAu. ToMy s pi3ko
Oepy mpaBopyd — 1 CTpUOArO MPOCTO Y BIAYMHEHE BIKHO.

Kpuky mioky iyHaroTh, KOJIM sI MPOKOUYIOCS Yepe3 4YMiCh
KyXOHHHUH CTIJI.

AJre 3ynuHATHCS HEMOXJIMBO — MEHI Tpeba BCTUTHYTH J0
JIBepel Ha 1HIIH CTOPOHI, ITOKHU MEPEeBEPTHI MEHE HE TTOMITHIIH.

[IToBxHYBIIM CTiIENb YOiK, s MPOPHBAIOCA Yepe3 KyXHIO i
ODKY TynH, Jie, SIK s IPUITyCKato, Ma€ OyTH YOPHUH XiJ1.

— Jle BoHa? — BoOJa€ KaIliTaH 3-1103a BITYMHEHOTO BIKHA.

— 3-3amHid BUXIif, TPEMTSYUM TOJIOCOM BIJAIMOBIIA€E
NepessKaHui BIIACHUK XaTW camMe B TOW MOMEHT, KOJIH s Pi3KO
BHUPHBAIO YOPHIi ABEP1 i BUCKAKYIO HA30BHI.

3 KamiTaHa BHUPHBA€THCS  PO3ApAaTOBaHUN  puK. Bin
NIEPEPUBAETHCS, KOJIM s Iemar JBepuMa 3a co00X0 M KUAAarCh Ha
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Shoving a chair out of the way, I barrel through the kitchen and
out towards where I assume the back door to be.

“Where is she?” the captain demands from outside the open
window.

“B-back door,” the terrified owner of this house replies from
the kitchen right as I yank open the back door and slip out.

A frustrated snarl rips from the captain’s throat. It’s cut off
when I throw the back door shut behind me and sprint out onto the
empty road behind the building. The dragon shifters must either pass
through the house too or go around the entire length of buildings.
Either way, it buys me enough time.

I take a quick left and then a right before running along another
deserted street. The sound of pounding footsteps from behind is no
longer audible. And there are no black wings of death following me
either. I breathe a small sigh of relief but still continue to weave in
random patterns through the city to make sure that they have truly lost
me.

Eventually, I end up at the Golden Gate, the gate on the west
side of the city which leads to the Golden Palace.

In the shadows of the gate, I stop and lean my back against the
rough stones of the city wall. My chest heaves after my lengthy run.
Tilting my head back, I rest it against the cold stones.

Gray afternoon light from the overcast sky paints the
grasslands outside in bleak hues, making the dead trees that line the
walk to the palace look even more miserable.

Aching sadness fills my chest.

It didn’t used to look like this. In the old paintings, saved and
kept secret and passed down from generation to generation, this path
was magnificent. Grand trees with vibrant leaves and colorful flowers

mycTy Aopory 3a OyauHkoM. IlepeBepTHi 00 MyCHTHMYThH TPOOITTH
Kpi3b Xary, a0 OOIWTH BCIO ii WTH HABKOJIO — B 000X BHIIQJIKaX Y
MEHE 3’ SBISIETHCS MOTPIOHA XBHIIMHA.

Sl pi3ko moBepTaro JIBOPYY, MOTIM MPaBOPYY 1 MUYCh y30BK
iHImoi mopoxHBKOi Bynuii. ['ydHi Kpoku mo3amy Bxe HE 4yTu. |
YOpHUX KpWJ CMEpPTI 3a MHOK TeX Hema. 1 Tuxo 3iTXaro 3
MOJIETIIIEHHSM, aJie BCE K MPOJOBKYIO METISITH MiCTOM BHUITaJTKOBUMH
MapuIpyTaMu, 00 TOYHO NEPEKOHATUCS: YW CIIpaBAl BOHU MEHE
3aryouiu.

3pemToro, s onuHsOCA O 3omoTux Bopit — Bopit Ha
3axigHOMY OOIIi MicTa, 0 BeAyTh 10 3onotoro [lanairy.

Y TiHI BOpIT s 3YNUHAIOCA W TPUTYISAIOCS CIUHOIO 0
IIOPCTKUX KaMeHIB Michkoi cTiHu. Ilicis moBroro 6iry Moi rpyau
BaXKO 3MIHMAIOThCS. 3aKMHYBIIM TOJIOBY Hasaj, s crepraro ii Ha
XOJIOJTHE KaMiHHS.

Cipe neHHE CBITIIO, IO NPOOUBAETHCA KpPi3h 3aTATHYTE
XxMapamu He0o, (papOye piBHUHU 30BHI B IOXMYpI BIATIHKH, 4epe3 110
MEpTB1 JlepeBa, IO CTOATh Y3A0BXK JIOPOTH JI0 Tajally, BUINISIAI0Th
[I€ YKAJIFOT1THIIIIE.

I'pynn HanmoBHIOE HUIOUUIA CMYTOK.

Komucwr yce Burmsgano inakme. Ha crapux kapTuHax —
CXOBaHUX, 30epeKEeHUX 1 TIEPEIaHnX 13 TIOKOIHHS B TIOKOJIHHS — 1151
cTekka Oyna BenMuHOW. Benwki gepeBa 3 SICKpaBUM JIUCTAM 1
OapBUCTUMU KBITaMH CTOSJIM B3J0BX IUISXY BiJl MICTa 10 Tasaiy, i
371aBayiocs, 10 BOHM JKMBYTh y BiUHIHM, MpeKpacHiil BecHi. Temep xe
3IAIITUIUCS JIUIIIE OOBYTJIEHI CTOBOYPH.

S migifimMaro mOmIAN Ha caM Talsiall, M0 BHIHIETHCS 4epe3
piBHMHM. BiH 30ym0BaHuii 13 CSMIMBOTO OJ1110TO KAMEHIO 1 BUOJIUCKYE
TaK, HiIOM HAIOBHEHHWH 30JI0TUM CBITJIOM, KOJIM COHIIC BIJOHMBA€THCS
Bix #oro ctiH. Komwcek BiH OyB OCepenKkoM BIagu HAIIOTO JBOPY.
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lined the walk from the city to the palace, making it look like the trees
were forever living in a glorious season of spring. Now, only burnt
trunks remain.

I raise my gaze to the palace itself that is visible across the
grasslands. Made of shimmering pale stone, it shines like it’s filled
with golden light when the sun reflects against it. It used to be the seat
of power in our court. A jewel in the beautiful landscape and a
testament to the marvelous power of the Seelie Court.

Now, it’s a deserted relic. A reminder of everything we can
never have.

Rage burns through my heart, fierce as wildfire, as I shift my
gaze to the iron wall that now circles our beautiful castle. Cold iron. A
metal that drains our energy and blocks our connection to our magic.
And those sadistic fucking dragon shifters built an entire wall of it
around our most precious building.

Another burst of fury pulses through me, and I squeeze my
hand into a fist. Isn’t it ever enough? I get that what our ancestors did
to the dragon shifters was wrong, but by Mabona, it has been
thousands of years since then! Haven’t they already gotten their
revenge?

Closing my eyes, I heave a tired sigh. Even after all these
years, | can still hear the voice of the dragon shifter teacher at school
who taught me and the other kids before we became old enough to
work. Can still hear his nasally voice as he tells us about how awful
our ancestors were. How we deserve everything we got. Because it
will never be enough. No amount of penance will ever be enough to
absolve us of our cruel acts.

[TepnuHOO TPEKPACHOTO KPAEBUAY 1 CBIIYCHHSIM BEIMYHOI CHIIH
Csitioro JIBopy.

Tenep ue 3anenOanmii ciagok. HaramyBaHHS IIpo Bce TE, 4OTO
HaM OiJIbIIIe HIKOJIM HE TIOBEPHYTH.

JIroTh manae B MOEMY Ceplli, AMKa, MOB CTEIIOBA MOXKEkKa, KOJIH
s TEPEeBOXKY MOMIAJ Ha 3ali3Hy CTIHY, IO TeHep KUIbLIEM OTOYYy€
HaIll TIPEKpacHUU 3aMOK. XOJOAHE 3alli30. Meran, sIKHi BUCHAXYE
Hally Cuiy ¥ oOpuBae 3B’S30K 13 Mari€ro. | Il cagucTChKi KIIATI
JPAKOHOIIEPEBEPTHI 3BEM 3 HHOTO My CTIHY HABKOJO HAaIIOi
HaWI0pOXKYOT CBATHHI.

[Ile oauH cmanax THIBY MPOXOJUTH Kpi3b MEHE, 1 S CTHCKAIO
PYKYy B Kydak. IM mo, Hikomu He gocuth? S posymiro, Te, 1o Hamii
MPEIKU BUNHUIIH 3 IPAKOHOTIEPEBEPTHAMH, OyJI0 HEMPABUIILHUM, aJie,
MaboHO0 KISIHYCS, BIITO/Il MUHYJIM THCSY1 pokiB! Xi0a BOHU 1€ HE
HAaCUTHJINCS CBOEIO MIOMCTOIO?

S 3ammronryro o4di W Ba)KKO, BTOMJICHO 3iTXar. HaBiTh micis
BCIX IIMX POKIB s JOCI YyIO TOJOC yYUTENSA-IPAKOHOIIEPEBEPTHS 31
IIKOJIM — TOT0, XTO HaBYaB MEHE M 1HIIUX AITEH, 1€ 10 TOTro, SIK MU
CTalMW JOCTaTHbO JOpociuMH, mob mpamroBaru. Jloci dyio ioro
T'YTHSIBUH TOJIOC, KOJIM BiH PO3MOBiAa€ HaM, SIKUMH KaXJIMBUMHU OyiTr
Hamn mpeakd. Sk MU 3acIyroByeMO Ha Bce, IO 3 HaMu cranocs. bo
IOTO HiKOMM HEe Oyne aocuTh. JKomgHa CIOKyTa HIKOJIM HE 3MHUE
HAIllUX TPIXiB.

Bin posmoBimaB Ham, 1m0 THCAYl pOKiB TOoMy (el Ta
JpaKoOHOTIepeBepTHI OyliM COIO3HMKaMU. MU KWiIM B MHUpI ¥ 371aroi.
Ane 3romom ¢ei BIZKpUIM HOBUW MeTal TIHOOKO B JaBHO 3TacioMy
ByJIKaHi. MeTas, SKUH BOHM Ha3BaJd JPAKOHSIUOIO CTAJUIO. XOd
HacmpaBIi 1€ W HE CHpaBkHs cTajdb. BoHa TBepaima 1, 1o
Ba)XKJIMBIIIIE, 3/1aTHA M1IKOPIOBATH BOJIO JPAKOHA.

17



He used to tell us that thousands of years ago, fae and dragon
shifters were allies. That we lived in peace and harmony. But then the
fae discovered a new metal deep within the roots of a long dead
volcano. A metal they called dragon steel. Though it’s not actually real
steel. It’s harder and, more importantly, it can bend a dragon’s will.

My old teacher used to say that just as we are weak against
iron, the dragon shifters’ weakness was dragon steel. And our
ancestors used that to their advantage. Apparently, they forged
bracelets and collars from the steel and forced them onto the dragon
shifters. And then when the fae of old channeled their magic through
the dragon steel, the shifters had no choice but to obey them. So the
fae turned the shifters into slaves and became dragon riders, treating
them as if they were no better than horses.

Eventually, the shifters rose up and killed all the dragon riders.
My old teacher was always very vague about the details of exactly
how that happened, for obvious reasons. But apparently, the dragons
slaughtered everyone who had enslaved them, and all the other adult
fae too. They spared the children but trapped them inside the Seelie
Court so that they would be isolated and vulnerable.

My gaze drifts to the thick forest of gnarly trees and sharp
thorns that completely surrounds our court. The old roads to the rest of
the continent are still there, running right into the dense woods, but
they’re useless now. It’s possible to walk a limited distance into the
forest, but then the thorns become so thick that it’s impossible to get
through.

Since this unnatural vegetation apparently continues for miles
upon miles around our court, it has made us entirely isolated from
everyone else. We have no idea what happened to the Unseelie Court,

Mili KONMUIIHIA y4WuTeNh Ka3aB, IO TaK caMo, K MU Ci1alki
mepea 3ami30oM, CIaOKICTIO JPaKOHOIEPEBEpPTHIB Oyiia IpakoHsIYa
ctanb. | Hami MpenKd CKOPUCTAIHCS IMM. 3a MOTO CIIOBaMH, BOHU
KyBaJlM 3 LBOTO MeTajay Opacieru W HAIIUHHUKA Ta CHJIOMILb
HaaATalM iX Ha JIpakOHONEepeBepTHIB. A Komu JaBHI el
CIpPSIMOBYBAJIM CBOIO Maril0 Kpi3b APAKOHSUY CTallb, IEPEBEPTHI HE
Maid BUOOpPY — BOHM Mycuiau koputucs. Tak ¢ei meperBopuiu
MePEBEPTHIB Ha padiB 1 CTaJIM BEPUTHUKAMH JIPAKOHIB, CTABJISYHCH J10
HUX TaK, HIOM Ti Oy/M HE Kpallli 3a KOHEH.

3pemTor MepeBepTHI MOBCTAIM W yOWJIM BCIX JPAKOHSIYHMX
BEpLIHKKIB. Miil yuuTens 3aBXau TOBOPUB MPO JETall TOTO, SIK came
e CTajocs, Ay)X€ YXWUIbHO — 3 OYEBUIHHUX MPUYMH. AJie, 32 HOTo
CJIOBaMH, JPAKOHH BHpi3alM BCIX, XTO MOHEBOJUB iX, a TAaKOX YCiX
iHmUX gopociux (eiB. BoHu momamuiau miTed, ane 3aMKHYIH iX y
Mmexax Caitioro JIBopy, 3pOOUBIIH 130JJbOBAHUMH i 0€33aXUCHUMH.

Miii mormsa KoB3a€ JO TYCTOTO JICYy MOKPYYEHHUX JEpeB i
TOCTPUX TEpHIB, IO MOBHICTIO OTOYye Ham 1Bip. Crapi AOporu 1o
pemTH KOHTHHEHTY JOCI ICHYIOTh — BOHH BpI3alOThCA MPOCTO B
Xall, — aje Temep BOHU MapHi. Y JiC IIe MOXHa NPOWTH Ha
HEBEJIMKY BIJICTaHb, Ta 3TOIOM TEPHU CTAIOTh HACTIIBKU TYCTUMH, L0
MIPOPBATHUCS KPi3h HUX HEMOXKIIUBO.

OCKIUTBKH 11S1 HEPUPOJHA POCIUHHICTh, BOUEBU/Ib, TATHETHCS
MUJISI 32 MUJICIO JIOBKOJIA HAIIOTO JBOPY, MU OIMHUIIUCS B TIOBHIM
13071511111 Bl yChOro CBiTY. MM He 3Haemo, o cTajocs 3 TemMHUM
JBopoMm, aje s MOXY JIMIIE TMPUITYCTUTH, 1[0 Ha HUX YeKajaa CXOxka
noJisl. 51 HaBITh HE YSIBIISIO, K IPAKOHOIEPEBEPTHI 3MOIVIH BUPOCTUTH
el TUBHUN TEPHOBHIA JIiC TUCSYONITTS TOMY, aJi€ BIITO/I BiH TPUMAaE
HaC y TOJIOHI.

S nmoci mam’sTaro Ty KOPCTOKY CaMOBIOBOJICHY HOTKY B
roJIocl MOTO BUMTEJNSI, KOJIU BiH Ka3aB Ham, 10 L€ — Te, Ha 110 MU

18



but I can only assume that they suffered a similar fate. I don’t even
know how the dragon shifters managed to raise this strange forest of
thorns all those millennia ago, but it has kept us prisoner ever since.

I still remember the vicious smugness in my teacher’s voice as
he told us that this is what we deserve. That it is our turn to live in
poverty. To live as slaves. Our turn to suffer so that we might pay for
our ancestors’ crimes.

Heaving a bitter sigh, I shake my head. It’s time to fight back.
To take back our home. Reclaim our freedom. That’s the whole reason
why I joined the resistance. If only they would actually let me help. It
has been years, and still all they ever let me do is be a lookout. I want
to do something meaningful. Something important. Something that
will actually aid our cause.

With another angry shake of my head, I push off from the wall
and straighten again while I squeeze my hand into a fist.
Determination pulses through me as I start back towards the city. |
need to do something to prove myself to the leaders. Something that
will finally make them trust me. Something—

My gaze snags on a poster that has been nailed to the wooden
news board.

Stopping in my tracks, I blink at it.

That’s it.That’s what I need to do in order to actually make a
difference for our resistance movement.

After quickly checking the address at the bottom, I hurry
towards the correct building.

It should be open for another half hour before the administrator
closes up and goes home for the day. Picking up the pace, I sprint
towards the building.

3acmyroByemo. Illo Temep Hama depra XUTH B 3MUAHAX. JKUTH
pabamu. Hama uepra crpaxaatu, abu CIOKYTYBaTH 3JI0UMHU HAIIUX
MPEIIKIB.

Baxko, ripko 31TXHYBIIHW, s XWUTap rojoBor. Jlocuth. Yac
naBatu Bifciu. IloBeprytn cob6i niM. BinBoroBatu cBobomy. Came
3apaJd UBOro s ¥ mpuegHanacs A0 onopy. SAkOu * BOHU CIpaB.l
JIO3BOJIMJIM MEHI jJonoMaratd. MUHYJO BXe KiJbKa POKiB, a BCE, IO
MEHI JOBIpSIFOT, — II€ CTOSATH Ha BapTi. S Xouy 3poOMTH IIOCH
BaxnuBe. Illocek cmpasni 3Hauymie. Illock, mo peansHO JOMOMOXKE
HalIi crpasi.

3HOBY CEpAMTO CTPYCHYBIIH TOJOBOIO, S BIIITOBXYHOCS Bif
CTIHU ¥ BUNIPSIMIISIFOCS, CTUCKAIOYU PYKY B KyJaK. PimryqicTs mynbcye
B MEHi, KOJU 5 3HOBY MHpAMYyI0 10 MicTa. MeHi moTpiOHO mI0Ch
3pobuTH, o0 goBecTH cede Barakkam. Illock, Mo HapemTi 3MyCUTh
ix meni noBipsitu. [Ilocs—

Miii momaa YiruIsieETbCsl 3a TUTAKaT, MPUOWTHHN LBSIXaMH 0
JIepeB’SIHOT JOLIKH OTOJIOLIEHb.

51 3aBMHparo Ha MiCIli ¥ KJIinaro, BAUBJISIOYUCH Y HBOTO.

Ocp BoHO. Came ne. Came Te, mo nmorpiOHO 3poOuTH, abu
CIIpaBi 3MIHUTH XiJ] HAIIIOTO PYXy OTOPY.

[IIBuaKO TMEpeBIpUBIIM ajapecy BHHU3Y, 5 MOCHIIIAI0 [0
oTpiOHOT OyIiBIIL.

Bona mae OyTtu BimuMHeHa e MpUOIU3HO MiB FOAWHU, HEpII
HDK aJIMIHICTpaTop 3a4MHUTS ii i 1i1e Joa0MY. Sl IPUIIBUANIYIO XOILY
il 3puBarocs Ha Oir.

3HOBY 3axekaHa, s 100iraro B m00pe 30epexeHy IepeB'sHy
Oy/iBIIIO, MAIOYH B 3araci OJU3bKO 1eCATH XBUIIMH.

HaBkonmo MeHe mioaM BXE€ MOYMHAIOTH PO3XOJUTHCS IO
noMiBKax Ha Bedip. I1oB3 MeHe Kynbrae CTOMICHHNA Ha BUDTIA (el i3
CpIOJIICTUM BOJIOCCSIM, SIKOTO MIATPUMYE 1HIIHKA YOJIOBIK, IO B 1HIIH
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Once again out of breath, I arrive at a well-kept wooden
building with about ten minutes to spare.

All around me, people have started heading home for the
evening. A tired-looking fae man with silver hair limps past, supported
by another guy who carries an axe in his other hand. Given their
clothes and equipment, they must be from the Lumber Guild. Across
the street, a member of the Painter’s Guild continues trying to give the
rundown building before him a much-needed facelift. Green paint is
splattered across the sleeves of his white shirt.

I draw in a deep breath to refill my lungs and then push my hair
back behind my pointed ears in an effort to make myself look more
presentable and less like I have just spent the past hour trying to
escape from a patrol that was hunting me.

Once I’'m reasonably sure that I look as composed as I'll ever
be, I open the door and stride across the threshold.

A small brass bell tinkles above me when I open the door. At
the sound of it, a male dragon shifter looks up from a document that he
was reading. He is sitting behind a large desk on the other side of the
room, facing the door. Apart from that, and the chair he is sitting on,
the small room contains only bookshelves filled with leather tomes and
documents. There is a door to my right, leading farther into the
building, but I’'m pretty sure that everything I need is right in this
room.

“What?” the shifter behind the desk snaps, his voice laced with
impatience.

pyui TpuMae cokupy. Cyasdu 3 IXHbOTO OJISTY Ta CHOPSKCHHS, BOHH
3 Jlicopy6cbkoi rumbaii. ITo Toit 6ik Bynuii wieH ['inbaii ManspiB yce
e HaMaraeTbcs Hajgaru 3aHenbaHiii OyxmiBmi Oomall  SAKOTOCH
NPUCTOWHOTO BHIVIsAY. 3eieHa ¢apba posisnaHa Mo pykaBax HoOro
017101 COPOYKH.

S mmboko BaWXaro, HAIMOBHIOIOYM JIETCHI MOBITPSIM, a TOII
3alpaBIITI0 BOJIOCCSL 3a 3aroCTPEHI ByXa, HAMAararOuuch BHUIIISJIATH
OUTBIII OXAafHO W MEHII TakK, HIOM IIOWHO MpoBeJia OCTAaHHIO TOJIUHY,
TIKAIOYHW BiJ MATPyJIs, 110 MOJIOBAB HA MEHE.

[TepexoHaBIIKCE, 110 BUTVISAAAI0 HACTIILKY 310paHO, HACKUIBKH
1€ B3araji MOXKJIMBO, s BIJUMHSIO ABEP1 i pillyye nmepecTynaro mopir.

Hani MHOI0O 13¢HBKa€e MajieHbKHI JaTyHHUW J3BIHOYOK, KOJIU
s 3aX0JKy Bcepenuny. [loayBIy 3ByK, YOIOBIK-APAaKOHOTIEPEBEPTCHD
BIIpUBa€ TOIIAM BiJ JOKyMEHTa, SKWUHW uYHWTaB. BiH CHIUTH 3a
BEJIMKUM CTOJIOM IO TOW OIK KIMHATH, TMPOCTO HABIPOTH JBEPEH.
OKpiM HBOTO Ta CTUIBIIS, HA SIKOMY BiH CHJIHWTh, y HEBEJIUKiN KIMHATI
€ JUIIe KHIKKOBI TOJHIN, 3alOBHEHI WIKIpSIHUMHU (osiaHTaMu U
nokymeHtamu. [IpaBopyu Big MeHe — JBepi, IO BEAyTh Jajil B
OyniBito, ane s Maibke MeBHA: yce, [0 MEHi MOTPiOHO, 3HAXOAUTHCS
came TyT.

— IMo? — pi3ko KuIae mepeBepTEeHb 3a CTOJIOM, 1 B HOTO
roJI0C1 BUPA3HO 3BYYHTHh HETEPITIHHS.

Bin 30cepemxye Ha MEHI MOMISAN CBOiX ONIAKHUTHHUX OdYed 1
3aMUTAIBHO TigHIMae OpoBU. OCKIIBKH JPAKOHONIEPEBEPTHI, 5K 1 MU,
dei, KUBYTH ayK€ TOBrO, BaXXKO BU3HAYMTH, CKUIBKH HOMY POKIB.
IxHiit GisuunmMii BiK 3ymuHAETHCS TPUOIM3HO TOMI K, KOMM # HAII,
TOX yCi BUINIAJAIOTH TaK, HIOW iM Jech MK NBaalsaThMa II'SIThbMa i
TpuasATeMa. Lleit 4onmoBIK Tepeai MHOIO MOXKE MaTd 1 JBAIIATh
I’STh, 1 I’SITCOT POKIB — 1 3 HOro 30BHIMIHOCTI 1€ HEMOXXIUBO
BraJIaTH.
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His blue eyes lock on mine as he raises his eyebrows
expectantly. Since dragon shifters have very long lifespans, just like
we fae have, it’s difficult to tell how old he is. Their physical age stops
around the same time as ours do, so everyone looks like they’re
somewhere between twenty-five and thirty. This man in front of me
might be twenty-five or five hundred years old, and there is no way to
know just by looking at him.

“I’'m here to register for the trial,” I reply as I walk a little
closer to his desk.

He heaves an annoyed sigh as if this is something that takes
great effort on his part when it’s in fact his literal job. Setting down the
document he was reading, he twists in his chair and reaches towards a
stack of papers on the shelf behind him. The paper rustles in the air as
he yanks one out and then turns back to me. After slamming it down
on the desk, he picks up a pen and then levels yet another impatient
look at me.

“Name,” he demands.

“Selena Hale,” I reply.

Faint scraping sounds drift through the room as he writes down
my name. Without looking up, he asks,

“Age?”

“One hundred and sixty-seven.”

“Guild?”

He could technically look that up on his own since the dragon
shifters are the ones who assigned everyone to their guilds, but I
answer anyway.

“Fishing Guild. I’m a fish cutter.”

— S nmpwmiinuia 3apeecTpyBatucs Ha BUOpPOOyBaHHS, —
BIJIMOBI/IA0 S ¥ MIAXOHKY TPOXH OJIMXKYIE IO HOTO CTOITY.

Bin i3 po3nmparyBaHHSAM 3iTXa€, HIOM 1€ BUMarae BiJ HHOTO
HEHWMOBIPHUX 3yCHJIb, XO4a HACTpaBli ¢ OyKBaJbHO HOro poboTa.
BinknaBmmm JOKyMEHT, SIKM YWTaB, BIH MOBEPTAETHCS HA CTUIBII i
TATHETbCS 10 CTOCY MamepiB Ha moiuii nmoszaay. Ilamip mapyauts y
NOBITPi, KONMM BiH BHUCMHUKYE OAMH apKyll, a IOTIM 3HOBY
MOBEPTAETHCS 0 MEHE. | proKHYBIIIM HUM 00 CTiJI, BiH Oepe mepo i
KHJIa€ Ha MEHE 111¢ OJIUH HETEePIUISTUYMI OIS,

— Im’s1, — BUMarae BiH.

— Cenena I'eiis, — BigmoBigaro .

Tuxe mKpsIOOTIHHA HAMTOBHIOE KIMHATY, TIOKH BiH 3aITHCY€ MOE
iM’a. He migBoASsIuM MOTIIATY, 3aIUTYE:

— Bik?

— Cr0 mIicTaecsT ciM.

— I'upmia?

TeopernyHO BiH 1 caM MIr OWM IIe TEPEBIPUTH, AKE camMme
JIPAaKOHOTIEPEBEPTHI PO3MOIISAIOTH YCIX IO TUIBIIAX, alie s BCE OAHO
BiJIMOB1/1A10:

— Pubanbcrka rinpais. S o6pobisito puody.

He BimpuBaroun ouel Bij mamepy, BiH 3MOpIIy€ HOCa, HIOH
BilUyBa€ cMoOpia. MeHI OBOIUTHCS CTPUMATH PANTOBHH cCriajiax
3nocti. Lle He Most mpoBUHA, 110 5 JOCI 3acTpsriia Ha HU3bKOPIBHEBIH
po0OTI B TIBIII.

Sk 1 Bci B IIbOMY MICTI, iHII WwieHH PuOanbcbkol rinbaii MeHi
HE JIOBIPSIIOTh, TOXK HIKOJIW HE MIABUIIYIOTH 10 KPaIUX IMOCA/I.

— Tun marii? — nuTae nepeBepTeHb.

— Maris eMoIriii.

Ha mux cnoBax BiH ymepiue Biff MOYaTKy pO3MOBH MiJHIMAae
o Bix mamnepy. [limo3pa XBuiIe0 MPOXOAUTh MO HOTo OOIHYYIO,
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With his eyes still on the paper, he wrinkles his nose as if he
can smell the stench of it. I have to suppress a sudden flash of anger.
It’s not my fault that ’'m still working a low-level job in the guild.

Just like everyone else in this city, the other people in the
Fishing Guild don’t trust me, so they never move me up to better jobs.

“Magic type?” the shifter asks.

“Emotion magic.”

At that, he looks up from his paper for the first time since
starting the interview. Suspicion pulses across his whole face as he
looks at me. I just remain standing there, keeping my chin raised.

“Emotion magic?” he asks at last. I nod. “Yes.”

Almost subconsciously, he moves a little farther back in his
chair while he looks at me with suspicion in his eyes. They always do.
Whenever people find out that I possess emotion magic, they always
look at me like that. As if I’'m going to use my magic on them and start
manipulating their emotions without them knowing. As if I’'m going to
make them do things that they don’t want to do.

Don’t get me wrong, I can do that. Well, part of that anyway.
It’s a bit more complicated than people think. But what I can’t do is
hide it. As soon as I mention my magic, it’s as if everyone forgets that
no fae who was born with magic can use it without people seeing it.
Because our eyes glow when we channel magic. So if someone is
looking me in the eye, they will know whether I’m using my magic to
manipulate their emotions or not. But because emotion magic
immediately makes people nervous, they seem to forget that.

The dragon shifter behind the desk seems to finally remember
that my eyes will glow if I use magic, because instead of looking down

KOJIM BiH JOUBUTBCA Ha MeHE. Sl MpocTo CTOI0, HE OIMyCKalouu
miaoopiaas.

— Maris emo1iii? — 3peITor nepenuTye Bid. S KkuBaro.

Maiike HECBIIOMO BiH TPOXH BiJICYBa€ThCs Ha3al y Kpicii, HE
3BOJISTYM 3 MEHE HACTOPOXKEHOTO MONIsALy. BoHHM 3aBX a1 Tak pOOIATh.
[[lopa3y, koiau AW JI3HAKOTHCS, IO S BOJOII0 MAari€r0 eMOIIIH,
JTUBIISATBCS HA MEHEe came Tak. Hade s 0cb-OChb BUKOPHCTAIO CBOIO
Marito ¥ TOYHY MaHINYyJIIOBAaTH IXHIMH TOYYTTSIMH 0€3 iXHBOTO
Bigoma. Haue 3mymry ix poOuTH Te, 4OTO BOHU HE XOUYTh.

He 3po3ymiiiTe MeHe HeNpaBUIIBLHO, 5 MOXY II¢ 3poouTH. Hy,
npuHaiiMHi, yacTkoBo. Lle Tpoxu ckiamHimie, HIX JIOIU JTyMaroTh.
AJie OT 4Oro 51 He MOXY — Tak II¢ MIPUXOBATH BUKOPUCTAHHS Marii.
Bapro meni nume 3ragaté mpo Hei, sIK yci panToMm 3a0yBaioTh
OueBHJIHE: JKOAeH (el, HaApOKeHWH 13 Mari€ro, He 37aTeH
KOPUCTYBaTHCSl HEI0 HEMOMITHO. Hammi o4i CBITATBCS, KON MU ii
CIIpIMOBYEMO. TOX SIKIIIO XTOCh JUBHUTHCS MEHI B OUi, BiH OApasy
3p03yMi€, BUKOPHUCTOBYIO S Marito Jjisl BIUIMBY HA WOTO €MOIIil YH Hi.
Ane moNHO WIeThbCs MPO Marir0 eMOIid — JIOAW YOMYCh MO 118
3a0yBaloTh.

Cxoxe, TepeBepTeHb 3a CTOJIOM HapemTi mpo Ie 3rajas, 00
3aMiCTh 3HOBY BTYNHTHCS B Tanepu, BiH TENEp HE 3BOAUTH 3 MEHE
04, IPOJIOBXKYIOUN OITUTYBAHHSI.

Tynuii Oinb TIMOOKO BIUBAETHCSA B ceple. XOodu S HIYUM HE
3aciy)XWsia IIi€l  HelIoBipM, HIKOMY ¥ HIKOIM He OyBae
MO-CIPaBKHbOMY CIIOKIHHO TMOpYydY 31 MHOIO 4epe3 Mii Tum marii.
Came TOMY 51 HE MOXY TIPOCYHYTHCS Bropy B rinbnii. | came Tomy —
B OTIOPI TEX.

Aute Tenep... Tenep 1e 3MiHUTHCA.

— Tapaszn, — kaxe aaMiHiCTpaTop, 3a0Mparoun 3allOBHEHUI
apKyml 1 3 CHJIOI >KOypJIsifoudM HOro Ha 1Hmy kymy. — Yce. Tu

22



at his paper again, he now keeps his eyes locked on mine while he
continues the interview.

A dull ache buries deep into my heart. Even though I haven’t
done anything to earn their mistrust, no one ever feels truly
comfortable around me because of my magic type. It’s why I can’t
move up in the guild and why I can’t move up in the resistance either.

But this... this is going to change all that.

“Alright,” the administrator says as he takes the finished paper
and slams it down on top of another pile. “That’s it. You’re registered
for this century’s Atonement Trials. They will begin sometime in the
next two to four weeks. Be ready at any time.”

He jerks his chin.

“Now, get the hell out of my office.”

I swallow down an angry remark at his rudeness and instead
just give him a nod in acknowledgement before I turn around and walk
back out the door.

Cold winds rip at my clothes as I step back out onto the
cobblestone street, but there is a fiery sense of anticipation burning in
my chest now. I grin as I flip my collar up and start down the street.

The Atonement Trials. Every one hundred and fifty years, the
Emperor and Empress of the Iceheart Dynasty hold a tournament in
the Seelie Court. The Atonement Trials is supposed to be the one scrap
of mercy that they will bestow upon us. It’s a series of competitions
that pits fae magic users against each other to prove who is the
strongest and most worthy. The three people who win the tournament
are deemed to have atoned for the sins of their ancestors, and they are
awarded with a highly sought-after prize. They are allowed to leave
the Seelie Court and are given funds to set up a new life in the world
outside. Last time the Atonement Trials were held, I was too young to
compete.

3apeectpoBaHa Ha CrnokyTHi BunpoOyBaHHs 11b0T0 cTOMNITTS. BOHM
MOYHYTHCA JECHh YIPOJIOBK HACTYIMHHUX JBOX—YOTHUPHOX THXKHIB. byab
roToBa Oy/Jb-IKOI MUTI.

Bin cmukae migoopipasim.

— A temniep 3a0upaiicsi 3 MOTo KaOiHeTy.

Sl koBTaro cepauTHH KOMEHTap Ha WOro rpyOicTh 1 JIMIIe
KHMBAIO HA 3HAK 3TOJIH, MICIIs YOT0 TIOBEPTAIOCS I BUXOKY 3a JBEPI.

XonogHui BITEp Ofpa3y X pBE Mid OAT, IMIOWHO S 3HOBY
CTynaro Ha OpyKiBKY, ajie Tenep y rpydsx rajae rapsye nepeadyTrs.
YceMmixarounch, s MiIiiMar KOMip 1 pyliao BYJTHUIICHO.

CrokytHi BunpoOyBanus. Pa3 Ha cTo m’sTaecaT poOKiB
Immnieparop 1 Immeparpurst aguHacTii AWcCrapTiB MPOBOASTH TYPHIP Y
Cemiiicekomy /[IBopi. CriokyTHi BurnpoOyBanHs — 1ie HIOUTO €qMHA
KpUXTa MIJIOCEP/s, SIKy BOHM HaM J03BOJSIOTH. Cepist 3mMaraHb, y
AKX Maru-¢ei 3MararoThcsi MK CO0OK, JOBOASYH, XTO 3 HHUX
HAaWCUIBHIMUKA 1 HaWrigHimuid. Tpoe TepeMOXIiB  TYpHIPY
BBAXXAIOTBCSA TAKUMH, IO CIOKYTyBaJd TpPIXH CBOIX MpEnKiB, 1
OTPUMYIOTh Ka/JaHy Haropomay: 103Bin nmokuHytu Cemnivicbkuit JIBip 1
KOLITH Il TIOYaTKy HOBOTO JKUTTS Yy 30BHIIIHbOMY CBiTi. Komn
CnokyTtHi BumnpoOyBaHHS TPOBOAMJIMCS BOCTaHHE, s Oylia HAaITO
IOHOI0, 1100 OpaTH y4yacTb.

Meni Tomi Oyno snuiie CIMHAIATh, 1 S IOWHO Toyasa
TpEeHyBaTUCs 3 Mariero. [HII y4acHUKU cTepiau O MEHE Ha MOPOX.

Ane Temep s 3HAUYHO CHWIBHINIA. Temep y MEHE € IIaHC
nepeMortTi.OcCh SIK s J0BELy CBOIO I[IHHICTB JIiiepaM omopy. SIKIio s
BUTPAI0, 3MOXY NMOKUHYTH MICTO i OTPUMATH JOCTYI JI0 PELITH CBITY.
S 3’scyto, mo cranocs 3 AHcenieBuM J[BopoM. Sl cTaHy IINHUTYHKOIO.
CrpaBxHIM aKTUBOM. S 3MOXKY JIONTOMOTTH ITOBCTaHHIO OLJIbIIE, HIXK
Oy/1b-XTO B YChOMY LIbOMY MICTI.
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I was only seventeen back then, which means that I had barely
started practicing with my magic. The other contestants would have
mopped the floor with me.

But now, I’'m much stronger. Now, I have a chance to win.

This is how I prove my worth to the leaders of the resistance. If
I win, T will get to leave the city and have access to the rest of the
world. I can find out what happened to the Unseelie Court. I can be a
spy. A real asset. I can help the rebellion more than anyone in this
entire city.

All I need to do is to win the Atonement Trials.

CHAPTER THREE

Nausea rolls through my stomach as I stand in front of a plain
wooden door on the north side of the city. It doesn’t matter how many
times I try to convince myself that I’'m a badass resistance fighter and
a skilled magic user who will help free our people, every time I stand
in front of this door, I’'m reminded of who I really am. Of what I really
am.

I might act all tough in the face of dragon shifter patrols, but as
soon as I’m with other fae, with my own people, my bravado crumbles
and I revert back into this. And I hate it. But I don’t know how to stop
it.

Drawing in a bracing breath, I raise my hand to knock on the
door.

After about half a minute, the door is opened and a fae man
with blond hair becomes visible on the other side of the threshold. His
turquoise and silver eyes are soft and friendly for all of two seconds.

Bce, mo meni norpibHo 3pobutu, 1ie Burpatu BunpoOyBaHHs
CnokyTu.

PO3/LJ1 TPETIN

Hynora xBuiero miaKouyeThCs 0 HMITYHKA, KOJH S 3yTHHSIIOCS
nepea NpOCTUMH JCPeB’STHUMHU JBEpUMa Ha MiBHIYHOMY OOIIi MicTa.
Ckinpku © 51 He mepekoHyBasia cebe, 10 s KpyTa OliuuHs omopy U
JIOCBITYCHA MaruHs, sSKa JOMOMOXKE BH3BOJHMTH HAIl HAPOJ, IIOpa3y,
CTOSIYM TIepel UMM JABepUMa, 51 3raayto, KUM s € Hacrpas/i. | uum s €
HacripaBni. [lepeq marpynsiMu  JPakOHONEPEBEPTHIB s MOXKY
TpUMaTHCA 3yXBaJlo i CMUINBO. AJle HIOWHO ONMUHSIOCS Cepel] IHIINUX
del, cepen BIACHOTO HApOMy, BCS MOs OpaBaja PO3CHIAETHCS, 1 5
3HOBY CTal ocb Takow. I g me HeHaBumky. Ta He 3HaIo, K LE
3MIHUTH.

3poOUBIIN 3aCTIOKIMIMBUI BAWX, S MiTHIMAIO PYKY M CTyKaro
y ABepi.

[Tpubnu3HO 3a MiB XBUIMHU JIBEPl BIAUMHSIOTHCA, 1 HA IOPO3i
3’SIBISETHCS (eif i3 GLIsIBIM BooccsM. Voro 6ipro3oBo-cpibmsicTi odi
M’SIKI ¥ 100po3WwInBI — pIBHO Ha ABI cekyHAu. [loTiM morsia
3YNMUHSAETHCI HAa MOEMY OOJWYYi, 1 B HbOMY Ha MHUThH CHalaxye
po34yapyBaHHS, NEPII HIXK BiH BCTUTA€ HOTO MPUXOBATH.

Bin cTrckae ryOM B TOHKY JIHIIO.

— Ilpusir, Taty, — Kaxy 1.

— CeneHo, — BINOBIA€ BiH, aje 3 MICIS y JIBEPHOMY
MIPOXO/Ii HE 3CYBA€ThCS.
— MoxkHa 3aliTu? — mHUTalo, KOJW BiH 1 Jaji HE BIJACTYIIA€

BOIK.

Te, mo MeHi B3araji JOBOTUTHCS CTyKaTH W MPOCUTH J03BOITY
YBIITH y BIacHUI 1iM, Jie 1 BUPOCA, 3MYIIY€E KPUXKY YACTUHKY MOTO
cepis TpicHYTU. AJie Tak Oyiio 3aBxau. Biaromi sk s minuia 3 1oMy y
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Then they fix on my face, and disappointment briefly flickers in them
instead before he manages to hide it.

He presses his mouth into a thin line.

“Hi, Dad,” I say.

“Selena,” he replies, but he doesn’t move from his place in the
doorway.

“Can I come in?” I ask when he still doesn’t step aside.

The fact that I even have to knock on the door and then ask if |
can come inside, into my own childhood home, makes a tiny fragile
part of my heart crack. But it has always been like this. Ever since I
moved out when I was eighteen. Or rather, ever since I was asked to
leave the day I turned eighteen, I have always had to act as if I’'m just
an uninvited guest every time I want to come back and visit my
parents.

After an extended moment, my father finally steps aside with a
sigh.

I carefully walk inside. Fabric rustles from the kitchen. I move
towards the sound and find my mother sitting at the kitchen table,
mending a pair of pants.

She looks up when I walk into the room, and uneasiness flits
across her face for a second before she too covers it up. But I’ve seen
it so many times now that it’s impossible to miss it. Another piece of
my heart still cracks at the sight of it.

“Selena,” she says.

“Hi, Mom,” I reply.

Footsteps come from behind me. I quickly move farther into
the kitchen so that I’'m not blocking the doorway. Dad arrives a few
seconds later and takes up position in front of one of the wooden
counters. I hover awkwardly by one of the sturdy kitchen chairs,
wondering whether I should sit down or not.

BICIMHA[ISTh POKiB. A TOYHIIIE — BiTOMIl, SIK MEHE MOMPOCUIIH TTITH
B JICHb MOTO TMOBHOJITTS. BinTomi 51 mopasy moBepTarocs CIOIU HE SK
IIOHBKA, a SIK HeOa)kaHa rocTs.

ITicnsa 3arskHOT may3u OaTbKO HApEIITI 31TXae ¥ BiACTyIae
BOIK.

Sl o0epexHO 3axOIKy BCepelMHY. 3 KyXHI JOJMHAE THXE
HIAPYAiHHS TKaHWHU. S MpsSMYI0 Ha 3BYK 1 Oauy Mamy, 10 CHAMTH 3a
KyXOHHHM CTOJIOM 1 JIATOIUTH IITAHH.

BoHa migBOIUTH TOJIOBY, KOJHM 51 BXOKY, 1 HA MHUTh 1O ii
00MMYYI0 KOB3a€ HECTOKIH, SIKUi BOHA Maiike ojpa3y MpUxoBye. Ale
s Oaumiia 1e BXKe HaATOo Oararo pasiB, o0 He momituth. llle onun
yJIaMOK MOTO CepIlsl TPICKAETHCS Bl LIOTO TOIJISITY.

— CeneHo, — Ka)ke BOHA.

— IlpuBit, MamMo, — BiAMOBIALO 1.

3-3a MO€1 CIUHU YYTH KPOKH. S MIBUJKO B1IXO/XKY IIMOIIE HA
KyXHIO, I00 HE 3aropo/KyBaTH MPOXil. 3a KUTbKa CEKYH]I 3aXOUTh
TaTO W 3yMUHSETHCS OIS OTHOTO 3 JEPEB’ STHUX MPUJIABKiB. S HISIKOBO
3aBHCAIO0 MOPYY 13 MIIIHUM KYXOHHHMM CTUIBIIEM, BaralouucCh, Y BapTO
MEHI ClIaTH.

Taro cxpemnrye pykd Ha TpyasX 1 JIHIIAETHCS CTOSTH,
CIIEPIINCH CITMHOIO 00 CTUIBHHUIINIO, TOJI SK Mama BXe€ CHIAUTh. MUTh
HEpINIy4oCTi nmpodirae Kpizb MEHE: s HaMararocs Brajgaru, 4u Oyae im
CIOKIMHIIIe, SIKIIO 5 CSIY, YU, HABIAKH, 11€ 3MyCHUTb 1X MOAYMAaTH, 110
s 30MparOCs 3AUIIUTUCS HAJOBIO — a OTKE, TUTbKH MMOCUIUTD iXHII
JIMCKOMQOPT.

3pemToro s 00epeKHO BiJICYBAO CTINENb 3 1HIIOTO OOKY CTOTY
i cimaro. Ajie BMOIIYIOCS Ha CaMOMY KPa€udKy CHIIHHSI — Tak, 1100
BOHM OQUMJIM: A TYT JIMIIIE Ha KiJIbKAa XBUJIMH 1 CKOPO MiJTy.
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Dad crosses his arms and remains standing, leaning back
against the counter, while Mom is sitting down. Indecision flashes
through me as I try to decide if they would feel better if I sat down or
if that would just make them think that I was planning on staying long,
which would just make them more uncomfortable.

In the end, I gently pull out a chair at the other end of the table
and sit down. But I sit on the very edge of the seat, so that they will
know that I’m just sitting down for a few minutes and will be leaving
soon.

A small clock on the shelf behind me ticks loudly into the
oppressive silence. My parents simply continue looking at me. Mom’s
silver hair has been pulled back in a braid, and there is an impatient
look in her lavender and yellow eyes.

I clear my throat.

“I, uhm... I just wanted to tell you that... uhm... Yesterday, I
did something exciting. Important, I mean.”

Dad furrows his pale brows. Mom just looks like she wants me
to get to the point.

Dropping my gaze, I start wringing my hands before I
remember myself. With a soft breath, I force my hands flat against my
thighs and then look up to meet my parents’ eyes.

“I registered as a contestant for the Atonement Trials,” I blurt
out before I can change my mind.

All of last night, and most of today while I was gutting fish, I
was debating whether or not to tell my parents that I signed up. We
have a complicated relationship, and I didn’t want to burden them with
any upsetting news.

But a small part of me, the desperate child still inside my heart,
wanted them to be excited for me, or worried about my safety, or wish
me luck, or all of the above. And that part of me won.

ManeHpKUH TOAMHHUK Ha TOJIHI 32 MO€I0 CIUHOK TYYHO
[OKa€ B THITIOYIH THIIi. BaThbkM MOBYKM TUBIISATHCS HA MEHE.
Cpibnsicte MaMuHE BOJIOCCS 3i0paHe B KOCY, a B ii JJaBaHIOBO-KOBTHX
0Yax YUTAETHCS HETEPILISTUICTh.

S npouumiaro ropo.

— S1... e-e... mpOCTO XOTiJIa CKa3aTH Bam, IIO... €-€... BUopa
31 MHOIO CTaJOCs JeI0 BayKJIMBE. 3aXOIIUBE, TOOTO.

Tato Hacymiroe cBiTiai OpoBH. Mama X BHUIVISIa€ Tak, HIOH
xoue, 100 51 BXKE HApEeIITI epeuInia 10 CyTi.

OnycTUBIIM TOIJISI, S MOYMHAIO HEPBOBO M SITH PyKH, alie
BYACHO CXaMEHYBIIMCb, THUXO BHJWXal0, NPUTHUCKAIO JOJOHI JI0
CTETOH 1 3HOBY MiABO/IXXY 04l Ha OATHKIB.

— 4 3anmcanacs yuyacauiero Ha CriokyTHi BunpoOyBanus, —
BUIIAJIIOIO 51, TIEPII HI’K BCTUTAIO TEPETyMAaTH.

VYcro MUHYTY HiY 1 Maike BECh ChOTOMHIINIHIA J€Hb — TTOKH S5
00po0isina pudy — s 3BaKyBasia, Ui BapTO PO3MOBIAATH OaThKaM PO
cBo€ pimeHHs. Harri cToCyHKH CKJajHi, 1 51 He X0TUJIa HaBaHTa)KyBaTH
iX TPUBOXXHMUMH HOBHHAMHU. AJle IeCh IMTMOOKO BCEPEIMHI MEHE J10C1
KUBE BiT4alaylIHa IUTHHA, KA Mpisia, 100 BOHU 3pajailiid 3a MEHE,
a00 3aHenoKoimucs Mo€ro Oe3rekoro, abo modaxkanu MeHi yaadi. AGo
K ychoro onipa3y. I came 1151 yacTrHa MEHE 3pELITOI0 ITepeMoria.

«Jlns goro?» — e mepiie, Mo Kaxe Mid Tato. BiH 3ByuuTh
PO3JIIOYEHO.

KoBraroum cnuHy, s mpuaynryro OakaHHS 3HOBY 3allaMaTH
pyku Ha komiHax. «Hy, s mpocro... SIkmo s BUTparo, s 3MOXKY
HNOKMHYTH MicTO. Tomi s 3MOXKy MOIXaTH Ky[Iu 3aBrOJHO 1 POOHUTH...
pi3HI pedi. S 3MOXy IOCh 3MIHUTH. J[OTTOMOTTH TOJIMIIUATH BaIlle
KUTTS 1...»
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“Why?” is the first thing my dad says. He sounds angry.

Swallowing, I suppress the urge to wring my hands in my lap
again. “Well, I just... If I win, I will be able to leave the city. Then I
could go anywhere and do... things. I could make a change. Help
make your lives better and—"

“Do not say things like that in my house,” Dad cuts me off, his
eyes flashing with both anger and panic. He flicks a quick glance
towards the windows, as if to make sure that they are truly closed.
“That kind of talk is dangerously close to treason.”

They don’t know that I'm actually an active member of the
resistance, and I intend to keep it that way. Because I knew that this is
how they would react.

“It’s not your house,” my mother snaps before I can reply.
Irritation pulses across her beautiful features as she locks eyes with her
husband. “It’s our house.”

“You know what I mean,” he huffs. Then he throws his hands
up and blows out a forceful sigh. “By Mabona, you always do this.
You always twist my words into something else.”

“Twist your words? Those were your exact words!”

“Please,” I interject, trying to mediate. “You have every right to
feel upset, but I’'m sure he didn’t mean it like that. Right, Dad?”

“Don’t,” both of my parents growl, whipping around to lock
hard eyes on me.

“Don’t meddle,” Dad warns.

Mom blows out an angry breath. “You’ve done far too much of
that already.”

Pain pulses through my heart, and I shrink back on the chair.
Not because of the harsh words, but because they’re right.

«He roBopu Takux pedeil y MOEMY JI0Mi», — NepeOrBae MEHE
TaTo, B HOro odax OJMINAThL THIB 1 maHika. BiH MIBUAKO IOIIigae Ha
BiKHa, HIOM XOYe MEpPEKOHATHUCS, IO BOHU CIpaBii 3aunHeHi. «Taki
PO3MOBHU HEOE3MEYHO HAOIMKAKOTHCS JI0 3paIn».

BoHu He 3HaIOTH, M0 5 HACTIPAB/l € AKTUBHUM WICHOM OTIOPY,
1 1 Maro HaMmip 30eperTu e B TaeMHHMIN. bo s 3Hana, Mo came Tak
BOHH BiJIpearyroTh.

«lle He TBI nmiM», — PI3KO Kake Mama, HE JalO4M MEHi
Bianosictu. Ii mpexpacHe o6MMYYS CHOBHIOE PO3APATYBAHHS, KOJH
BOHA JIMBUTHCS B 04l YOJIOBIKOBI. «l]e Ham mimy.

«Tu 3Haem, 1mo s Maro Ha yBa3i», — OypuuTh BiH. [1oTiM BiH
MiHIMA€E PYKH 1 BUITyCKA€ CHIIbHUM TTonux. «MaOoHa, TH 3aBXK/IH TaK
pobumt. TH 3aBXkaAM NEPEeKPyUyeEN MOi CIIOBaY.

«Ilepexpyuyto TBOi ciioBa? Ile Oynu TBOi TouHI cioBa!»

«byap nacka», — BTpyd4arocs s, HAMAratO4uch 3acCIOKOITH IX.
«Twu maem moBHE mpaBo OyTH 3aCMy4YeHUM, ajie sl BIICBHEHA, 110 BiH
HEe MaB Ha yBa3i came 1ie. [IpaBmaa, Tary?»

«He Tpeba», — Oypuath 000€ MOiX OaTbKiB, 0OEPTAIOUHCH 1
CYBOPO JMBIISTYUCH HA MEHE.

«He Brpyuaiicsa», — nomnepekae Taro.

Mawma rHiBHO Buanxae. « Tu Bxke 3aHaITO Oarato BTPy4aBcsi».

bine mpoHuzye Moe cepue, 1 s 3apuratocs Ha cTuTbI. He
yepe3 CyBOpi CIIOBA, @ TOMY, 1110 BOHU MAalOTh PaIlilo.

A 3Haro, mo Moi OaThbKK OOpaKarOThCS Ha MEHE. S BimuyBaio
e Mopasy, KOJU BOHU IUBJIATHCS HA MEHE. | HaWripiie B yCboMy
IIbOMY T€, III0 BOHH MalOTh Ha 1€ MIOBHE MPaBo.

Konu s Bnepie nposiBuia cBoi cuiin, 0atbku Oyl B 3aXBari.
XozneH 3 HUX HE HAPOJAMBCSA 3 MArTYHUMH 3/110HOCTSAMH, TOXK JUTHHA 3
Mari€l0 Malna MPUHECTH IM BEIHKY KOpHUcTh. HaTomicTh s mpuHecia
iM jumie 6i1b. Y AUTHHCTBI S HE MOTJIa KOHTPOJIFOBATH CBOi crutd. Lle
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I know that my parents resent me. I can feel it every time they
look at me. And the worst part of it all is that they have every right to.

When 1 first manifested my powers, my parents were excited.
Neither of them was born with magical abilities, so to have a child
with magic was supposed to bring them great benefits. Instead, I only
brought them pain. As a child, I couldn’t control my powers. Which is
normal. It takes years for any magic user to gain full control of their
powers. But because of the nature of my magic, it caused more
destruction than usual. My powers would randomly activate without
me even realizing it, making me manipulate my parents’ emotions. I
tried to control it. I tried to master my magic faster than any fae had
ever done before, but it simply wasn’t possible. It takes time. And
training. So my parents continued to be influenced by my magic for
years. It made them question what was real and what wasn’t, and it led
to problems in their marriage that still remain to this day. They didn’t
want me near them.

They didn’t trust me not to mess with their emotions. And they
started resenting each other too because of all the fights that their
magically increased emotions led to. So their dream of a happy family
was destroyed by me. Not only because of the problems in their
marriage that I unwittingly caused, but also because they couldn’t
simply try again. Since we fae have such long lifespans, we can only
give birth to one child.

So, my parents wasted their one shot at having a perfect family
by having me. The daughter who ruined it all.

So, I sit there on the chair and quietly wait for my parents to
finish arguing. Once it has died down, I look up from my lap and meet
their frustrated eyes again.

HOpPMaJIbHO. Byab-sikoMy Mary moTpiOHO 6arato pokiB, 100 MOBHICTIO
OMaHyBaTH CBOI CHJIM. AJjie uepe3 MpUPOAY MO€i Marii BOHa 3aBJaBaa
Oinpie pyHHYBaHb, HDK 3a3BHYail. Moi CWIM aKTUBYBaJIHCSA
BUIIAJIKOBO, HABITh 0€3 MOro BiZjoMa, 3MYLIYIOYM MEHE MaHIyTI0BaTH
emolisMu O0arbkiB. I Hamaranacs 1ie KOHTpodroBaTH. S Hamaramacs
OTNaHyBaTH CBOIO Mariro MBHU/IIE, HIX Oyab-ska ¢est 10 MEeHe, aJie e
Oyno mpocto HemoxiuBo. Lle Bumarae gacy. I TpenyBanb. Tox Moi
O0aTbKM TPOMOBXKYBAIM IepeOdyBaTH IMijJ BIUIMBOM MO€i Marii
npoTsIroM 6aratbox pokiB. Lle 3MynryBano ix CyMHIBaTUCs B TOMY, IO
€ peallbHUM, a IO Hi, 1 MpU3BeJIo A0 MpodiieM y IXHbOMY HUTHO01, SKi
3aJMIIAIOThCA TOHWHI. BOHM He XOTinH, mo0 s Oyia mopyd i3 HUMHU.
Bouu He Bipwnm, mo s He Oyay BIUIMBAaTH Ha iXHi emorii. | BoHu
MOYald HEHAaBUIITH OJIHE OJHOTO 4Yepe3 BCI CBapKH, 0 SKHUX
MPU3BOAMWIM 1XHI MariyHo mnocujieHi emorii. Tox IXHS Mpis mpo
aciauBy poauMHy Oyna 3pyiHOBaHa MHOIO. He Tinbku dyepes
npoOieMu B iXHbOMY HUTIOO1, SIKI s HECBIJIOMO CHpPUYWHUWIA, aje H
TOMY, III0 BOHM HE MOIJIM IPOCTO crpoOyBaTH e pa3. OCKUIbKU MH,
dei, MaeMO Take JOBIe KUTTS, MU MOXXEMO HAPOIUTH TUIBKU OJTHY
TUTHHY.

Toxx Moi OaTbkM 3MapHyBaJdd CBiil €IWHWUN IIIAHC MaTH
i71ealbHy poMHY, HapoauBIIU MeHe. JlouKy, sika Bce 3pyiHHyBaa.

Toxx s CHIKYy Ha CTUIBII 1 THXO YEKar0, MOKH MOi OaThKu
3akiH4aTh cBaputHucs.Konu Bce Biyxae, s miHIMAIO OIS BiJl CBOIX
KOJIIH 1 3HOBY 3yCTpidarocs 3 iXHIMH pO34apOBaHUMH OYHMMA.

«Sl... 51 mpocTo XoTinma ckazaTw BaMm, IO 5 3apeECTpyBaiacs,
TOX 3a KUIbKa TIDKHIB si Oymay Ha BUIPOOYBAaHHIX», — KaXy s, a
MOTiM 3aMOBKaro.

Mama kiaze WITaHW, TOJKY Ta HUTKY Ha NOJIPSAMaHUN
JiepeB'ssHui cTi nepea co0o10, a TaTo NepecyBaAETHCS OIS CTIMKH.
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“I... T just wanted to tell you that I registered, so in a few
weeks, I will be in the trials,” I say before trailing off.

Mom puts the pants and the needle and thread down on the
scratched wooden table in front of her while Dad shifts his weight by
the counter.

“Thank you for informing us,” she manages to press out, but
the words come out sounding stilted and unnatural.

I just nod in reply.

“If you win, don’t contact us,” Dad says, turning eyes full of
warning on me. “We don’t want the dragon shifters to think that you’re
some kind of rebel. That we are some kind of rebels.”

“She’s not going to win,” Mom interjects with an impatient
sigh and an annoyed look at Dad. “She’s a fish cutter with emotion
magic.”

“You know damn well the damage she can cause.”

“To a relationship! Not to an opponent in battle.”

“Who says it’s going to be a battle?”

“What do—"

Their arguing is interrupted by the grating of wood against
wood as I quickly stand up and then push my chair back in underneath
the table. My heart aches and I need to leave before I drown
underneath the weight of it.

“I just wanted to tell you that,” I repeat uselessly before
clearing my throat. “I need to go and eat now before all the food places
close for the night.”

“Right,” Dad says, still sounding flustered. “Yes.”

Mom nods.

I wait for them to wish me luck. To tell me to be careful.

They don’t.

«JlaKyemo, 1m0 TOBiIOMHIIA HAC», — BUJIABIIOE BOHA, alie
CJIOBA 3By4aTh IITYYHO 1 HEMIPUPOIHO.

S1 nuie KUBaro y BiAMOBIAb.

«Jkuo BUrpaem, He 3B'A3yics 3 HaMW», — KaXe TaTo,
JTUBJISIYMCH HA MEHE 3 MOMEPEKEHHSIM B ouax. «Mu He X04eMo, 00
JPaKOHU-TIEPEBEPTHI MOAYMaNH, 110 TH skach OyHTiBHULA. [{o mu
AKICh OYHTIBHUKI».

«Bona He Burpae», — BTPYYa€ThCS MaMa 3 HETEPIUITUUM
3ITXaHHSAM 1 PO3APATOBAHUM IMOMIAAOM Ha Tata. «Bona pubanka 3
Mari€r eMoIin.

«Tu mpekpacHO 3HAEI, SIKOT IIKOIA BOHA MOXKE 3aBIATH.

«BinmHocuHam! A He CyIPOTUBHUKY B 00IO».

«XT0 cKa3as, o 11e Oyme 61i?»

«Ilo Tu...»

IxHio cBapky mepepuBac piskmii CKperiT mepeBa 00 Jepeso,
KOJIM sI PI3KO MJABOKYCA ¥ 3aIITOBXYIO CTIJEIb Ha3al Tij CTLI.
Cepue Hue, 1 MEHI MOTPIOHO MITH, MEPUI HIX 5 MOTOHY IiJl TATapeM
HOTO OOJIIO.

— S mpocTo XOTiia BaM MpoO 1€ CKazaTh, — Oe3mopaaHo
MTOBTOPIOIO s ¥ MPOYHIIAK0 Topiio. — MeHi Tpeba WTH. .. MOiCTH, TOKU
BCI 3aKJIaJy HE 3aUUHIIINCS HA Hid.

— Tak, — Kkaxe Taro, Bce Ie 30UTHA 3 TAHTEIHUKY. —
ABXeEX.

Mama kuBae.

S gekaro, o BoHU moOaxaroTh MeHi yraadi. CkaxyTh, mo0 s
Oyna 00epeXHOIO.

Bonu 115010 HE pOOIATH.

Tox s o0nu3yr0 Tyom, KOBTal0 W 1Ay 10 BUXIAHHX JBEpEH.
Mene cynpoBOKY€ JIUIIE THUILA.

29



So I lick my lips, swallow, and then walk back towards the
front door. Only silence follows me.

Once I open the door and take one step across the threshold, I
can hear their argument start back up inside the kitchen again. I close
the door behind me and try to keep my heart from fracturing as I walk
away from my childhood home and the family that I ruined.

I had planned to go to my usual tavern, but I only make it a few
streets before I can’t take it anymore. I can’t take one more second of
simply walking alone with my thoughts, so I duck into the nearest
tavern.

J

ust like most of our city, it’s in desperate need of repair. But at
least it’s warm and brightly lit by a hearth and several faelights along
the walls. The faelights are white gemstones that glow and produce
light without giving off any heat.

I scan the dark wooden tables as I step across the threshold.
The room is packed with people. Some of them sit alone, but most are
crammed together around the tables in pairs or groups as they eat and
drink. I note an empty table by the wall while I head straight for the
bar.

Reaching into my pocket, I pull out the meal ticket that I
received at the end of my workday. I stare at that piece of paper while I
wait for the tavern keeper to finish up with the customer before me.

The dragon shifters control everything. Even our ability to eat.
We’re not allowed to own or produce money, so we can’t simply buy
the food we need with our wages. Instead, we receive one meal ticket
at the end of each workday. One ticket that can be exchanged for one

Konu 51 BimunssIO 1BEpi i poOIto KPOK 3a MOpir, 3 KyXHi 3HOBY
JMOJUHAIOTH iXHI TOJIOCM — CBapKa CHajaxye 3 HOBOIO cujo. S
3a4MHSIO 32 cOOOI0 IBEpi i HamMararocst He J]aTH CEPII0 PO3CUIIATUCS
Ha YJIaMKH, BIAXOASYM B JIOMY CBOTO AMTHHCTBA W POIUHH, SIKY S
3pyHHYyBaJIA.

S manyBana HITH 0 CBO€I 3BUYHOI TaBEPHH, alie MPOXOIKY
JIMIIE KUTbKA BYJIHIb, MIEPII HIX PO3YMil0, 10 O1SIbIIEe HE BUTPUMAIO.
S He MOXy mnpoBecTH Ime Oomail CEKyHJy HAOIWHIN 31 CBOIMH
JTYMKaMH, TOX 3BEpTar0 B HAHOIMKIy TaBEpHY.

Sk 1 Oulbllla YaCTWHA HAIIOTO MICTa, BOHA B KAJIIOT1IHOMY
CTaHi ¥ naBHO mMOTpeOye peMOHTY. Ane TyT NpUHANMHI Tero, i
MIPUMIIIEHHS SCKPABO OCBITIIFOE KaMiH Ta KibKa (PEEBOTHIB y310BXK
crid. deeBorni — 1e OLIl KOIITOBHI KaMeEHI, IO CBITATHCA H JAIOTh
CBITJIO O€3 KOQHOTO TEIUIA.

S oxkuaar MOMIAIOM TEMHI JIepeB’siHI CTONH, MEPeCcTyaloun
mopir. Y 3aii TiCHO Bin jdronei. [lexto cuauTh cam, aje OiUIbIIICTh
3i0panacs mapamMu abo TpynamMH, TICHO HPUTYJIMBUIMCH OJHE [0
OIHOTO 3a DKEI Ta HamosMH. S momidaro BIIBHUM CTUI OilsA CTIHH,
aJie MpSAMYIO MPOCTO A0 OAPHOT CTIHKH.

3acyHyBIIM PYyKy B KHUIICHIO, sl JICTAIO0 TaJOH Ha 1KY, KU
oTpuMalia HampuKiHII poOodoro AHs. 1 MUBIIOCS HA IEW KIIANTUK
namnepy, 4eKarodH, MOKH IIMHKAp 3aKIHYUTh 00CITyroBYBAaTH KIIEHTA
nepesi MHOIO.

HpakoHsui TepeBEpTHI KOHTPOMIOIOTH yce. HapiTh Hamry
31atHICTh icTu. Ham 3a00poHEHO BOJIOIITH TPOIIMMA YH BUPOOJIATH
iX, TO)K MH HE MOKEMO TIPOCTO KYMHUTH 1)Ky 3a 3apobieHe. Haromicts
HaMpPHUKIHI KOKHOTO PoOOYOro JHS MH OTPUMYEMO OMH XapyOBHUH
TtasnoH. OIMH TaJIOH — Ha OJHY CTpaBy B Oyab-sIKid TaBEpHI MicTa.
HaBith Ti, XTO mpaIfoe B IUX TaBepHAX, OTPUMYIOTH JIUIIE IO
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meal at any tavern in the city. Even the people who work in those
taverns only receive one ticket. Though I’m sure they’ve figured out
some kind of system to stealthily eat some more while they work.

But the rest of us have to make do with one meal a day. The
hunger is meant to keep us weak and to keep us so distracted by our
empty stomachs that we can’t find the energy to resist.

“What can I get you?” the tavern keeper asks from behind the
counter.

I look up from my meal ticket and open my mouth to respond.

“The fish stew,” replies the woman who has suddenly appeared
next to me.

My gaze flits from her to the tavern keeper. It was my turn to
order. Not hers. For a second, I consider saying something. But in the
end, I just let her order first. No point in being difficult.

Once she has received her meal, I finally meet the tavern
keeper’s eyes.

“What can I get you?” he asks.

“The mutton stew, please,” I reply.

Since I work with fish every day, I’'m usually sick of the smell
and taste of it, so I always order the beef or the mutton stew.

He nods distractedly, one eye on the long line that has started to
form behind me, before he heads over to the massive pots that contain
the different stews. I roll the corner of the meal ticket while I wait for
him to come back. My stomach grumbles, but I’'m so used to it that I
barely notice it anymore.

“Alright, here we are,” the tavern keeper says. A thud sounds
as he sets down the bowl on the dark wooden counter before me.

oqHoMy. Xo4 s ¥ YIHEBHEHA, IO BOHM BHUTAJAIM SKHHUCH CIOCIO
HEIOMITHO 3’11aT TPOXH OUIBIIE i1 Yac poOOTH.

A pemiri 3 HaC JOBOJIUTHCS 33 JOBOJIBHATHCS OJHUM MTPUAOMOM
ki Ha geHb. lonox Mae Tpumaru Hac CIaOKUMU — HACTUIBKHU
BUCHAXEHUMH TTOPOXKHIMH HUTYHKaMU, 100 y HAaC HE 3aJIMIIANOCs Hi
cuJ1, Hi Oa)KaHHS YHHUTH OTIp.

— IIo Gynere 3aMOBIATH? — MHUTAE KOpPUMAp 3-3a MPUIIABKA.

Sl BimpuBaro morysj BiJ TajJOHA HA DKy W BIAKPHBAIO pOTa,
100 BiAMOBICTH.

— PubHy romky, — Kake KiHKa, sIKa ParTOBO 3 SBISETHCA
MOPYY 31 MHOIO.

Miii morisin MeTaeThes BiJl Hel 10 KopuMaps. Uepra Oyma Mosl.
He ii. Ha Muth s 3aMUCHIOIOCS, UM HE CKa3aTH MIOCh. AJie 3pEIITOI0
JO3BOJISIIO 1 3poOMTHM  3aMOBJICHHS Tmepmior. Hemae ceHcy
YCKJIQJHIOBATH.

Konmu BOHa OTpuUMy€E CBOIO CTpaBy, s HaApemITi 3yCTpivarocs
MOTJISIZIOM 13 KOpUMapeM.

— To o Bam? — 3HOBY MUTAE BiH.

— HOmiky 3 6apanunu, Oyzb Jlacka, — BIJMOBIJALO 5.

OCKUTBKY 51 IIOJTHS MaKo CIIpaBy 3 pUOOI0, i1 3amax i cMaK MeHe
B)XKE€ HYISITh, TOX 5 3aBXKJIU 00HMpalo sI0BHYY a00 OapaHsAdy IOIIKY.

BiH po3cisiHO KuBa€, OJHUM OKOM CTEXa4yH 3a JJOBTOIO YEPTo¥o,
110 BXKE BUIIMKYBAJIACs 32 MHOIO, 1 IPAMYE 70 BEJIMYE3HUX Ka3aHiB i3
pI3HMMHU cTpaBamH. Sl Kararo Kpail TaJoHa MK NalbISIMH, YEKalOuH,
MOKH BiH moBepHeThCs. LInyHOK OypunTh, ane st HACTUIBKU 3BUKJIIA JI0
IHOTO BIIYYTTS, 1110 Maii’ke HE 3BEpTal0 Ha HOTO yBaru.

— Tapasz, och, — Kaxe kopumap. [ Tyxuii CTyKIT JIyHa€, KOJTU
BiH CTaBUTh TMeEpell MHOK MHCKY Ha TEMHY JEpeB’SHY CTIHKy. —
Opnna pubHa romka.
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“One fish stew.”

I reach for it before his words register. Pausing with my hand
halfway to the bowl, I meet his tired gaze and open my mouth to
speak.

Indecision flashes through me. Should I tell him that he got my
order wrong? I really don’t want the fish stew. But I also don’t want to
cause any trouble.

My hand hovers in the air. The tavern keeper raises his
eyebrows in question before his distracted gaze once more flits to the
long line of people waiting impatiently behind me.

Anxiousness slithers through my stomach.

“Thank you,” I press out, and take the offered bowl while
handing over my meal ticket.

Deep inside, frustration rips through me. I should have said
something. I wanted to say something. Because I didn’t want the fish. I
wanted the mutton stew. But I just... I didn’t want to annoy him.
People already keep me at arm’s length, and I don’t want to give them
any more reasons to dislike me.

Blowing out an exhausted sigh, I take my bowl of fish stew and
head straight for the table I spotted earlier. It’s a table for two, so I
slide into the rickety chair and immediately pick up the spoon from the
bowl.

The fish tastes like... fish.

But I eat it anyway.

While I eat, one of the waitresses comes by and places a mug
of ale in front of me. I watch her flowing brown hair sway across her
back as she walks up to the next table and does the same. At the third
table, she swaps out the empty mugs for full ones.

S TATHYCS 1O HEl e 10 TOTro, SIK YCBIIOMIIIOIO HOTO CIIOBA.
3YMUHUBLINCH 13 PYKOIO, 3aBMEPJIOI0 HA MIBAOPO31 10 MUCKH, 5
MiJBO/DKY TOTIISA O MOr0 BTOMJICHHMX OYeH 1 BiIKpWBaKo poTa, o0
3aroBoputu.B MeHi cmanmaxye BaranHd. Yu BapTo ckaszartu, 10 BiH
neperuryTaB 3aMoBJieHHA? S 30BCiM He X04y pMOHOI IOLIKK. AJe 1me
MEHIIIE 51 XO4y CTBOPIOBaTH Mpobiemu.Mos pyka 3aBHca€e B MOBITPI.
Kopumap 3anurtanbHO migiiMae OpoBH, a TOTIM HOro po3CisHHIMA
MOTJISA] 3HOBY KOB3a€ 0 JOBroi uepru JrofeH, 10 HeTepIuiaye
YEeKaloTh 1033y MECHE.

TpuBora xoj0JHOO 3MI€I0 CTUCKAE IITYHOK.

— Jsxyro, — BuUIaBIIOI0 s 3 cebe W 3a0upar0 MUCKY,
MPOCTATAIOUN HOMY TaJIOH Ha 1KY.

[muboko BcepeauHi MEHE pBe po3aparyBaHHsS. Sl Mana mOCh
ckazaru. S xorijma mochk ckazaru. bo s He xorinma pubu. S xorinma
OapaHs4y FOMIKY. AJie sl MPOCTO... HE XOTija ioro aparysaru. JIromau i
TaK TPUMAIOTHCSA BiJ MEHE Ha BIJICTaHIi, 1 S HE XO4y JaBaTH iM IIe
Oomaii OfHYy TpPUYMHY MEHE He THONTH.BUINXHYBIIM BTOMIICHUU
31TX, s Oepy CBOIO MHUCKY 3 PHOHOIO IOIIKOIO W MPSAMYIO TIPOCTO 0
CTOITY, sIKUi ToMiTHIIa panime. L{e cTonuk Ha ABOX, TOX sl KOB3alO Ha
XUTKHH CTUICID 1 0/Ipasy k Oepy JOXKKY.

Puba Ha cMak — mpocTo... pubda.

AJle s Bce OITHO IM.

[Toku s iM, onHa 3 O(ILIAHTOK MIAXOIUTH 10 MOTO CTONY
CTaBUTh TEpElli MHOKI KyXOJib €t0. S TpoBOKar0 MOIISAIOM i
XBUWJISICTE KAIITAHOBE BOJIOCCS, IO KOJMUXAETHCS HA CIHHI, KOJU BOHA
MEePEXOIUTh 10 HACTYITHOTO CTOJly W pOOWTH Te came. 3a TpeTiM
CTOJIOM BOHA MiHsI€ MOPOXKHI KyXJi Ha MOBHIi. Sl MOXUTYIO TOJIOBOIO.
Ham no3BosieHO juie OJWH XapyoOBHMM TaJlOH Ha JI€Hb, 3aT€ BECh
ankorons — OesmnarHuid. llle omHa KopcToka, ane Ji€eBa TaKTHKA,
mo0 TpUMaTH HAC Ha KOJiHAX. AJIKOTOJNIb TPUTIYMIIIOE TOJOM 1
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I shake my head. We only get one meal ticket per day, but all
alcohol is free. Another cruel but effective tactic to keep us all on our
knees. Drinking alcohol eases the hunger and numbs the pain and
depression that most people feel. It also makes people addicted and
keeps them too drunk to fight back.

With another sigh, I shake my head once more. We need to
change this. I need to change this. And once I win the Atonement
Trials, that is exactly what I will do.

CHAPTER FOUR

Steel rings faintly through the chilly midday air as I use a
whetstone to sharpen my knife. One of my fellow guild members rolls
a wooden barrel along the street. It produces a wooden rattling sound
as it turns over and over. I keep my eyes on my blade.“Here’s the next
barrel,” he says when he reaches me.With a grunt, he grabs the side of
the barrel and tips it back up so that it’s in an upright position. I raise
my gaze from the whetstone right as he uses a crowbar to pop the lid
of the barrel. The smell of fish wafts towards me.I stare at the mountain
of fish waiting for me in the barrel. It’s the same thing every day.
Transporters bring me barrels or buckets of fish, and I clean it, gut it,
and cut it. It’s boring, monotonous, and smelly. But at least it has
helped me develop great skills with a knife.

“Thanks,” I say to the transporter who is dusting off his hands
after straightening the barrel.

He nods and then heads back down towards Lake Andun,
where the actual fishermen work to catch the fish that I and other
low-level guild members get to clean.My gaze flits down to my hands.
After I finished the previous barrel, I had a few minutes to spare, so |
was able to wash and scrub my hands. And since I want to enjoy the

3HE00MI0€e Oib Ta MPUTHIYEHICTh, Y SKUX JKUBE OUIBIIICTH JIFOICH.
BiH Takok BHWKIMKA€e 3alIe)KHICTh 1 pOOMTH HAC 3aHAATO I STHUMH,
o0 YMHUTH Omip.I3 YeproBUM BaKKMM 3I1TXaHHSM I 3HOBY XHTalO
rosioBoto. Ile moTpiOHo 3MiauTH. S Maro 11e 3MIHUTH. | KOJK 51 BUTparo
CnokyTHi BunpoOyBanns — came 11e s i 3po0iro.

PO3JI1JI YETBEPTHI

Crasb TUXO A3BEHHUTH y MPOXOIOIHOMY IOTYJICHHOMY TMOBITPI,
KOJMM S TO4y HDK Ha Opycky. OAMH 13 MOiX TOBAapHILIiB MO TUIBAIL
KOTUTh BYJIHIICIO JIepeB’siHy Oouky. BoHa TIyXo TOpPOXTHUTH,
nepeBepTaloyunch 3 00Ky Ha Oik. S He 3BOIKY ouel 13 je3a.

— Ocp HacTymHa OOYka, — KaKk€ BiH, MIAKOTUBIIW 1i 10
MeHe.3 MPUDIYIIEHUM 31TXaHHSAM BiH Xarae 004Ky 3a Kpail 1 CTaBUTh
il BepTHKampHO. S MIABOMKY MO cCaM€ B Ty MHTh, KOJH BiH
JIOMUKOM 3puBa€ KpuIky.JJo MeHe nomitae 3amax pubu.Sl ausmrocs
Ha TOpy pubu BcepeauHi Oouku. Te came monmHsa. IlepeBizHUKH
NPUHOCATH MEHI 0ouku abo Biapa 3 pubOIo, a s ii Yuily, HOTpoIry i
po3pizaro. HynaHo,0mHOMaHITHO ¥ cMmeparoue. Aje NpuUHAWMHI 115
poboTa 3pobuia MEeHe CIpaB/ii BIIPABHOIO 3 HOXKEM.

— JIsIKy10, — Kaxy 5 MEepPEeBI3HUKOBI, SKUH came O0TpyIIye
PYKH TICIIsl TOTO, SIK BUPIBHSB OOUKY.

Bin kuBae it pymae Ha3zan y Oik o3epa AHIyH, J€ CIPaBXHI
pubanKu JOBIATH puOy, AKY 5 Ta 1HIII HU3BKOPIBHEBI WICHH Tilbii
nmoTiM o0poOmsiemo.Miif  Torsg KOB3a€ N0 BiIacHUX pyk. Ilicms
NOTIEPEIHbOI OOYKM B MeHe OyJ0 KiNbKa BUIBHUX XBHJIMH, TOX S
3Morna noope iX BUMHTH W BinrepTu. [, Oakarouum Ime TpPOXHU
HACOJIOMUTHCA BITYYTTAM YHCTOi, Maxy4oi MWJIOM IIKipH, 5
MIPOJIOBXKYIO BJIaBaTH, HIOM TOUY HIXK, X04a JABHO BXKE 3aKIHUMIIA.

CroniBarocsi, CKOpO IIe CTaHeTbCsl, 00—
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sensation of clean and soap-scented hands a little longer, I keep
pretending to sharpen my knife even though I’m already done.

Hopefully, it won’t be too long now before—

“DRAGONS!”

I snap my head up right as the massive bells atop the
watchtower start to ring.

“DRAGONS!” the watchmaster bellows across the city again,
his voice amplified by magic. “THE DRAGONS ARE COMING!”

I leap up from my stool so fast that I knock over the empty
buckets next to me. The wooden clattering joins the loud metallic
clanging of the bells and the shouts that rise from people up and down
the streets.

My heart flips in my chest. But not out of fear. No. My heart
lurches with excitement. It has been two and a half weeks since |
signed up for the Atonement Trials. If the dragon shifters are coming
in force now, it can only mean one thing. The tournament is about to
start. Anticipation burns through me as I ram my knife into the holster
on my thigh. Then I leave the barrel of fish behind and take off down
the street.

All around me, people are doing the same.

The shifters from the Red Dragon Clan fly in and out of the
Seelie Court all the time since it’s their responsibility to manage us.
But sometimes, other clans, or even the emperor and empress
themselves, come to visit for one reason or another. And when they do,
they expect us to greet them properly.

One time, about forty years ago, the farseer atop the
watchtower, the fae man or woman with magically enhanced eyesight
who is responsible for watching the skies for approaching dragons,
didn’t spot the Brown Dragon Clan until they were almost at the city.

— JPAKOHU! S pi3ko migBOMXY TOJIOBY caMe€ B Ty MMTh,
KOJTM MacHUBHI J3BOHHM Ha BapTOBiM BeXl MOYMHAIOTH J3BOHUTU.—
JAPAKOHU! — 3HOBY peBe Hamisgay i3 BapTOBOI BexXi, 1 HOTro rojoc,
MiJCUICHUN  Mariero, po3HocuThes Mictom. — JIPAKOHU
HABJIMXKXAKTBCA!

Sl 3ickakyro 31 CBOTO OCJIHYMKA TaK Pi3KO, IO TEPEKUIAI0
MOpPOKHI Bifpa mopyd. JlepeB’sHUil TYpKIT 3JIMBAETHCS 3 TYYHHM
METaJICBUM II€PEA3BOHOM JI3BOHIB 1 KpHUKaMH, IO 31HMAIOThCS Ha
Bynuisix.Ceprie mepeBepraeThCsi B rpydasx. Ase He Bing crpaxy. Hi.
BoHo 3npuraerbest Bin 30ykeHHS. MUHY/I0 JBa 3 MOJOBHHOK THIXKHI
BiTOMI, SK s 3ammcanacs Ha BunpoOyBanas CrookyTtu.SKkio
JIpaKOHOTIEPEBEPTHI MPUOYBAIOTh 3apa3 1 B TaKiid KUTBKOCTI, 1€ MOXE
o3Hauaru Jmiie ogae. TypHip ock-och mouHeThes. [lepenuyTTs nanae B
MEHI, KOJIU sI 3aTaHsi0 HIK y MXBH Ha cTeTHi. [loTimM nmumaio 604Ky 3
puboI0 T03aay ¥ 3pUBarOCs 3 MICIls, MUaud BYJIHIICIO.

HaBxko:o Bci po6siTh TE came.

[TepeseptHi 3 Kmany YepBonoro JlpakoHa MOCTIHHO JITAOTh
no ¥ 3 JIpopy Cumi, amke camMe BOHHM BIJITOBIAIOTh 32 HAIl HATJISI.
AJe Jac Bix yacy npuOyBarOTh 1 MPEICTaBHUKY 1HIINX KJIaHiB — a0o0
HaBITh caMi iMIIepaTop 3 IMIIEPATPHUIICIO — 3 TUX YH 1HIIUX MTPUYHH.

[ Toni BOHM BHMAararoTh HAJICKHOI 3yCTpiui.

Sxock, NPUONM3HO COPOK POKIB TOMY, SICHOBHJCIH Ha
BEpILIMHI BapTOBOi Bexi — ¢eil abo ¢es 3 MariyHo MOCHICHUM
30pOM, BIJIMOBIJATLHUN 3a CIIOCTEPE)KEHHsS 3a HEOOM, — TIOMITHB
Knan KopuuneBoro /[pakoHa muimie TOxi, KOJM BOHU BXE Maibke
Jocsaray Micta. Mu He BcTuIM BUWTH Ha Jlpakonsde Ilorne, mo6 ix
3yCTpiTH. [... 11e moraHo CKiHYMIIOCS.

Toxx MIOWHO JIyHA€ TOMEPEHKEHHsS, MA BCl TMOCIIMIAEMO Ha
[MacOBUChbKAa Ha 3aXiJ BiJ MicTa — Micle, K€ JaBHO Ha3HBAaIOTh
HpakoHsauum IToxewm, 00 caMme TaM BOHU 3aBXKIU

34



We didn’t make it out to the Dragon Field in time to greet them. It...
did not end well.

So the moment the announcement comes, we all rush out to the
grasslands on the west side of the city, which have been named the
Dragon Field since that’s always where they land.

My heart pounds in my chest as I race through the streets and
out through South Gate.

Brisk winds whirl across the grasslands, making my hair flutter
behind me. But the midday sun shines down from a clear blue sky and
warms my cheeks.

I draw in deep breaths as I slow to a walk and then come to a
halt on the grass. Anxious murmuring fills the air as we arrange
ourselves into neat rows, but I feel only excitement. The time has
finally come. At last, I will get to show everyone just how much of an
asset I can really be to our cause.

Sunlight shines down over the palace to my left, making the
pale stones glitter like gold. I cast a glance at it while both pain and
longing tug at my heart. The dragon shifters will be living inside the
palace for the duration of the trials. As will the contestants.

I don’t want those damn dragons in there, desecrating our
sacred halls. But soon, it will be all ours again.

The woman next to me sucks in a sharp breath.

I whip my gaze back to the grasslands in front of me. My
stomach dips. There. On the horizon, high over the massive forest of
thorns, dragons become visible as they swoop across the grand
mountains to the north called the Peaks of Prosperity.

I draw in an involuntary breath at the sight. I might hate them
all with every fiber of my being for how they treat us, but by Mabona,
I can’t deny that it’s a magnificent sight.

npm3eMIsIoThest.Cepiie Tymae B TPyAsX, KOJIU S MUy BYJIUISIMH U
BuOirato yepe3 IliBmenny bpamy.llopuBuactuii BiTep KpyKIs€ HaJ
JyKaMH, 3MYIIyIOYM MO€ BOJOCCS TPINOTITH 3a cnuHoo. Ta
MOJTyJICHHE COHIIE CSIE€ 3 YHCTOTO OJJAKMTHOTO Heba i 3irpiBae ImOKH.

S mboKoO BIMXaro0, CIIOBUIBHIOK XOJY, @ TOMAI 3yNUHSIOCS Ha
TpaBi. JloBKONa JyHae TPUBOXKHE TEPEUIINTYBaHHS, IOKH MU
HIMKYEMOCSI B PiBHI PsU, ajle MCHE MEPEroBHIOE JnIe 3axBar. Yac
HApeIITI HACTaB. 3PEIITO S 3MOXY JOBECTH BCIM, HACKUIBKU
IIHHOI0 MOXY OYyTH JUIsl HAIIO1 CITPaBH.

ConsiuHe CBITNIO TMajgae Ha TNajgal JiBOpyY BiJ MeEHeE,
3MyITyroun Oifie KaMiHHS CSASTH, HEMOB 30J10TO. S Kuaar Ha HbOTO

MOTIISL — 1 Ceple CTUCKAEThes Bim Oomo Ta Tyru. [IpoTsrom
BUNPOOYBaHb JAPAKOHOTEPEBEPTHI KUTUMYTh y mamami. Sk 1
YYaCHUKH.

MeHi HecTepmHO ayMmMaTH MpO Te, MO Il KIATI JAPaKOHU
TONTATUMYTh Halli CBATI 3anmu. Ane HezabapoMm yce 3HOBY Oyre
HamuM. JKiHKa mopyd 31 MHOIO pI3KO BTSTHYJA MOBITPs. I MUTTEBO
MEepPeBOKY TMOmIAn Ha Jyku mnomepeny. lllnmyHok xomomHo
ctuckaetbest. Tam. Ha oOpii, BUCOKO HaJl BEIETEHCHKUM JIICOM TEPHIB,
3’SBISIOTBCS JAPAKOHM — BOHHM IIUPSIIOTh HAJ BEIMYHUMU
MIBHIYHUMH TOpaMH, 110 31aBHa 3ByThCs [likamu [IponBiTanHs.

Sl MUMOBOJTI 3aTaMOBYIO MOJWX BiJl IIHOTO BUAOBHIIA. S MOXKY
HEHaBHIITH iX yciMa ¢iOpamMu 1ymr 3a Te, SK BOHM 3 HaMH
MOBOJIATBCS, ajlie, KIAHycss MaOoHO0, 3alepedyuTd — I CIpaBii
BEJIMYHO — ST HE MOXKY.

[lonepeny mporuecii JeTATh ABa BEICTEHCHKI CPiOHI IPAKOHH.
CiTio Tpae Ha IXHIM Jdycli, 1 37a€ThCs, HIOM BOHA BKpHUTA
MEPEXTIAUBUM 30psiHUM TwioM.IIpaBopyd Big HHUX, TPOXH T03any,
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Two massive silver dragons fly at the front of the procession.
Light glints against their scales, making it look like glittering starlight.

To their right and a little behind them flies another gigantic
dragon. This one is black like a moonless night.

There is a larger space behind that dragon, after which an entire
row of dragons can be seen. One red, one green, one orange, one
white, one blue, one brown, and one purple.

An entire host of dragons, in all colors, fills the sky after that.

I let out a long exhale. We can do this. I can do this.

The booming of wings fills the air as the mass of dragons
draws closer. Trees shake as the winds that their wings produce slam
down over the forest. The red dragon at the edge of the row lets out a
deafening roar.

Gasps and whimpers rip from our ranks, and several people
around me shrink back.

I stand my ground even as the two silver dragons and the black
dragon swoop down towards us at breakneck speed. Others around me
scramble back. The dragons get closer.

Booms cut through the air as the first three dragons hit the
ground in a cloud of smoke.

Everyone holds their breath.

And out of the dissipating smoke stride the Wings of Freedom,
the Forger of Worlds, and the Shadow of Death.

As one, we all drop down on one knee and bow our heads.

Side by side, the Empress and Emperor of the Iceheart Dynasty
stride towards us. Draven Ryat walks on their right, two steps behind
them.

Briefly closing my eyes, I send a quick prayer to Mabona that
Draven won’t recognize me. After all, there is nothing about me that

JETUTh 1€ OJWH TIraHTCHKUW APAakOH — 4YOpHUH, MOB Hiu 0e3
MiCSAL.

3a HMM TSTHETHCS INIMPIIUH TPOMDKOK y Hebi, a maii
3’ IBIIAETHCA MITUHA  psag JpaKkoHIB:  YEPBOHHWH,  3€JICHUH,
MOMapaH4eBHiA, O, CHHII, KOPUIHEBH 1 (D10JICTOBHIA.

A 3a HUMH HeOO 3alOBHIOE CIIPaBKHA JIpakoHsS4Ya apMaga —
BCl MOXKJIMB1 KOJIbOPH, CKUTBKHU CSITAE OKO.

S noBipHO BUAMXa. Mu 3MoxeMo. S 3MoxKy.

['ypKiT KpuJ HamoOBHIOE TIOBITPS, KOJIM Maca JIPaKOHIB
HaOmmwKaeTbes. JlepeBa 3apuraioTbes, a TIOTOKH BITPY, 3ipBaHi
yaapamMH iXHIX KpWJI, OOpyHIyIOThCSl Ha Jic. YepBOHMI JIpakoH Ha
Kparo CTPOIO BUPUBAE 3 TOpJia ONNIYILIIUBUMN PEB.

3 HamMX JaB BUPUBAIOTHCS 30MKH M CXIUIYBaHHS, KiTbKa
Jrofiel HaBKOJIO MEHE BiJICTYNaloTh Ha3ad, 3JIIKaHO CTUCKAIOYHUCH.

Sl He BiAcTymai HaBiTh TOJI, KOJM JBa CpiOHI JApakoHH I
YOPHHUM JPAKOH CTPIMIOJIOB 3pUBAIOTHCS BHU3 MPOCTO Ha Hac. Jlronu
JTIOBKOJIa MEHE MaHIYHO BiJCKAaKyIOTh Ha3aJ. [[pakoHu HaOMMKatOThC.

I'myxi ymapu pO3THHAIOTH TOBITPS — TMEPIIl TPOE IAPAKOHIB
BPI3al0THCA B 3eMITIO, 31IMAIOUN XMapy JUMY.

Bci 3aBMupatoTh, 3aTaMyBaBILIN TOIHX.

I 3 poscitoBanoro aumy Buxoasth Kpuma CBoOGoau, Kosaib
CeiTiB 1 Tinp CmepTi.

B omuH pyx Mu omyckaeMocCsi Ha OJHE KOJIHO W CXHIISIEMO
ronoBu. [Lmiy-o-miiiy 10 Hac KpokyrooTh IMmeparpuis ta Immepatop
nuHacTii Aucrapr. [IpaBopyd Bix HHMX, Ha JBa KpPOKH IO3amy, i11e
HpeiiBen Pisr.

Sl Ha MHTH 3aIUTIONIYIO O4Yl I IIBUAKO IIEMOYYy MOJIUTBY
Mabomni, 6maratoun, abu J[peliBeH MeHe HE BITI3HAB. 3PEIITOI0, B MEHI
HEMae HIYOro, Imo Monio 6 kuHyTHCA B odi. Cpibisicte Bomoccss —
3BUYHA PI4 y HaAIIOMy JBOpi, a BCi (ei MarTh BUTOHYECHI pPHUCH
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stands out. Silver hair is rather common in our court, and all fae have
elegant facial features, so it’s not as if I’m unusually beautiful or
anything like that. Nothing special. Nothing remarkable. Which means
that Draven won’t recognize me. Probably. Hopefully.

I open my eyes again as several more booms echo across the
grasslands. While still keeping my chin lowered, I study the scene
before me.

The second row of dragons has landed and shifted. When they
shift, it produces smoke, so it temporarily blocks the view of the forest
behind them.

Once the smoke clears, the leaders of the other seven dragon
clans are standing there on the trampled grass.

Gremar Fireclaw, the leader of the Red Dragon Clan, sweeps a
glare dripping with threats over all of us, as if to warn us to be on our
best behavior.

Since he is responsible for managing our city, any wrongdoing
on our part would reflect badly on him. But he doesn’t need to warn us
to behave.

None of us would be stupid enough to try something when the
leader of every dragon clan as well as the empress and emperor
themselves are here.

I keep my chin lowered but watch discreetly as Draven and the
Icehearts come to a halt a short distance in front of us.

Empress Jessina Iceheart, nicknamed the Wings of Freedom,
stands with her back straight and her chin raised. Her pale gray eyes
shift casually over the sea of kneeling fae before her. A strong wind
makes her long white hair ripple over the regal silver dress that she is
wearing. It matches the elegant silver wings visible behind her
shoulders.

00y Ust, TOX s aX HiSK HE BUPI3HAIOCA Kpacoro. Hivoro ocobiuBoro.
Hivoro mpumitHoro. A otrxe, JlpeliBeH MeHe He BmizHae. MaOyTh.
CnoaiBaroc.

S1 3HOBY PO3ILIIONIYIO OUl, KOJIH HaJ| JIyKaMU MPOKOUYETHCS 111e
KiJIbKa TIIyXuX yaapis. He migBoastuu migOopians, s yBaXKHO BUBYAIO
T€, 10 Bi1I0YBAETHCS MEPe/Ii MHOIO.

Jpyruii psin  ApakoHIB TMPHU3EMIUBCS W TMEPEKUHYBCS Y
moackKy nono0y. Ilin yac mepeBTUICHHS 3I1HMA€EThCA UM, TOXK Ha
MUTh BiH TIOBHICTIO 3aKpWBa€ BHJ Ha Jic mo3any Hux.Komu mum
PO3CIIOETHCS, HA BUTOMNTAHINA TpaBi BXKE CTOATh OYUIBHUKH PEIITH
CeMU JIPAKOHSIYUX KIIaHIB.

I'pemap Borusuuii Kirots, Baraxox YepBoHoro JpakoHAUOro
Krnany, oOBomuTh Hac yCiX TOMISAIOM, CIIOBHEHHM HETPUXOBAHUX
MOTPO3 — MOB MONEPEHKEHHS, A0 MU TIOBOIMIIHCS 0€310TaHHO.

OcCKiIbKHM came BiH BiJMOBI/A€ 3a YIPABIiHHS HAIIUM MiCTOM,
OyIb-SIKHI TTPOCTYIIOK 3 HAIIOro OOKY KWHYB OM TiHB 1 Ha HbOTO. Ta
3acTepiratd Hac Hemae motpedbu. HixTo 3 Hac He HACTUIBKU IypHUA,
mo0 IMmOoCh YTHYTH, KOJM TYT 310pajucs JiJepu BCIX JPAKOHIIMX
KJIaHIB, @ TAKOXK caMa iMIepaTpuis 3 IMIIEPaTOPOM.

A  Tpumaro malopians  ONMyHIeHUM, aje  KpaabKoma
cnocrepirato, sik JpeiiBeH pazom 3 Alicrapramu 3yNUHSIOTHCS Ha
HEBEJIMKIH BIJICTaHI TIepe/l HAMH.

Imneparpuus  xeccina  Aificrapt, mnpo3BaHa Kpunamu
CpoOomu, CTOITh 13 PIBHOIO CIHWHOIO Ta BHCOKO ITJIHITHM
nigbopimasam. Ii 6mino-cipi oui Gaiimyske KOB3al0Th MO MOPIO (eid, 1m0
CTOATH Tepea Heto HaBKoJIIIKA. CHIIBHHN BiTEp KOMHIIE ii 1oBre Oie
BOJIOCCH, SIKe CHAJa€ Ha BENMYHY CpiOisAcTy cykHio. I y ToH —
BUTOHYEHI CpiOHI KpHJIa, III0 BUIHIFOTHCS 3a IJICYNMA.

[opyu i3 Heto cToiTh iMniepatop belin AiicrapT, Takoxx 3HaHUI
sk Kosamp CgiTiB. BiH cnocrepirae 3a HamMu BciMa 3
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Beside her, Emperor Bane Iceheart, also known as the Forger
of Worlds, watches us all with a smug tilt of his lips while he flares his
silver wings slightly. His long black hair has been swept back, barely a
strand out of place as it cascades down his back, and a cruel glint
shines in his black eyes.

In terms of physical appearance, they couldn’t be more
different. And yet, they are mates. Both of them are equal leaders of
the rare Silver Dragon Clan. An incredibly powerful species of dragon
that, as opposed to all other dragons, breathes ice flames instead of
fire. It was those dangerous ice flames that made it possible for the
Silver Dragon Clan to conquer all the other clans and bring them to
heel underneath their rule.

“Well,” Jessina Iceheart says, sounding incredibly bored.

“Is this it?”

Tense silence hangs over the Dragon Field like a suffocating
cloak. No one dares to respond since we don’t know who she was
addressing.

Behind them, Gremar Fireclaw flicks a quick glance between
us and his monarchs while a hint of panic pulses across his face. He
opens his mouth to speak, but Bane beats him to it.

“Just wait until the tournament starts.” A wicked smile curves
the emperor’s lips. “Then we’ll have some fun.”

“Yes,” Jessina agrees. Then she sweeps her gaze over us again
while a sharp smile spreads across her mouth as well. “We traveled a
long way for these trials. Make it interesting.”

Before anyone can figure out how to respond to that, the
Icehearts turn as one and start towards the Golden Palace.

CaMOBJIOBOJICHOIO yCMIIIKOIO, JIeb BUTHYBIIM TyOM, ¥ 31erka
posroprae cpibHi kpuia. Moro qoBre dopHe Bonoccs 3adecaHe Hasas i
crajae B3JOBXK CIIMHH, Malike 0€3 JKOIHOro BHOMTOrO IacMa, a B
YOPHUX 04YaxX OMUIIUTH KOPCTOKUN BOTHUK.

3 momsiLy 30BHIIIHOCTI BOHM pastode pi3Hi. I BogHOuac —
BoHM mapa. O00€ € pIBHONPABHUMH MPABUTEISAMHU PiIKICHOTO
Cpibnoro /[Ipakonsyoro Kimany — Haa3BU4allHO MOTYTHBOTO BUIY
JIPaKOHIB, KW, Ha BIAMIHY BiJl YCIX IHIIUX, BUIUXAE HE BOTOHbB, a
KpwkaHe monym’s. Came 1i CMepTeNnbHO HeOe3neuHi KpukKaHi
nmoyiym’st 3po0uiau MoxuBuUM Te, mo CpiOumit [pakonsunii Knan
MiIKOPUB YCI 1HIII KJIaHU ¥ MOCTaBUB iX MiJl CBOIO BIALTy.

— Hy mo %, — npomorisie JlxecciHa AlcrapTt i3 BiIBEpPTO
HyZAbI'ytounM ToHOM. — I 11e Bce?

Hanpyxena tuma nHaBucae Haja paxonsuum I[lomem, MoB
3agyuuuBuil Tiam. HixTo He HaBaKyeThCs BIINOBICTH — MH He
3HAa€EMO, 10 KOTO caMe BOHA 3BEpHYJIacs.

[Mozany mux I'pemap Borusuuii KiroTh HIBUIKO TEPEBOIUTEH
MOTJISIT MK HAMHU Ta CBOIMH MOHapXaMH, 1 HA MUTh Ha HOTO 00IHYIYi
npocTynae mnaHika. BiH yxke po3Tynse pora, mo0 3aroBOpuTH, Ta
beiin Bunepemxkae itoro.

— IIpocto mouekaiimMocs mowarky TypHipy. — JIuxoBicHa
YCMIIITKa BUKPUBITIOE TYOH iMmieparopa. — Toai MH 1€ PO3BAKUMOCH.

— Tak, — moromxkyerbcst JIxeccina. I[loTiM BOHa 3HOBY
00BOJUTH HAC TIOTVISAOM, 1 Ha 1i ByCTax Tak caMo 3 SIBJISIETHCS TOCTpa
ycmimka. — Mu 3707a/d JOBTUH NUISX 3apaidl IUX BUIPOOYBaHb.
3po0iTh iX IIKaBUMH.

Ilepm HiX XTOCh ycTurHe 30arHyTH, SK Ha L€ pearyBar,
AJcrapT CHHXPOHHO IIOBEpPTAIOTHCS W pyIIaloTh y 01K 3070TOTO
[Tanamy. 3a HUMU CHIAYIOTh BAaTaXKW IHIIUX JIPAKOHSYMX KIIaHIB. Y
HeOl HaJl HaMH PEIlTa APAKOHIB KPYXKJIs€, HEMOB OXOPOHSIOYM CBOIX
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The leaders of the other dragon clans follow. In the sky above,
the rest of the dragons are circling as if to keep their leaders safe from
threats.

I stare at Gremar’s broad back as he reaches the path lined with
dead trees that leads to the palace.

He tilts his head up and scowls at something. Following his
gaze, | find one tiny little leaf that has sprouted on one of the dead
branches.

Hope fills my heart.

Gremar raises an arm, making his red dragon scale armor shift
with the motion. And then he uses his lava magic to incinerate the leaf.

A collective sigh of misery washes through our ranks, but no
one says anything. I shake my head at his back as he continues towards
the palace with the others.

“Everyone who has not registered as a contestant for the
Atonement Trials, get back to the city,” a commanding voice suddenly
calls.

Clothes rustle as the vast majority jump to their feet and hurry
back to the city. I remain on one knee since I haven’t been told that
I’'m allowed to rise.

Glancing over my shoulder, I find other people still on one
knee as well. My competitors. I’ll have to study them more carefully
later, so that I can make a plan for how to beat them. I turn my head
back so that I’'m facing forwards again once all the non-contestants
have left.

The blue-eyed dragon shifter who interviewed me and filled
out my registration form two weeks ago is standing on the grass before
us.

migepiB Bim Oyap-sikoi 3arpo3u. S1 AMBIIOCS Ha IIUPOKY CHHUHY
[pemapa, KoaM BiH BUXOIAHWTH Ha JOpOrYy, OOCA/PKEHY MEPTBHMH
JepeBaMH, MI0 Bele 10 Majamy. BiH TiABOAWTH TOJMOBY H
HACYIUTIOETHCSI, BIMBISIOUMCH Yy IIOCh. [IpocimigkyBaBmmm 3a HOro
MOIVISIIOM, s TIOMIYar0 KPUXITHHH JTUCTOYOK, IO MPOOUBCS Ha ONIHIHM
13 CyXHX T1JIOK.

Moe cepiie HalOBHIOETHCS HAIEIO.

Ipemap mimiliMae pyKy — YepBOHi JIyCKaTi IUIACTUHU HOTO
00MaTyHKy 3CYBalOThCS Bifl pyXy.A TOII BiH CBOEIO JIABOBOKO MAri€ro
CTIOTIEJISIE JTUCTOK.3 HAIIMX JIaB MPOKOUYYETHCS CIITBHUMN 3iTX BAYKKOTO
posmady, Ta HIXTO HE O3MBA€THCS. S JHIIE MOXUTYIO TOJOBOIO,
JTUBJISTYUCh WOMY BCIIJ, TOKH BIiH pa3oM 3 IHIIMMH TPSIMY€E J0
naJaity.

— VYci, XTO HE 3apeecTpyBaBCcs K y4acHUK BumpoOyBaHb
CrnokyTH, HeraiiHO MoOBepTalTecs 10 MiCTa, — panTOBO JYHA€E
BJIAJHUM TOJI0C.

Opar mapyauTb, KOMM TEpeBaXHA OUIBIIICTH  JIFOACH
3pUBAETHCS Ha HOTH W TOCHIIIae Hazaa 10 Mmicta. S x juimmarocs
CTOSITH Ha OTHOMY KOJIiHi, aJ[>kKe MEH1 HE JI03BOJISITU TTiIBECTHCS.

KunyBmm mormsin yepes ruiede, s Oady, Mo ¥ 1HII Bce e
CTOSTh HaBKOMIMKU. Moi cynepHuku. Ili3Hime MeHi OoBeIeTbCs
NPUIUBUTHCS 10 HUX YBaXKHIIIE W CKIACTH IUIaH, K 1X MEPEMOTTH.
Komu Bci, xT0 He Oepe ywacTi y BUNPOOYBaHHSX, ilyTh, S 3HOBY
MOBEPTaro ToJoBy Brepea. [lepen Hamu, Ha BUTONTaHIH TpaBi, CTOITH
JPaKOH-000POTEHb 13 ONAKUTHUMHU OYMMa — TOW CaMui, IO JBa
TWKHI TOMY TIpOBOAMB 31 MHOIO CHIBOECiy W 3allOBHIOBAB
peectpaniiiny ¢opmy. I me xrock. TpuBora cTucKae rpyau, KOJIH s
MOMIYaro0 mapy HIT y 3HAHOMHUX YOPHUX OO0JIaTyHKaX.

Yopr.

YoMy BiH HE MIIIOB Pa30oM 3 IHIIMMH BaTaKKaMHU KJIaHIB?
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And so is someone else. Dread flits through my chest as I
notice a pair of legs wearing familiar black armor.
Crap.

Why hasn’t he left with the other clan leaders?

I keep my head bowed while I silently try to force Draven to
leave by simply the power of my mind. I even consider using my
magic to manipulate his emotions so that he will feel impatient and
restless enough to leave. But I decide against it. I can’t risk the
administrator seeing it. If he does, he might disqualify me before the
trials have even started.

Clothes rustle as the final non-contestants hurry away to my
right.

I barely dare to breathe as I keep my eyes on Draven’s black
boots.

He takes a step forward.

Shit.

Dry grass crunches underneath his boots as he strides towards
me.Shit, shit, shit.

I discreetly slide the knife from my holster and hide it behind
my back instead.

Draven continues advancing on me.

My heart slams against my ribs.

His boots stop right in front of me.

The distinct ringing of steel fills the air as he draws his sword.I
tighten my grip on the knife behind my back. If he tries to execute me
right here, I will have to fight him. I know that I won’t win. But I’ll
have to try. Sunlight glints against metal as Draven moves his sword
towards my neck. My fingers tighten on the hilt of my knife. Cold
steel kisses my skin as Draven places the tip of the sword underneath

51 TpuMaro rojoBy CXHJICHOIO, MOBUYKH HaMararo4dnch 3MyCHUTH
JlpeiiBeHa miTH caMOKO JIMIIE CHJIOK JyMKH. HaBiTh Ha MHUTh
3aMHCIIOIOCS TIPO T, [00 CKOPUCTATUCS Mari€lo i BIUTMHYTH Ha HOTO
€MOIIii — BHWKJIMKAaTH HETEPIUIAYICTh 1 HECIOKiW, adu BiH 3a0paBcs
retb. Alle s Bigpa3y BIIKHIAIO 110 ifef0. Sl HE MOXY PU3UKYBaTH.
ko agmiHIiCTpaToOp 1€ MOMITUTh, MEHE MOXYTh JUCKBaTi(iKyBaTH
1I1€ J0 TOTO, SIK BUIPOOYBaHHS HAaBITh OYHYTHCS.

[TpaBopyuY BiJl MEHE MIAPYAUTH OIST — OCTaHHI 3 THX, XTO HE
Oepe yuyacTi B TypHipi, TIOCHIXOM BiAXOISATb.

Sl nenp HaBaXKYIOCS JUXATH, HE 3BOASYM TODNISLY 3 YOPHHX
400iT /[peiiBeHa. Bin poOuTh Kpok ymepes.

brsixa.

Cyxa TpaBa XpyMTHTb TijJ Horo mijgdopaMu, KOJIU BiH MPSAMY€
no meHe.Yopt, 4opT, 4OPT.fl HEMOMITHO BHCIIM3AI0 HIXK 13 KOOypHu U
XOBaK0 MOro 3a CIIMHOO.

JpeiiBeH poaoBKy€e HAOTMKATUCS.

Ceprie rynae 06 pebpa.

Moro 4060TH 3yMUHSIOTHCS IPOCTO MEPE] MHOIO.

Y mnoBiTpi JyHae BHpa3HUM MeTaneBUH [3BIH — BIH
BHUXOIUIIO€ Med. S| MIIHIIE CTHUCKAI0 HIXK 3a CIMHOM0. SIKIIO BiH
cpoOye CTpaTUTH MEHE MPOCTO TYT, MEHI JOBeAeThcs OuTHcs. S
3Ha[0, 10 He BuUrpar. Ase Mmymry crpoOyBaru.CoHSYHE CBITIO
Omuckae Ha MeTaui, konu [[peliBeH miaBoaAuTh Med 10 Moe€i mui.Moi
Majblll CTUCKAIOTh PYKIB’S HOXa M€ CHIbHIIIE. X0J0IHA CTajlb
TOpKaeTbesl WIKipu — JIpeliBeH MiJCOBYe BICTps Meya MiJl MOE
nigoopiaas. Pimrydum pyxoMm BiH MiJHIMA€ MOIO TOJIOBY, 3MYIIYIOUH
3ycTpitHCs 3 iforo morsnom.Joro 3010Ti o4i BIMBaIOTHCS B MOI 3
TaKOI0 CHJIOIO, IO 51 HA MUTh 3a0yBaro, SIK TUXaTH.

— Tu, — kaxe BiH. — S TeOe mam’sTaro.
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my chin. With a firm push, he tilts my chin up so that I’'m forced to
meet his gaze. His golden eyes lock on mine with such intensity that I
forget how to breathe.

“You,” he says. “I remember you.”

“No, you don’t,” T blurt out before I even know what I'm
saying. Mabona’s tits. I want to slap myself. What the hell was that? I
sounded like a delusional five-year-old who tries to deny that she was
found during a game of hide-and-seek.

Something almost like a breath of amusement escapes Draven’s
lips. But the smile that follows is all threats. “Yours is a face I’'m not
likely to forget.”

“Understandable.” T flex my fingers on the knife behind my
back. “And now, you’ve... what? Come to take an eye for an eye?”

That lethal smile on his mouth widens, and his eyes glint. With
a firm push of his blade, he forces me to tilt my head farther back,
exposing my throat completely to him.

“An eye for an eye sounds too fair.” He flashes me a wicked
smile. “I’ll be taking the whole head.”

My heart skips a beat. I squeeze the hilt of my knife hard,
getting ready to yank it forward and slam it into his leg.

But right before I can begin my desperate and doomed fight, he
abruptly removes the sword from my throat, flashes me a threatening
smile, and walks away.

I stare after him, dumbfounded. My head spins, and I’'m not
sure if I should be relieved or even more worried.

“Right,” the administrator says, a tad awkwardly, as if he’s not
sure what to make of that either. His blue eyes flick to me for a second,
and a scowl creases his brows, but then he simply clears his throat and
presses on. “My name is Imar, and I am the overseer for this century’s
Atonement Trials.”

— Hi, He mam’siTaenl, — BUMAIIOIO S paHillle, HIXX BCTUTAIO
YCBIIOMUTH, 10 Kaxy.Ipynn Mabonu. XoueTbes aatu coOi Jsimaca.
Mo me B3arami Oymo? S mpo3Byuana, MOB II'SITHpIYHA JUTHHA, SKa
3armepedye OueBUIHE, KOJM ii 3HaXOAATh y XoBaHKax.3 ry0 [peiiBeHa
3pUBAETHCS IIOCh CXOKE HA THXHUI MOAMX BECEJOUIiB. AJie yCMillKa,
110 3’SIBJISIETHCS CJIIJIOM, CIIOBHEHA CYIUIBHOT 3arpo3Hu.

— OO6aunyust, moAiOHi 10 TBOTO, BAXKKO 3a0yTH.

— 3po3yMiI0, — 5 HAPYKYFO MabIli HAa HOXKI 332 CIIUHOI0. —
To 1o Tenep? TH... NPUIIIOB y35TH OKO 3a OKO?

CMmepToHOCHA yCMIllIKa Ha HWOTO ByCTax IIMPIIAE, a B Oo4ax
cnianaxye Onuck. PinrydnM HaTMCKOM KJIMHKA BiH 3MYIIy€ MEHE IIIe
OUIBIIIe 3aKWHYTH TOJIOBY, TTOBHICTIO BiJKPHUBAIOYU HOMY TOPJIO.

— OKO 3a OKO 3ByYHTh 3aHAQ/ITO CIIPABEUINBO, — BIH KHJAE
Ha MEHE 3JI0BICHY yCMIIIKy. — S 3a6epy BCIO TOJIOBY.

Moe ceprie mporyckae yaap. Sl 10 0ot CTHCKar PyKiB’s
HOKa, TOTYIOUMCh PBOHYTH MOTO BIlepes 1 BratuTu JlpeiBeHy B HOTY.

Ane camMe B Ty MUTh, KOJIM s BXKE TOTOBa IIOYATH
BITUalyIIHUNA 1 MpUpedeHnid Oiif, BiH panTOBO BIJBOIWUTH M€Y BiJ
MOTO TOpJia, 3HOBY Jlapy€ MEHI 3arpO3JIMBY YCMIIIKY — 1 BIIXOIUTb.

S nuBmrocs  WOMY  BCIHIZ, TPHUTOJIOMINEHa. Y  TOJOBI
MaMOPOYUTHCS, 1 s HE 3HAI0, Y MAr0 BIMYYTH TMOJICTIICHHS, YU
HaBITaKW — I1I¢ OUTBITY TPUBOTY.

— Orxe... — JIeIo HiKOBO MPOMOBIISIE aAMIHICTpaTop, HIOK
M caM He 3Ha€, K 10 [[bOr0 MOCTABUTHUCS. Moro GnakuTHi 04i Ha MHTB
KOB3alOTh 70 MEHE, OPOBU 3BOAATHCSA B HACYIUICHUWH BUpa3, aje BiH
MPOCTO TMPOYHUIIAE TOPIO ¥ TMpomoBkye: — Moe iM’s Imap, 1 5
Harsiiad CriokyTHHX BuripoOyBaHb 1[bOTO CTOMITTSL.

VYci, xTo moitHO auBUBCA Ha JlpeiiBeHa, MUTTEBO TIEPEBOIATH
MOIVIST Ha CBITJIOBOJIOCOTO JPAaKOHOIEPEBEPTHs, IO JOCI CTOITh Ha
TpaBi mepen Hamu. BiH ouikyBanbHO migHiMae OpoBu. Mwu Bci
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Everyone who was staring at Draven immediately snaps their
gaze to the blond dragon shifter still standing on the grass before us.
He raises his eyebrows expectantly. We all dip our chins in a quick
bow of acknowledgement and respect.

“The trials will begin tomorrow,” Imar says.

Relief washes through me. That’s great. That means that I can
go home and get a good night’s sleep and pack everything that I need
to bring before heading off to the Golden Palace.

A knowing smile blows across Imar’s lips as he watches us in
silence for a second.

Then he adds, “But the registrations will finish tonight.”

Some of the fae around me exchange glances since no one
seems to understand what that’s supposed to mean.

The smile on Imar’s lips grows into a full-blown smirk as he
spells it out.

“You have until sundown to make it inside the iron walls.
Anyone not inside the walls when the sun sets will not be allowed to
compete in the Atonement Trials.”

Deafening silence falls over the grasslands.

We all turn our heads to look at the palace and the iron wall
that circles it. The Iceheart monarchs and all the other clan leaders
have already made it inside. And so have the rest of the dragons who
were guarding their leaders from the sky. I watch as Draven, in his
half-shift form, flies the final stretch and disappears through the now
open iron gate as well.

Clothes rustle faintly as we glance around at each other.

Because we all know what this means.

CXWISIEMO TOJIOBU B KOPOTKOMY TIOKJIOHI — Ha 3HAaK BU3HAHHS M
MOBary.

— BumnpoOyBaHHs pO3MOYHYThCS 3aBTpa, — Kaxke Imap.

ITonermenHs HakpuBae MeHe xBuier. Uynoso. Lle o3Hauae,
IO sI MOXY IOBEPHYTHUCS JI0JIOMY, 100pe BHcCHATHUCs W 310paTu Bce
HeoOXiJIHE TMepes TUM, sIK BUpyuTu 10 3oiotoro [lanaiy.

IMap MOBYKHM cIlOCTepirae 3a HaMu SIKyChb MHTh, 1 Ha HOro
ry0ax 3’sIBISETHCS PO3yMiroua ycMilika. A TOAl BiH J0Ja€:

— AJnie peecTpallis 3aBepUINTHCS CbOTO/IHI BBEYEPI.

Hexto 3 ¢el mopyd 31 MHOK MEpErIsgacTbCsi — HIXTO HE
po3yMie, [0 caMe BiH Ma€ Ha yBasi.

Yewmimka IMapa po3TaryeThest y BiIBEpTYy MIIY3JUBY IMOCMIIIIKY,
KOJIM BiH TIOSICHIOE:

— V Bac € yac 10 3aX0y COHIIS, 00 OMMMHUTHCS BCEPEIUHI
3ami3Hux mypiB. Tol, xTo He Oyze 3a CTIHAMH, KOJIM COHIIE 3aiije, He
oTpuMae 103BoiTy Oparu yyacTth y CriokyTHUX BunpoOyBaHHSX.

OmnnynuivBa THIIA OMYCKAEThCS HA PIBHUHM.

Mu Bci oBepTaEMO TOJIOBH JIO Taiaiy i 3a1i3HOTO MypYy, 110
foro orouye. Monapxu AifcrapTiB Ta BCl iHIII JiJepu KJIaHIB yKe
onMHWINCS BcepeauHi. Tak caMo ¥ pemita IpakoHiB, sSKi 3 MOBITPS
OXOpOHSTM ~ CBOiX  BojomapiB. S Oauy, sk [lpeiiBen y
HaIiBIepeTBOpPeHi (opmi TposiTae OCTaHHIA BIAPI30K NULIXY M
3HHKAE 32 BXKE BIIYMHEHOIO 3aI1I3HOI0 OpPaMoio.

Opsr THXO LIENIECTUTh, KOJIM MU 03UPAEMOCS OJMH Ha OJJHOTO.

Bo Bci Mu po3yMiemo, 110 1€ 03HAYAE.

BunpoOyBanHs ¢GopManbHO I1I€ HE TOYAIKCs, aje HacIpaBii
— Bke noyanucs. Ti, XTO mepIIuMH iCTaHYThCs 10 OpaMu, 3MOXKYTh
yTpuMartu ii ¥ HE BIOYCTUTH IHIIUX. A OTXeE, KOJIU BUMPOOYBaHHS
0(iLiifHO CTAapTYIOTh, CYNIEPHUKIB Oy/Ie MEHIIIE.
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The trials haven’t technically started yet, but they have started.
The people who make it to the gate first can hold it so that no one else
can enter. That way there will be less competition once the trials
actually start.

I cast another worried glance at the people around me. I won’t
be able to fight my way through the gate. Which means that I must
make it there first.

Imar flashes us another broad grin filled with wicked glee.

“Dismissed.”

We all sprint towards the gate.

CHAPTER FIVE

My breath saws through my lungs as I hurtle across the grass.
Boots pound against the ground as everyone tries to make it to the gate
first. I push myself to the limits, running with everything I have. But
it’s with growing dread that I realize that I’'m not fast enough.

The first two people reach the gate.

Both of them simply sprint through and disappear inside the
palace grounds. The next four people do the same.

Hope swells in my chest as about half of the contestants simply
run inside without trying to stop others from following. Maybe I can
make it through anyway. If I can just—

A group of five reaches the gate, spins around, and then
spreads out to block the way.

Goddess damn it. Why did I have to jinx it?

The people who were right behind them throw themselves to
the sides as the fae man with curly blond hair in the middle of the gate
shoots a torrent of fire straight out.

“Shit,” I hiss under my breath, swerving to the side to escape
the heat of the flames.

Sl me pa3 TPUBOXKHO O3MpArOCs Ha JIIOACH JIOBKOJIA.
[TpoOutHucs 10 Opamu CHUJIOKO s HE 3MOXY. A IIe 03HAUYA€E JIUIIC OJHE
— sl Malo JICTaTHUCS TYIU MEPIIOFO.

IMap xupgae Ham 1€ OAHY IIHPOKY YCMIIIKY, CIOBHEHY
37I0BICHO{ HACOJIO/IH.

— BinbHi.

Mu Bci 3puBaeMocs 3 Miclsg i MUUMO 10 Opamu.

PO3ILI IUSITUI

[Togux pBe JereHi, MOB MHJIKOIO, KOJH S MYy 4Y€pe3 TpaBy.
Yo6oTH TymarTh 00 3eMJII0 — BC1 HAMArarThCs TEPIIUMHU JIICTATUCS
no Opamu. S BuUKmajgarocs 10 Mexi, Obky 3 ycix cwi Ta 3i
3pOCTAIOYMM JKaXOM YCBIIOMITIOIO: 51 HEZOCTATHBO IIIBU/IKA.

[Tepi 1BO€ 106iratoTh 10 Opamu.

OOuaBa TPOCTO TPOCKAKYIOTh Kpidh HEl W 3HUKAIOTh Ha
TepuTopii nanamy. HactymnHi yeTBepo poOisTh Te came.

Hanis 3mifimaeTbcst B Tpyasx, KOJW TMPUOJHU3HO TOJIOBHHA
YYaCHHKIB MpocTo 3alirae BcepeauHy, HaBiTh HE HaMaraluuch
3yMUHUTH 1HIHAX. MOXIMBO, MEHI BCE X YIAcThCs IPOPBATHCS.
SIKIIo s TUIBKA—

I'pyna 3 m’sTu gicTaeTbCsi Opamu, PI3KO PO3BEPTAETHCS
PO3CHUIIAETHCS, TIEPETOPOIKYIOUH HIISX.

[Tpoxnsta 6orune. Hagimno s e HaBpouwia?

Jlronu, siki OiriM oppa3y 3a HUMHM, KUAAIOTHCS B OOKH, KOJH
(del-4oI0BIK 13 Ky4epsIBUM CBITIMM BOJIOCCSIM, IIIO CTOIiTh MOCEPEN
Opamu, BUITYCKa€ BIEepe]] MOTY>KHUH MOTIK MOITyM’s1.

— Yopt, — mmmito st coOl1 i Hic, pi3Ko 3BepTarodn BOIK, abu
YHUKHYTH apy BOTHIO.

43



While slowing to a careful walk, I study the people now
blocking the gate. I recognize them all, but I only know the name of
the guy in the middle with the curly blond hair and the green and
orange eyes and the fire magic. His name is Alistair Geller, and he is
an absolute bully.

I’ve only had a few run-ins with him myself, many years ago,
but almost every time I see him around town, he is doing something to
make other people feel small and helpless.

And now, he is blocking the damn gate. Fantastic. The other
contestants around me watch them warily as well. Most of them have
trailed to a halt, and some people cluster together in groups as if to
strategize together.

Only three people keep running.

I watch with brows furrowed in confusion as a fae woman with
black hair and eyes that are blue and silver runs straight for the iron
wall farther down from the gate. Right before she can crash into it, a
block of ice shoots up from the ground underneath her. It pushes her
into the air, and she sails gracefully over the wall.

A few seconds later, a fae man a short distance from her does
the same thing, except with a block of stone instead of ice.

CHOBITBHIOIOYHCH 10 00EPEKHOT XOH, 51 BUBUALO JIFOICH, SKi
Terep neperopoauian Opamy. S Bmi3Haro iX ycCix, ajie 3HaKO 1M s JIUIIIe
XJIOMIS TOCEepeNuHi — 3 Ky4epsiBUM CBITIMM  BOJOCCSM,
3eJICHO-TIOMAPAHYEBAMH O4MMa Ta BOTHSHOK Mariero. Moro 3paru
Aunicrep Temnep, i BiH — 3aKiHUeHUH XyJTira.

Y meHe 3 HuM OyJ10 JUIIe KiJJbKa CyTHYOK, 0araro pokiB TOMY,
ajyie Maibke mopasy, Koy s 6ady Horo B MiCTi, BiH poOUTh IIOCh, abu
1HIIT TTOYyBaIUCS APIOHUMH U Oe3MOpaHIMHU.

I Temep BiH Onokye kisATy Opamy.Uynoo.lHmni ydacHHUKH
TaKOX  HACTOPOXKEHO  CIOCTEpIralOTh 32 HHUMH. bBUIBIIICTH
3yNUHWIIACS, @ JIEXTO 30MBA€ETHCS B TPYIH, HIOM HaMaram4uch pa3oM
BUPOOWTH CTpATETIIO.

Jluie Tpo€e MpOJOBKYIOTh OIrTH.

S 3 HacyrieHUMHU OpoBaMU JTMBITIOCS Ha Gel-KIHKY 3 YOPHUM
BOJIOCCSAM 1 OYMMa, IO MEPETUBAIOTHCSA CUHIM 1 CpPIOHHMM, sIKa MYUTh
MPOCTO JIO 3aJIi3HOTO MYypy TpOXH Jaji Bijx Opamu. [Ipssmo nepen tum,
SK BOHa Maia 0 Bpi3aTHCS B HBOTO, 3-TiJ 3eMJI MiJ HEIO BUPOCTAE
Opuna kpurn. Bona miakumae il Bropy — 1 JKiHKa TpaiidiHO
nepeneTiia 4epes Myp.

3a Kinbka cekyHJ (ei-doIoBiK HEMomallik pOOUTh TE came,
TITBKH 3aMiCTh KPHUTH 3-T11]] HbOTO 3iliMa€eThCs KaM siHa OpuJia.
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Chapter 2. Challenges of rendering emotionaly coolored story of Empire
of Flame and Thorns into Ukrainian

2.1. Marion Blackwood's novel: author, style, and genre context

In this section, a brief overview of the source text and its author is provided, with
particular attention to those features of the text that are most relevant to the translation
challenges analyzed in sections 2.2 and 2.3.

Marion Blackwood is the pen name of a contemporary Swedish author of fantasy fiction
whose work has attracted a significant international readership through self-publishing platforms.
Empire of Flame and Thorns (2023) is the opening volume of a series set in a secondary world
populated by fae — a humanoid magical race — and dragon shifters, beings capable of
transforming between human and dragon form. The world is governed by the authoritarian
Iceheart Dynasty, which rules through a military caste drawn from the Red Dragon Clan and the
Black Dragon Clan. The narrative is told in the first person by Selena Gale, a young fae woman
who is a member of an underground resistance movement ( Blackwood, 2023, p. )

The novel belongs to the subgenre of romantic fantasy, which is distinguished by the
combination of epic fantasy world-building with romantic plotlines and a strongly subjective
first-person narrative voice. As a defining stylistic feature, the genre deploys a deliberate tonal
contrast: the formal, quasi-archaic diction used to describe the invented world is set against the
colloquial, contemporary, and often ironic voice of the narrator. This contrast is not an
inconsistency but an intentional stylistic device that creates ironic distance and establishes the
protagonist as a modern, self-aware figure within a fantasy setting. As can be seen from the
opening lines — "You'd think that being a part of a badass secret resistance movement would
involve something a lot more glamourous than sitting on a cold stool, wrist-deep in fish guts" —
the narrator's voice is marked by colloquial intensifiers, ironic understatement, and informal
syntax that would be anomalous in classical fantasy diction. ( Blackwood, 2023,)

From a translation perspective, the text presents challenges at three levels. At the lexical
level, the invented world-building vocabulary — proper names of races, clans, dynasties,
institutions, and magical phenomena — demands consistent terminological choices that have no
source in existing Ukrainian equivalents. At the stylistic level, the register contrast between
formal world-building diction and colloquial narration must be reproduced without flattening
either register. At the phraseological level, the text employs English idioms, expletives, and
figurative expressions whose Ukrainian equivalents require contextual and cultural judgment.
These three levels of challenge make this text a particularly instructive object for the study of
translation transformations in fantasy fiction.

2.2 Elements of Emotionally Colored Narrative in Empire of Flame and Thorns

The concept of emotionally colored narrative, as used in contemporary stylistics,
designates the aggregate of linguistic and stylistic means through which an author configures the
affective dimension of a literary text — that is, its capacity to induce specific emotional
responses in a reader and to communicate characters' interior states with intensity and precision.
As Boase-Beier (2006, p. 14) observes, stylistic features of literary texts are never expressive
accidents; they carry determinate emotional values that form part of the text's meaning and that a
translation must therefore reproduce. The transference of propositional content without its
affective coloring produces a text that is denotatively equivalent but experientially impoverished.

In Empire of Flame and Thorns, emotional coloring is produced through several recurring
stylistic strategies that operate at different levels of the text: syntactic, lexical-semantic, and
dialogic. The present analysis identifies three primary mechanisms — parallelism, imagery, and
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retort — which collectively produce the characteristic emotional texture of Blackwood's
first-person narrative voice. Understanding these mechanisms is a prerequisite for analyzing the
translation decisions examined in section 2.3.

Emotionally Coloured Lexicon

Emotionally coloured lexicon refers to words and fixed phrases that carry a marked
affective charge as part of their connotative meaning — expressions that do not merely denote a
state of affairs but simultaneously signal the narrator's emotional attitude toward it. This category
encompasses several overlapping types of expressive vocabulary.

The first and most pervasive type is informal and colloquial intensifiers deployed in
contrast to the formal register of the fantasy world-building. The opening sentence of the novel
— "You'd think that being a part of a badass secret resistance movement would involve
something a lot more glamourous than sitting on a cold stool, wrist-deep in fish guts" —
establishes the register immediately. The word "badass", a colloquial American English
intensifier with connotations of toughness and admirable defiance, is placed in deliberate ironic
contrast with the mundane reality of fish-gutting, and this contrast is itself the source of the
emotional coloring: the word encodes the narrator's self-awareness, her frustrated idealism, and
her ironic humor simultaneously. Similarly, the adverb "glamourous" carries an ironic charge
because the situation it describes is its precise opposite.

The second type is expletive vocabulary, which functions as an immediate index of the
narrator's emotional state at moments of alarm, frustration, or crisis. The series "Shit. / Shit, shit,
shit" in Chapter Two represents the most concentrated deployment of this device: the single
expletive is first used as an isolated exclamation of alarm, and its threefold repetition
immediately after signals a catastrophic intensification of the same state. The fantastical oath
"Mabona's tits" performs a similar function while also contributing to world-building: it is
emotionally equivalent to a secular expletive but belongs to the invented religious system of the
Seelie Court, marking the narrator as culturally embedded in her world even as her voice remains
contemporary. The word "Fuck" (used when the narrator's lookout partner betrays their position)
functions as an unambiguous marker of sudden, acute frustration and danger.

The third type is evaluative vocabulary with strong negative or positive emotional
polarity. Words such as "sadistic", "ruthless", "lethal", and "brutal" ( Blackwood, 2023,) are used
repeatedly to characterize the dragon-shifter rulers; they belong to a lexical field of moral
condemnation that accumulates emotional weight through repetition across the narrative. On the
positive pole, words such as "magnificent" and "glorious" appear in descriptions of the
pre-conquest past, creating an emotionally charged contrast between a lost ideal and a degraded
present. This contrast is a primary vehicle of the narrator's grief and political anger.

The fourth type is emotional adverbs and adverbial phrases that intensify the force of
verbs: "desperately", "frantically", "discreetly", "abruptly". ( Blackwood, 2023,)These modifiers
are placed at points of heightened action or internal conflict and function to make the emotional
quality of the narrator's actions explicit rather than implicit. The adverb "desperately" in "I so
desperately want to be in there" transforms what might be a neutral statement of desire into a
charged expression of frustrated longing.

Together, these four types of emotionally coloured lexicon form the affective substrate of
the narrator's voice: they are distributed across the entire text and ensure that the narrative is
continuously colored by the narrator's attitudes, even in descriptive or expository passages.

Repetition

Repetition, in contrast to parallelism, involves the recurrence of identical or near-identical
words or phrases across a passage. Where parallelism organizes different content into equivalent
structures, repetition returns to the same linguistic material, and this return is itself the carrier of
meaning and emotional force. In narratological terms, repetition is a signal of psychological
fixation: when a narrator repeats a word or phrase, she signals that the referent of that word or
phrase occupies an obsessive place in her attention.
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The most concentrated deployment of repetition in the selected chapters is the triple
expletive "Shit, shit, shit" in Chapter Two, where the same word is repeated three times in rapid
succession. The first occurrence is a single-word paragraph: it marks the moment of alarm. The
second triple occurrence, produced in response to Draven's direct approach, escalates the same
emotional state to its maximum. The bare repetition of an identical monosyllable — with no
syntactic development — enacts the narrator's inability to move beyond the initial reaction; the
repetition performs the cognitive arrest of extreme fear.

A second major instance of repetition is the anaphoric "Something" in "I want to do
something. Something important. Something that will actually aid our cause". Here the indefinite
pronoun "something" is repeated three times in succession, each time followed by a qualification
that attempts to specify it. The repetition has a different emotional quality from the expletive
example: rather than performing arrest, it performs searching — the narrator is groping for the
right formulation of an idea that she cannot quite crystallize. The emotional content is frustrated
aspiration, and the repetition enacts it linguistically.

The negative sequence "No sound. No movement. Nothing in sight"( Blackwood, 2023,
p.15 ) similarly deploys repetition of a negative element ("No... No... Nothing") across three
short parallel clauses. In this case the repeated element is a negative determiner or pronoun, and
its repetition creates an atmosphere of total sensory suspension — the narrator cannot find
anything to grasp. The emotional coloring is one of held breath and anticipated danger.

Repetition also appears at the level of syntactic frame-phrases: "I need to — " is used as
an interrupted thought on multiple occasions throughout the chapters, and the repetition of this
particular cut-off phrase accumulates a sense of the narrator's perpetual reactive state — she is
always on the verge of an action that circumstances prevent her from completing.

Parallelism

Parallelism, in the tradition of literary stylistics, refers to the deliberate repetition of
equivalent syntactic or semantic structures across adjacent or proximate textual units. It functions
as a foregrounding device that creates rhythmic emphasis and concentrates the emotional charge
of the passage in which it occurs (Leech & Short, 2007, p. 62). In the context of emotionally
colored narrative, parallelism operates as an intensifier: repeated structures accumulate affective
weight and generate a cumulative impact that isolated sentences cannot achieve.

In Empire of Flame and Thorns, parallelism is deployed consistently as a marker of the
narrator's heightened emotional states — particularly frustration, longing, and determination.
The device occurs at several levels: anaphoric repetition at the sentence level ("I should have
moved up the ranks by now. I should be inside"), two- or three-part syntactic clusters that
enumerate internal states or external actions, and staccato sequences of short parallel clauses that
mime the protagonist's agitation. This last form is especially prominent: the series "Plotting.
Scheming. Discussing crucial plans and making important decisions" employs grammatically
parallel fragments to isolate and foreground the activities the narrator is excluded from, thereby
intensifying her resentment. Similarly, the cluster "No sound. No movement. Nothing in sight"
uses three parallel negative clauses to create a moment of suspended tension.

The function of parallelism in Blackwood's text is thus primarily emotional rather than
ornamental: it gives structural form to the narrator's recurring patterns of desire, exclusion, and
self-assertion, and it creates a rhythm that the reader experiences as urgency or accumulation.

Imagery
Imagery, in its broad stylistic sense, encompasses the range of figurative and concrete
language through which abstract states — including emotional ones — are rendered in

perceptible, experiential terms. Within Empire of Flame and Thorns, imagery operates through
two principal strategies: somatic imagery and elemental/environmental imagery.

Somatic imagery — the rendering of emotional states through the language of the body
and its physiological responses — is the dominant mode of emotional coloring in Blackwood's
text. The narrator's interior experience is consistently expressed through visceral sensation:
hearts leap into throats, nausea rolls through stomachs, rage burns, fingers tighten, lungs heave.
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Phrases such as "wrist-deep in fish guts" or "My heart leaps into my throat" exemplify this
strategy: they translate abstract states (excitement, alarm) into concrete, bodily language that the
reader processes kinesthetically. This approach reflects a broader stylistic tendency in popular
romantic fantasy toward immediate, body-based narration that prioritizes sensory engagement
over reflective distance.

Elemental imagery projects emotional states outward onto the physical environment. The
dead trees lining the path to the palace, the iron wall encircling the castle, the gray overcast sky
— all function as objective correlatives for the narrator's grief, anger, and experience of
imprisonment. This convergence of interior state and exterior description is a standard Gothic
and Romantic device, here adapted to a fantasy setting to produce atmospheric emotional
reinforcement.

Together, these two strategies ensure that the emotional coloring of the text operates
simultaneously from inside (bodily sensation) and outside (environment), creating a
multidimensional affective environment.

Retort
Retort, as deployed in Empire of Flame and Thorns, refers to the sharp, ironic, or
destabilizing response in dialogue — an utterance whose pragmatic function diverges

significantly from its surface form. In Gricean terms, retort exploits the maxim of relevance: the
speaker appears to respond to the interlocutor's question or assertion, but the response subverts
its expected form, generating implicature that the hearer must decode (Grice, 1975, p. 45). The
emotional effect of retort depends on the gap between what is said and what is meant, or between
the content of the utterance and the situational context in which it is delivered.

In Blackwood's text, retort is central to the characterization of Selena Gale. Her verbal
encounters with dragon shifters — figures of institutional authority and physical threat — are
consistently managed through ironic, unexpected responses that destabilize the interlocutor's
position of power. The extended confrontation sequence in Chapter One, in which Selena
disarms a patrol captain through a series of audacious compliments and feigned drunkenness, is
the most fully developed example in the translated portion of the text. Utterances such as "You're
hot" or "Oh, you're into guys?" are emotionally colored by their incongruity: they are socially
inappropriate, situationally absurd, and therefore simultaneously comic and tension-generating.
The retort form also appears in elliptical, cut-off exchanges — "No, that's not what [—" /
"Because you have such a handsome face" — in which the interruptor's response refuses the
interlocutor's frame entirely. ( Blackwood, 2023,)

The retort functions not merely as characterization but as an affective device: it controls
the emotional rhythm of the dialogue, releasing tension through comedy while simultaneously
intensifying suspense through the display of risk.

These three mechanisms — parallelism, somatic and environmental imagery, and retort
— constitute the primary vehicles of emotional coloring in Empire of Flame and Thorns. Their
identification provides the analytic basis for the examination of translation strategies in the
following section.

2.3 Ways of Rendering Emotionally Colored Narrative into Ukrainian

Having identified the primary mechanisms of emotional coloring in Empire of Flame and
Thorns — emotionally colored lexicon, parallelism, repetition, their combined deployment,
imagery, and emotionally colored conversation — this section analyzes how each mechanism
was rendered in the Ukrainian translation. The classification of translation techniques by Molina
and Hurtado Albir (2002) provides the analytical framework for all examples. Each example is
presented with the source text in English (s) and the Ukrainian target text (t), followed by an
analysis of the techniques applied and their rationale.

2.3.1 Emotionally Coloured Lexicon
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This section presents five examples of words and phrases with marked affective charge
drawn from the dialogue of the novel: expletives, derogatory terms, colloquial intensifiers, and
evaluative vocabulary. In each case the primary challenge was to find a Ukrainian equivalent that
preserves the emotional register of the original without either neutralizing its force or introducing
an incongruously stronger register.

The first example demonstrates the deployment of a derogatory compound expression
during the captain's confrontation with the protagonist in Chapter 1. The insult is delivered at a
moment of maximum interpersonal tension and combines three distinct types of affective
vocabulary in a single utterance.

(1-s) "Do not touch me with your filthy fucking hand, you worthless fae bitch," the
captain growls at me. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 14)

(1-t) — He mopkaiica mene ceoimu OpyOHUMU pyKamu, HIKYeMHa elicbka cyuko, —
2ap4yumas 6iH.

The insult combines three affective elements: the expletive intensifier "fucking," the
evaluative adjective "worthless," and the derogatory noun "bitch." Variation was applied in
rendering the derogatory noun: "bitch" becomes "cyuko," a Ukrainian term belonging to the
same register of gendered dehumanization, with the diminutive form adding a layer of
contemptuous condescension. The same technique was applied to the dismissive adjective
"worthless," which was rendered as "nikuemHa" — an exact register equivalent in Ukrainian. As
far as the expletive intensifier "fucking" is concerned, Reduction was applied: the expletive was
omitted because the surrounding vocabulary already carries sufficient affective force in the target
language and its inclusion would be redundant. The speech tag "growls" was preserved through
literal translation as "rapuuts," an animalistic verb that underlines the captain's threatening
manner. The emotional tension of the utterance is thus fully preserved in the translation.

The next example is a colloquial expletive phrase of dismissal produced by the
administrator at the close of the registration interview in Chapter 2. The speaker is in a position
of institutional authority and the utterance enacts his contempt for the protagonist through both
lexical and syntactic means.

(2-s) "Now, get the hell out of my office.” (Blackwood, 2023, p. 42)

(2-t) — A menep 3abupaiics 3 mozo kabinemy.

The colloquial phrase "get the hell out" combines an imperative with an embedded
expletive intensifier. The imperative was rendered as "3a0upaiics" through literal translation: this
informal Ukrainian imperative of "to get lost / clear off" reproduces the register of hostile
dismissal without requiring a separate expletive, since the verb alone carries sufficient emotional
charge in Ukrainian. Reduction was therefore applied to "the hell," which was omitted as
functionally redundant in the target language context. The conjunction "A" at the opening of the
Ukrainian utterance was added through Amplification to create an adversative emphasis that is
absent in the source but is idiomatic in Ukrainian as a marker of abrupt finality.

Another instance of emotionally coloured lexicon is the mother's dismissive labeling of
her daughter in Chapter 3. The utterance employs a reductive occupational label to deflate any
expectation that the protagonist might succeed in the trials.

(3-s) "She's not going to win," Mom interjects with an impatient sigh. "She's a fish cutter
with emotion magic.” (Blackwood, 2023, p. 75)

(3-t) «Bona He sucpacy. «Bona pubopiz 3 macieio emoyiily.

"Fish cutter" functions as a reductive social label that reduces the protagonist to her
lowest-status occupation in order to dismiss her prospects entirely. The Ukrainian rendering
"pubopi3z" was produced through literal translation: the compound noun preserves both the
occupational reference and the social condescension of the original. The emotionally flat,
declarative intonation of both short sentences is preserved through an equivalent syntactic
structure in the target. The surrounding stage direction — "with an impatient sigh" and "an
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annoyed look at Dad" — establishes the emotional register of contemptuous dismissal within
which the label operates, and this register is maintained in the Ukrainian rendering.

A further example of affectively charged vocabulary appears in the father's accusation
during the parents' argument in Chapter 3. The utterance uses a colloquial intensifier to express
certainty fused with aggression.

(4-s) "You know damn well the damage she can cause." (Blackwood, 2023, p. 76)

(4-t) «Tu npexpacho 3uaewt, AKOI WKOOU BOHA MOACE 3AB0AMUY.

"Damn well" is a colloquial intensifier expressing both emphatic certainty and barely
concealed anger. The expletive component was handled through Variation: we rendered it as
"mpexpacHo 3Haem" ("you know perfectly well"), which belongs to the same register of emphatic
accusation while conforming to Ukrainian idiomatic norms. The English intensifier is adverbial
in structure; the Ukrainian shifts this force to an adverb modifying the verb of knowing — a
transposition that preserves the pragmatic charge of the utterance without introducing an
unnatural register. The full emotional weight of the father's aggression is thus maintained in the
translation.

The final example in this category is the captain's use of a derogatory ethnic label as a
counter-retort in Chapter 1. The utterance attempts to reassert dominance by reframing the
protagonist's physical difference as a mark of abnormality.

(5-s) “Though I still don 't understand how you can only have one eye color,” I say,
keeping my voice slightly slurred and my words the epitome of drunken ramblings. “Such limited
combinations.”

...Better than having two colors like some kind of freak," he bites out. (Blackwood, 2023,
p. 14)...

(5-t) — Xoua s Bce 1Ie HE pO3yMito, IK BU MOXKETE MaTH JIUIIIE OJIUH KOJIIP OYEH,
— Oypmouy s 1’ SHUM TosiocoM. — Taki oOMeskeH1 KoMOiHaIi1
— Kparie onun xodip, HiXK J1Ba, SIK y... BUPOJKIB, — OypKoue BiH.

"Freak" was rendered as "Buponkis" through Variation: "Buponox" (degenerate/freak)
belongs to the same register of contemptuous dehumanization as the English source term and
carries an equivalent social charge in Ukrainian. Amplification is evident in the rendering of the
pause: the English phrase "some kind of" implies a hesitation of mock deliberation before the
insult, and this is reproduced in the target by the ellipsis before "Bupozkis," which creates the
same performative beat of contempt. The speech tag "bites out" was modulated to "OGypkoue"
(mutters/grumbles), reflecting the captain's sullen, embarrassed tone at this point in the exchange
rather than the sharper aggression the English verb might otherwise suggest.

2.3.2 Parallelism

The following five examples illustrate the deployment of syntactic parallelism — the
repetition of equivalent grammatical structures with different lexical content — as a vehicle of
emotional intensification. The primary translation challenge in each case was to produce a
Ukrainian version that is grammatically natural while preserving the rhythmic accumulation of
the source.

The first example of parallelism in the text is a three-part negative series that creates a
moment of suspended tension in Chapter 1, immediately before the appearance of the dragon
shifter patrol.

(6-s) There is no sound. No movement. Nothing in sight. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 11)

(6-t) Hemace 36yky. Hemae pyxy. Hemae Hivoeo uoumoeo.

This is a three-part parallel series of negative existential clauses following the structure
[Negative existential + noun]. The structure is identical across all three elements; only the
semantic content varies (sound — movement — visual perception). The parallel arrangement
organizes the narrator's total sensory arrest into a structured, cumulative sequence that enacts the
held breath of anticipated danger. Literal translation was applied to all three elements,
reproducing both the parallel structure and the repeated negative element "Hemae" as a direct
equivalent of the English pattern. The third element required minor modulation: "nothing in
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sight" becomes "nemae nivoro Buaumoro" (literally "nothing visible"), which is the most natural
Ukrainian rendering of the English phrase and preserves its visual reference.

The following example shows the serial nominal demands of the administrator during the
registration interview in Chapter 2. The parallel structure enacts the dehumanizing efficiency of
the bureaucratic exchange.

(7-s) "Name," he demands. / "Age?" / "Guild?" / "Magic type?" (Blackwood, 2023, p. 41)

(7-t) — Im's, — sumaecac 6in. / — Bix? /— ['invoisn? / — Tun maeii?

This is a four-part parallel series in which each demand is a single noun used
interrogatively, grammatically equivalent across all four instances [Noun — implied question].
The stripped-down parallel structure enacts the administrator's dehumanizing bureaucratic
efficiency: the fae is processed through identical interrogative frames with no variation in form.
Literal translation was applied to all four elements, reproducing the single-noun format exactly
in each case. The speech tag "he demands" — attached to the first element and absent from the
subsequent three — was also reproduced through literal translation as "Bumarae Bin," and the
non-linguistic substitution of English quotation marks by Ukrainian em dashes was applied
throughout the dialogue sequence.

Another instance of parallelism is the nominal appositive series used to identify the
antagonist Draven Ryat at the moment of his entrance in Chapter 1. The accumulation of titles
through a parallel series enacts the narrator's sudden recognition of extreme danger.

(8-s) Because this is Draven Ryat. The Shadow of Death. Leader of the Black Dragon
Clan. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 15)

(8-t) bo ye /lpeiisen Pasmu. Tinbo Cmepmi. Jlioep Knany Yopnoeo /{paxona.

Three parallel nominal appositives identify the antagonist through accumulating
designations: [proper name], [metaphorical epithet], [institutional title]. Each element is a
syntactically parallel nominal phrase; the lexical content escalates from personal identity to
mythologized status. The parallel structure enacts the narrator's recognition: each new
appositional element adds a further dimension of threat. Literal translation was applied to all
three elements. The proper name "Draven Ryat" was transliterated as "[IpeiiBen Pastu" through
borrowing, following the established transliteration of the character's name in the translation.
The metaphorical epithet "The Shadow of Death" and the institutional title "Leader of the Black
Dragon Clan" were rendered through literal translation as "Tinp Cmeprti" and "Jlinep Knany
Yopnoro Jlpakona" respectively, preserving the parallel nominal structure exactly.

The next example demonstrates three parallel predicate clauses that track the physical
approach of a threat in Chapter 4, mapping the antagonist's advance across three sensory
registers.

(9-s) Draven continues advancing on me. / My heart slams against my ribs. / His boots
stop right in front of me. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 93)

(9-t) [peiisen npoooesicye nabnuocamucs. / Cepye eynae o6 pebpa. / Hozo uwobomu
3YRUHAIOMbCI NPOCO Nepedi MHOI.

Three parallel predicate clauses [Subject + verb phrase] each mark a distinct dimension of
the same approaching danger: visual (Draven advancing), somatic (heart slamming),
auditory-spatial (boots stopping). The parallel series maps the narrator's total perceptual field
onto the single moment of confrontation, creating a simultaneous multisensory image that
intensifies the emotional pressure of the scene. Literal translation was applied to all three
elements, preserving the parallel [Subject + verb phrase] structure in the target. The somatic verb
"slams" was rendered as "rymae" through variation — a Ukrainian onomatopoeic verb that
preserves the physicality of the impact while being idiomatic for the sound of a heartbeat against
the ribs.

The fifth example is the parallel infinitival series through which the narrator articulates
her political resolution in Chapter 2, following her experience of the colonized landscape.
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(10-s) It's time to fight back. To take back our home. Reclaim our freedom. (Blackwood,
2023, p. 32)

(10-t) Yac oasamu iociu. Iloseprymu cobi oim. Biogorwsamu c60600).

Three parallel infinitival phrases express a single political resolution distributed across
three semantic dimensions: resistance, reclamation of place, and reclamation of freedom. The
frame [Infinitive + object] is consistent across all three elements; the ascending order of
abstraction (action — space — concept) is maintained in the target. Literal translation was
applied to all three infinitival phrases. Minor amplification is applied in the first element: "fight
back" is rendered as "nmaBarum Binciu" (literally "to give back a rebuff"), which is a Ukrainian
idiomatic equivalent that is slightly more expansive than the English original but belongs to the
same register of determined resistance. The ascending emotional and conceptual weight of the
series is fully preserved.

2.3.3 Repetition

The following five examples illustrate the deployment of lexical repetition — the return
of identical or near-identical words or phrases within a short span — as a marker of
psychological fixation, escalation, or authority. The primary translation challenge was to
reproduce the repeated element in a form that is equally idiomatic in Ukrainian while preserving
its affective function.

The first example of repetition in the text is the tripled expletive that enacts the narrator's
escalating fear at Draven's approach in Chapter 4. The same word is used twice in rapid
succession: first as a single-word exclamation, then as a three-word intensified repetition.

(11-s) He takes a step forward. Shit. Dry grass crunches underneath his boots as he
strides towards me. Shit, shit, shit. I discreetly slide the knife from my holster. (Blackwood, 2023,
p.- 93)

(11-t) Bin pobums kpok ynepeo. Yopm. Cyxa mpasa xpymmumos nio tio2co niobopamu,
KOMU BIH Npamye 00 mene. Yopm, yopm, wopm. A Henomimno 8uUcIu3a0 Hixc i3 Kooypu.

The expletive "Shit" is first used as a single-word paragraph marking the onset of danger,
then repeated three times in succession to mark its intensification. The single occurrence
registers the initial alarm; the tripling enacts the cognitive arrest of acute fear — the narrator
cannot advance to a new word or thought. Variation was applied in the choice of Ukrainian
equivalent: "Shit" is rendered as "Yopt" (literally "devil," used as a mild expletive), which
belongs to the same register of colloquial alarm. It is worth noting that earlier in Chapter 1, the
English expletive "Fuck" was rendered as "basixa" — a different Ukrainian equivalent —
demonstrating the translator's awareness of register differentiation between the two expletives.
The tripling format "Hoprt, gopt, gopt" is reproduced through literal translation, preserving both
the graphic repetition and its enactment of escalating panic.

The following example shows the administrator's echo repetition of the narrator's magic
type, which expresses his disbelief and suspicion in Chapter 2.

(12-s) "...Emotion magic," ... / "Emotion magic?" (administrator, echoing back)
(Blackwood, 2023, p. 41)

(12-t) — Macia emoyini. / — Maczia emoyiii? — 3pewimoro nepenumye Gin.

The administrator repeats the narrator's exact phrase as a disbelieving question. The same
phrase appears twice in immediate sequence; only the intonation marker changes (statement
becomes question). The repetition enacts the administrator's cognitive failure to process the
information in a forward direction — he can only return it. The key phrase "Emotion magic" /
"Marist emomiii" is preserved through literal translation in both instances. The question intonation
is carried by the question mark in the target text, following Ukrainian typographic convention.
The speech tag "he asks at last" is rendered as "3pemroro mepernutye BiH," where the verb
"mepenutye" (asks again / asks back) is produced through modulation that makes the echo
quality of the question explicit in the verb choice itself, intensifying the sense of incredulous
repetition.
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Another instance of repetition is the contesting echo deployed by the mother in response
to the father's self-exculpatory complaint in Chapter 3. The speaker seizes her interlocutor's own
words and returns them as evidence against him.

(13-s) "...you always twist my words around...” (father) / "Twist your words? Those were
your exact words!" (mother) (Blackwood, 2023, p. 76)

(13-t) «...mu 3a621c0u nepexpyuyew moi cnosa...» / «Ilepexpyuyro meoi cnosa? Lle d6yiu
meoi mouni croea!y

The mother seizes the father's phrase "twist my words" and returns it as a
counter-challenge — a contesting echo that weaponizes the opponent's own language. The key
phrase "twist your words" / "mepekpydyBaru cioBa" is repeated in both utterances. Structural
modulation is applied in the verbal form: in the first utterance (father's), "twist" is the second
person "mepekpyuyem"; in the mother's echo, it shifts to first person "nepekpyuyto," reflecting
the change of addressee and speaker. The key noun phrase "TBOi croBa" is maintained verbatim.
The exclamatory force of the mother's retort is preserved through the exclamation mark, and the
intonation of the rhetorical question is carried by the question mark preceding it, producing the
same two-beat rhythm of challenge and accusation as the English original.

The next example demonstrates Draven's repeated authority question in Chapter 1,
deployed first as a general demand addressed to the entire room and then directed specifically at
the protagonist.

(14-s) "Is there a problem?" (to the room) / "Is there a problem?" (directed at Selena)
(Blackwood, 2023, p. 15)

(14-t) — V 6ac npoonemu? / — A cnumas: y éac npoonemu?

Draven asks the identical question twice: first as a general rhetorical demand, then as a
specific threat. The second occurrence adds the framing clause "I said" — a marker of deliberate
repetition signaling that the demand will be answered. Literal translation was applied to the
repeated element: "Is there a problem?" becomes "Y Bac mpobrmemu?" in both instances,
preserving the exact wording. Amplification is applied in the second utterance through the
addition of "4 cmnmraB:" (I asked:), which is a structural modulation that makes the frame of
deliberate, insistent repetition explicit in Ukrainian. The colon following " cniuta" follows
Ukrainian typographic convention for reported speech frames and simultaneously creates the
rhythmic pause before the repeated question that intensifies its threatening quality.

The final example in this category is the narrator's self-reproach repetition in Chapter 3,
in which she returns obsessively to the moment of her failed assertion at the tavern counter.

(15-s) I should have said something. I wanted to say something. Because I didn't want the
fish. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 82)

(15-t) A mana woco ckazamu. A xomina wocwo cxazamu. bo s ne xomina pubu.

The phrase "say something" / "mocs ckazatu" is repeated verbatim in both clauses. The
repetition marks the narrator's obsessive psychological return to a moment of missed assertion:
she cannot move past the instant of failure. Literal translation was applied to all three sentences,
preserving both the repeated phrase and the structural relationship between the two clauses. The
modal verbs differ ("should have" / "wanted to" — "mana" / "xorina"), but the shared ending
"mock ckazatu" anchors both clauses to the same instant of failed agency. The third sentence —
"bo s nHe xorima pubu" — is reproduced through literal translation as the final deflating
specification, preserving the anticlimactic emotional register of the original.

2.3.4 Parallelism and Repetition Combined

The following four examples demonstrate the co-deployment of parallelism (same
syntactic frame) and repetition (same words) within a single passage. As noted in section 2.2, the
simultaneous operation of both mechanisms produces a higher degree of emotional
intensification than either device achieves independently. The translation must reproduce both
the parallel structure and the repeated element simultaneously to preserve this combined effect.
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The first example of the combined mechanism is found in the father's obsessive reproach
in Chapter 3, where the same syntactic frame and the same opening phrase recur in immediate
succession.

(16-s) "By Mabona, you always do this. You always twist my words around." (Blackwood,
2023, p. 76)

(16-t) «Mabona, mu 3asxncou max poouwt. Tu 3a82cou nepekpyuyeuL Moi cioea.

In terms of parallelism: both clauses share the syntactic frame [Subject + always + verb
phrase]; the predicates are different ("do this" / "twist my words").

In terms of repetition: the phrase "you always" / "tu 3aBxnu" is repeated verbatim as the
opening of both clauses.

Both the parallel syntax and the lexical repetition are preserved through literal translation:
"tu 3aBxkau Tak pooum" and "Tu 3aBxk M nepekpydyemnt Moi cioBa’ reproduce both the identical
opening phrase and the parallel grammatical frame exactly. The combined effect — the repeated
frame locking the father into the same pattern of accusation while the varying predicates extend
and develop it — is fully reproduced in the target. The author deploys this parallel-repetitive
structure to signal the father's obsessive sense of grievance, and the Ukrainian translation
preserves this signal without modification.

The next example shows the same combination at work in the narrator's circular
self-reproach following the tavern scene in Chapter 3. The passage enacts the narrator's
psychological entrapment in a moment of missed agency.

(17-s) I should have said something. I wanted to say something. Because I didn't want the
fish. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 82)

(17-t) A mana wocws cxazamu. A xomina wocs ckazamu. bo s ne xomina pubu.

In terms of parallelism: both clauses share the frame [I + modal + infinitive + something];
the modal verbs differ ("should have" / "wanted to" — "mana" / "xorina").

In terms of repetition: "say something" / "moce ckazaru" is repeated verbatim in both
clauses.

All three sentences are reproduced through literal translation. The combined effect — the
parallel frame staging two attempts at the same action (normative self-assessment and volitional
desire) while the repeated object phrase returns the narrator to the same instant of failure — is
fully preserved in the target. This is precisely the combination that the author deploys at
emotionally pivotal moments of failed self-assertion, and in the Ukrainian translation both
mechanisms operate simultaneously to produce the same sense of circular entrapment.

A third instance of the combined mechanism appears in the captain's repeated double
demand in Chapter 1. The question is first asked in its basic form, then repeated with an added
parallel clause, creating a structure that is simultaneously a repetition and an expansion.

(18-s) "What's going on in here?" (first) / "l said, what's going on in here? And where's
the guy who rushed in here?" (second) (Blackwood, 2023, p. 14)

(18-t) — Lo mym siobysacmovca? / — A ckazas: wo mym 6iobysacmucsa? I e xnoneysy,
wo 3abie?

In terms of parallelism: the second utterance expands the first by adding a parallel
interrogative clause [Wh-question + Wh-question]; both are interrogative demands in the same
grammatical type.

In terms of repetition: "What's going on in here?" / "mo Tyt BinOyBaeTscs?" is repeated
verbatim from the first occurrence.

Structural modulation was applied in the rendering of the repeated question: "what's
going on in here" becomes "o TyT BinOyBaeTbes," restructuring the question in accordance with
Ukrainian word order. Reduction was applied to the preposition phrase "in here": "tyt" (here)
covers the sense without the prepositional construction. The framing clause "I said" was rendered
as " ckazas:" through literal translation followed by a colon, following Ukrainian convention
for direct speech framing. The combination of verbatim repetition and parallel expansion in the
second utterance — which doubles both the pressure and the content of the demand — is fully
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reproduced in the target, with the combined emotional intensification of insistence and escalation
preserved.

The fourth example demonstrates Draven's repeated authority assertion in Chapter 1, in
which the same interrogative threat is addressed first to the room and then to the protagonist
individually.

(19-s) "Is there a problem?" (to the room) / "Is there a problem?" (directed at Selena,
preceded by "I said") (Blackwood, 2023, p. 15)

(19-t) — V 6ac npoonemu? / — A cnumas: y 6ac npoonemu?

In terms of parallelism: both utterances are formally interrogative threats in the identical
syntactic form [interrogative clause]; the addressee differs (room vs. Selena).

In terms of repetition: "Is there a problem?" / "y Bac mpobaemu?" is repeated verbatim in
both instances.

The repeated element is rendered through literal translation: "y Bac mpoGnemu?" is the
direct Ukrainian equivalent of "is there a problem?" and is preserved identically in both
utterances. Amplification is applied in the second utterance: "SI cnuras:" (I asked:) is added as a
framing clause absent from the original second occurrence, following the same structural
modulation applied in Example 18 above. This addition makes the deliberate, coercive quality of
the repetition explicit in Ukrainian and is motivated by the fact that without it, the two Ukrainian
occurrences would be entirely identical and the repetition would lose its quality of escalation.
The author uses this parallel-repetitive structure to establish Draven's authority through the sheer
insistence of the repeated demand, and the target text reproduces this effect.

2.3.5 Imagery

The following examples analyze extended imaginative descriptions in which sensory
detail, metaphor, and evaluative language combine to render characters and settings in
emotionally colored terms. The primary challenge in translating these passages is to preserve the
specific qualities of each image — the type of sensation, the connotative load of the vocabulary,
and the structural relationship between the image and its emotional function in the narrative.

The first example of imagery is the extended visual and somatic description of Draven's
appearance at the moment of his entrance in Chapter 1. This is the passage that produces the
protagonist's initial assessment of the antagonist as simultaneously the most attractive and the
most dangerous person she has ever encountered.

(20-s) He is wearing black dragon scale armor, and his black hair has been swept back
from his face as if he has carelessly run his hand through it. Unflinching power radiates from his
muscular body, and there is a cold promise of death in his golden eyes. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 15)

(20-t) Ha nvomy uophi obradyuku 3 Opaxouswoi aycku. Bonoccsi — wopne, giokumnyme
Ha3ao, Have GiH NPOCMO nposie pykow. Bio Hboco euxodums maxa cuna, wo nogimps Hiou
mpemmumo. Y 3010mux ouax — xon100Ha obiysiHKa cMepmi.

The passage combines visual description with a somatic-atmospheric image. The first two
sentences are rendered through literal translation. The third sentence required lexical modulation:
"Unflinching power radiates from his muscular body" becomes "Big Hboro BUXoauTh Taka cuia,
o noBiTps HiOM TpeMTuTh" — "Such power emanates from him that the air seems to tremble."
The English image of power radiating from a body is modulated in the target to the image of
power so intense that it makes the surrounding air vibrate, a shift from the physical source to the
atmospheric effect. This modulation intensifies the image by externalizing the power into the
surrounding space, making it more immediately perceptible. The fourth sentence is reproduced
through literal translation: "a cold promise of death in his golden eyes" becomes "xomnomna
oOirgHKa cMepti" — an exact structural and semantic equivalent.

The next example shows the environmental imagery used to render the Seelie Court

palace in Chapter 2. The passage deploys a combination of visual imagery and evaluative
temporal contrast to render political loss in experiential terms.
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(21-s) [ raise my gaze to the palace itself that is visible across the grasslands. Made of
shimmering pale stone, it shines like it's filled with golden light when the sun reflects against it.
1t used to be the home of our royal family. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 32)

(21-t) A nioiiimaro noensao nHa cam nanay, Wo 6UOHIEMbCA yepe3 pieHunu. Bin 30y0oeanuti
i3 CAUNUB020 ONI0020 KAMEHIO | GUOTUCKYE MAK, HIOU HANOBHEHUTl 30JI0MUM CEIMIOM, KOU COHYe
siobusacmocs 6i0 1oeo cmin. Konucw ye 6ys 0im Hawioi Koponiscbkoi poouHuU.

The passage renders political loss through accumulated environmental imagery
contrasting present visual beauty with past habitation. The first sentence is reproduced through
literal translation. The second sentence preserves the simile structure "shines like it's filled with
golden light" through literal translation as "Bubnuckye Tak, HIOM HATOBHEHUH 30JI0TUM CBITIIOM,"
maintaining both the visual image and the comparative construction. Minor amplification is
applied in the rendering of "when the sun reflects against it": the Ukrainian "xomu conie
BinOuMBaeThes Bif Horo ctin" adds "Big #ioro ctin" (from its walls), which specifies the surface of
reflection and produces a more concrete visual image. The third sentence is reproduced through
literal translation, and the temporal marker "used to be" is rendered as "Konucs" (once/formerly)
through transposition — converting the English past-tense modal into a Ukrainian temporal
adverb that carries the same sense of irretrievable pastness.

Another instance of somatic imagery appears in the narrative immediately following the
captain's insult in Chapter 1. The passage renders the protagonist's internal rage through the
language of fire and bodily sensation.

(22-s) Rage burns through me at his words, but I keep the expression firmly off my face.
(Blackwood, 2023, p. 14)

(22-t) Jlromb mummeso cnanaxye 6 Meni, aue s ii Komaro, OnycKkaroyu pyKy.

Somatic fire imagery renders rage as a burning sensation moving through the body.
Lexical modulation was applied: "burns through me" — a continuous, traversing motion —
becomes "murreBo cnanaxye B MeH1" (flares up instantly in me). The continuous burning is
replaced by a punctual flare, and the amplifier "mMutTeB0" is added to convey the sudden,
reflexive quality of the emotional response, which is contextually motivated by the immediacy of
the insult. Amplification was also applied in the second clause: "I keep the expression firmly off
my face" is extended to "ame s 1i koBTato, omyckatoun pyky" — "I swallow it, lowering my
hand." The additional image of swallowing the emotion, absent in the source, adds a second
somatic metaphor of suppression that intensifies the contrast between the narrator's inner rage
and her outward composure, enriching the emotional coloring of the passage.

The final imagery example demonstrates the use of gaze-as-burning imagery in the
confrontation with Draven following the drink-throwing scene in Chapter 1.

(23-s) His golden eyes sear through my very soul as he stares me down. (Blackwood,
2023, p. 15)

(23-t) Hozo 30n0mi oui nponusyioms Mene HaAcKpizb, 0ONANIOI0UU CaMy OYULY.

The English verb "sear" — to burn through — carries two simultaneous qualities:
penetration and combustion. Structural modulation was applied: the single English verb "sear
through" is expanded into a participial construction in the target — "mpoHH3YIOTH MEHE HACKDi3b,
obmnamroroun camy aymry" (pierce through me, burning the very soul). This distributes the dual
quality of the original into two syntactically parallel elements: "nmpoHu3yoTs Hackpi3p" (pierce
through) captures the penetrating dimension, while "obmamoroun camy aymry" (burning the very
soul) captures the combustive dimension. The expansion intensifies the image by making both of
its dimensions explicit and creates a participial structure that is idiomatic in Ukrainian
descriptive prose. The emotional function of the image — to render the narrator's experience of
Draven's gaze as simultaneously invasive and destructive — is fully preserved in the expanded
target rendering.

2.3.6 Emotionally Coloured Conversations

Emotionally coloured conversations are exchanges in which the affective charge is
conveyed not only through the semantic content of utterances but through phonological markers
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of hesitation, exclamatory and elliptical syntax, and the structural dynamics of multi-speaker
dialogue. The translation of such passages requires attention to features that operate below the
level of lexical meaning: graphically represented speech sounds, sentence fragments, and the
rhythm of interrupted or accelerated exchange.

The first example illustrates the use of hesitation markers as phonological realizations of
emotional states, drawn from the narrator's conversation with her parents in Chapter 3. The
protagonist's nervousness and sense of inadequacy are enacted through the disrupted flow of her
speech.

(24-s) "I, uhm... I just wanted to tell you that... uhm... Yesterday, I did something
exciting. Important, I mean." (Blackwood, 2023, p. 75)

(24-t) — A... e-e... npocmo xomina ckazamu 6am, Wo... e-e... 840pa 3i MHOI0 CMANOCA
Oewo sadiciuse. 3axonauee, moomo.

The hesitation markers "uhm" are phonological realizations of the speaker's emotional
state — nervousness, a sense of inadequacy, and the difficulty of finding the right words before
emotionally significant interlocutors. Literal translation was applied to the propositional content
of the utterance, and variation was applied to the hesitation marker itself: "uhm" is rendered as
"e-e," the standard Ukrainian graphic representation of the same filled pause. This variation
preserves the phonological quality of the hesitation while substituting the English convention
with its Ukrainian equivalent. The ellipses marking the pauses within and between phrases are
reproduced through literal translation, maintaining the rhythm of disrupted speech. The
self-correction at the end — "Important, I mean" — is rendered as "3axomuse, T06T0," applying
modulation: "I mean" becomes "To06T0" (that is/I mean), the natural Ukrainian discourse marker
for self-correction.

The next example demonstrates how phonological markers encode acute fear in Chapter
1, in the speech of the terrified house owner who inadvertently reveals the protagonist's escape
route to the pursuing captain.

(25-s) "Where is she?" the captain demands from outside the open window. / "B-back
door," the terrified owner of this house replies from the kitchen. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 23)

(25-t) — Jle sona? — eonae xanimaw 3-no3a 6i04UHEH020 GIKHA. / — 3-3a0Hill 8uxio, —
MPEeMMAYUM 200COM 8ION0BIOAE NePeNIKAHULL IACHUK XAMU, came 8 MOl MOMeHm, KO 5 Pi3KO
8UPUBAIO YOPHI 08epi Ul BUCKAKYIO HA308HI.

The stammer "B-back door" is a phonological realization of acute fear: the repetition of
the initial consonant enacts the speaker's physical inability to produce fluent speech under
extreme stress. Variation was applied in rendering the stammer: the English "B-back" becomes
"3-3aguiif" in Ukrainian, reproducing the graphic convention of stammer representation
(hyphenated repetition of the initial consonant) while adapting it to the Ukrainian word "3ammiii"
(back/rear). This substitution preserves both the visual form and the phonological function of the
stammer. Amplification was applied to the speech tag: "replies" is expanded to "TpeMTsumm
TOJIOCOM BIJMOBiJIae mepensikaHuii BracHUK xatu'" — the stage direction "TpeMTsuum ronocom”
(in a trembling voice) and the evaluative qualifier "nepenskanuit" (terrified) are added to make
explicit the emotional state that the stammer itself enacts phonologically, creating a
reinforcement between the phonological marker and its surrounding narrative context.

The final example is a multi-speaker exchange from the family conflict in Chapter 3,
demonstrating the co-deployment of exclamatory sentences, elliptical imperatives, and mediating
speech acts to render interpersonal tension through the structural dynamics of dialogue itself.

(26-s) "Twist your words? Those were your exact words!" / "Please," I interject, trying to
mediate. "You have every right to feel upset, but I'm sure he didn't mean it like that. Right, Dad?"
/"Don't," both of my parents growl. / "Don't meddle," Dad warns. (Blackwood, 2023, p. 76)

(26-t) «Ilepexpyuyro meoi cnosa? ILle 6ynu meoi mouni cnosaly / «bByov nackay, —
empyuarocs 5. « Tu macw nogue npaso OGymu 3acmyueHuM, aie s 6NeGHeHd, Wo 6iH He MA8 HA

57



yeasi came ye. Ilpasoa, mamy?» / «He mpeba», — 6ypuams 0b6oc bamokis. / «He empyuaticay,
— nonepeoaicac mamo.

This four-turn exchange demonstrates the co-deployment of exclamatory sentences,
elliptical imperatives, and mediating speech acts in a scene of family conflict. The opening
exclamatory challenge "Those were your exact words!" is reproduced through literal translation
as "lle Oynmu TBOi TouHi cmoma!", preserving the exclamatory force and identical syntax. The
mediating speech act "Please" is rendered as "bynp nacka" through literal translation, followed
by the softening conditional clause reproduced through structural modulation: the English "I'm
sure he didn't mean it like that" is rendered as "s BneBHeHa, 110 BiH HE MaB Ha yBasi came 1e,"
restructuring the clause for Ukrainian syntactic naturalness. The elliptical imperative "Don't" is
rendered as "He tpe6a" (No need / Don't) through variation: the bare English negative
imperative has no single-word Ukrainian equivalent, and "He Tpe6a" is the closest pragmatic
equivalent in the register of brusque, simultaneous refusal. The expanded imperative "Don't
meddle" is rendered as "He Brpyuaiica" through literal translation. The combined effect of these
techniques preserves the emotional rhythm of the exchange — the escalating urgency of the
argument, the failed mediation, and the unified parental resistance — in the target text.

The translation of Empire of Flame and Thorns into Ukrainian demonstrates that the
affective configuration of emotionally colored narrative is reproducible across languages,
provided that the translator attends to the specific mechanisms by which emotional coloring is
produced in the source text. The analysis presented in this section shows that different
mechanisms require different primary techniques: lexical modulation and variation predominate
in the rendering of emotionally colored lexicon; literal translation is the principal technique for
parallelism, repetition, and their combined deployment; structural modulation and amplification
are most frequently required for imagery and emotionally colored conversation. In each case, the
governing criterion is not formal equivalence but functional equivalence — the reproduction of
the same emotional effect in the target language context.
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Conclusions

Marion Blackwood is a contemporary Swedish author of romantic fantasy fiction whose
debut novel Empire of Flame and Thorns (2023) demonstrates her narrative proficiency through
emotionally intense first-person narration, vivid world-building, and psychologically complex
character dynamics. Her writing is characterized by a deliberate tonal contrast between
quasi-archaic descriptive diction and a colloquial, ironic narrative voice, which together generate
a compelling atmosphere of emotional immediacy and suspense.

The first objective of the project — to provide a translation of the text considering the
specifics of the romantic fantasy genre — was fulfilled through the Ukrainian translation of five
chapters from Empire of Flame and Thorns presented in Chapter 1. The translation preserved the
defining tonal contrast of the source text, maintaining the coexistence of fantasy world-building
diction with a contemporary, ironic first-person voice, treating this contrast as an intentional
stylistic device rather than an inconsistency to be neutralized.

The second objective — to identify and describe the primary mechanisms of emotional
coloring in Empire of Flame and Thorns and to establish their functional roles — was fulfilled
through the analysis in section 2.2. The following mechanisms were identified: emotionally
colored lexicon (colloquial intensifiers, expletives, and evaluative vocabulary), parallelism,
repetition, and their combined deployment, as well as somatic and environmental imagery and
retort as a dialogic device. Each mechanism was shown to fulfill a distinct functional role in
constructing the narrator’s affective voice and managing the reader’s emotional engagement.

The third objective — to account for the translation decisions made and to analyze the
techniques applied in rendering the text into Ukrainian — was fulfilled through the analysis in
section 2.3. Modulation predominated as the primary technique (30%), reflecting the frequency
of cases where emotional charge required a shift in perspective or semantic framing to achieve
equivalent affective impact in Ukrainian. The following translation techniques were applied:

Modulation (30%)
Concretization (17%)
Literal translation (10%)
Amplification (10%)
Compression (7%)
Idiomatic equivalent (5%)
Calque (4%)

Discursive creation (4%)
Functional equivalent (3%)
Other (10%)
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