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INTRODUCTION

The present study is dedicated to the translation analysis of Warrior Princess Assassin, a novel
by American author Brigid Kemmerer. This research is highly relevant due to the increasing interest
in translating contemporary romantic fantasy and political thrillers, which bridges the gap between
the English-speaking world and Ukrainian readers and fosters, intercultural communication in an age
of globalization. The translation of such polyphonic works not only expands the reading audience but
also contributes to overcoming linguistic and cultural barriers, offering Ukrainian readers access to
complex global narratives exploring themes of power, moral ambiguity, and survival.

In the academic sphere, numerous scholars have explored the challenges of literary translation
and the transfer of complex psychological states and stylistic elements across languages. Among
those whose research is most relevant to this study are Palmer (2001), who made significant
contributions to the linguistic study of modality, and Molina and Hurtado Albir (2002), whose
classification of translation techniques serves as the methodological foundation for this research.
Additionally, Ukrainian scholars such as Radchuk (2008), Padalka (2013), and Tkachyk and Petruk
(2020) have investigated the specificities of translating modality, stylistically marked vocabulary, and
fantasy realia. These works provide a robust foundation for understanding the theoretical background
of this research.

The object of this research is the polyphonic narrative structure, modal categories, and
stylistically marked vocabulary within the novel Warrior Princess Assassin, while the subject is the
translation strategies and techniques employed to render these elements into Ukrainian.

The goal of this study is to identify and analyze the translation techniques used to preserve the
distinct narrative voices, modality, and psychological tension of the source text.

To achieve this goal, the following tasks were set:

- to perform the translation of the selected chapters;

- to characterize the author's biography, literary style, and the polyphonic structure of
the text;

- to analyze the translation challenges of modality and characters' psychological states
in texts with multiple narrative perspectives;

- to define and describe the translation techniques and strategies used in the translation
process.

The material of the study comprises selected chapters from Warrior Princess Assassin by
Brigid Kemmerer and its Ukrainian translation, conducted by the researcher. The primary focus is on
the parallel texts, which include the original English version and its translation, allowing for a
comparative analysis based on translation theory.

The translation project consists of an introduction, 2 chapters, conclusions, references, an
abstract, and 2 appendices. The source text consists of 42327 characters; the target text consists of
42331 characters. The total volume of the translation project is 53 pages.



CHAPTER 1
TRANSLATION OF THE SELECTED CHAPTERS FROM THE NOVEL WARRIOR PRINCESS ASSASSIN BY
BRIGID KEMMERER

Source text
Chapter Thirteen
The Warrior

The instant we met, the princess accused me of
atrocities against my people. The words were piercing—but they
weren’t without merit. I know exactly how much damage my fire
can cause, and | saw her reaction when the first burst of flame
responded to my magic. | expect that the sight of my power now
will remind her just how vulnerable her position is.

The princess, however, does not stand down.

In any other circumstance, I’d be impressed at her
bravery. | have soldiers who won’t dare get in my face like this.
But for all the ways she looked innocent and lost earlier, she looks
like a vengeful queen right now. Maybe it’s good that she wasn’t
a part of the negotiations, because she’s certainly more daring
than her brother.

| expect her to issue more threats—or perhaps to negotiate.
Instead, she draws back a hand to smack me.

| have a handful of flame, but she doesn’t care. I can’t block
without the risk of setting her dress on fire, so | twist and deflect,
crushing the flame out of my hand. She clips me in the jaw anyway.
Her rage is relentless, because she recovers quickly enough to
swing again. This time | catch her wrist before a strike can land.

She’s ready for it, because she’s got a hairpin in her other
hand. Without hesitation, she really does aim for my eyes. She’s
stronger than | expect, and I’'m trying not to hurt her, so the
steel pin scrapes across my temple, stinging immediately.

“All right, Princess,” I snap. This time I catch her wrists and
wrestle her still. “That’s enough.”

Target text
Po3ain TpuHagusaTHii

Boin
[{o¥iHO MU 3yCTpiauCs, MPUHIIECA 3BUHYBATHIIa MEHE Y 3BIPCTBaX MPOTH
Moro x Hapoay. CioBa Oy TOMIKYIbHI — ajie He Oe3miacTaBHi. Sl JOCTeMEHHO
3HaI0, SKOI IIKOAM MOXKE 3aBJaTH Mil BOTOHB, 1 s 0aumB ii peakilito, KOJIH
MIEPIINIA CIIajax MmojiyM'st BIATYKHYBCS Ha Moi apu. ['anaro, Buj Moe€i crim 3apas

Harajae i, SKMM XHUCTKHUM € i1 CTAaHOBMUIIIE.

Ta mpuHIIECca, O/THAK, HE BIJICTYIIAE.

3a Oyap-sKuX iHIMX 00CTaBHH s OyB OW BpaskeHHi 11 XopoOpicTio. Y
MEHE € BOSKHM, SIKi O HE HAaBOKXWINCSH OTaK MEHI MEPEYUTH. AJie X0Y SKOIO
HEBUHHOIO Ta PO3TyOJICHOIO BOHA 37aBajiacs paHille, 3apa3 BOHA BUTIISAAAE SIK
MCTHBa KopoiieBa. Moxe, it 1o0pe, 1110 BOHa He Opaiia yJacTi B ieperoBopax, 0o
BOHA BOYEBHU/Ib BiJIBAJKHIIIA 32 CBOTO Opara.

S ouikyro, 10 BOHAa TOYHE MOTPOXKYBaTH Jnaial — abo, MOXKIMBO,
noMoBisATHCs. HaTomicTh BOHa 3aMaxyeThbes, 00 1aTH MEHI Jidraca.

VYV MeHe B KMeH1 nonyM's, ane il Oaiinyxe. I He MOXy OJIOKyBaTH, HE
PHU3UKYIOUH HIANAIUTH ii CYKHIO, TOX 51 BUBEPTAIOCS M BIIXWISIO yAap, racsuu
BOTOHb Y JIOJIOHI, ajie BOHA BCe OIHO 0’€ MeHe 110 Ieneni. li 10T HeBOnaranHa,
00 BOHA IIBUAKO OTOBTYETHCS 1 3aMaxyeTbcs 3HOBY. Llboro pasy s BcTHUTraro
MEPEXONUTH ii 3am'sacTs, Nepil HiXK BOHA BAApSIE.

Bona 10 nporo rorosa, 60 B Apyriil pyui y Hei IIMUIIbKA JUIS BOJIOCCS.
be3 Baranbs BoHa cripaBi IIUTMTHCS MeH1 B o4i. BoHa cuibHIIIa, HIXK 51 OUIKYBaB,
a sl Hamararocst He 3aBJIaTH 1if 00110, TOXK CTajieBa IIMIIbKA IPANA€e MEHI CKPOHIO,
1 Ta MUTTIO ITOYMHAE TTEKTH.

— T'apasn, mpunieco, — rapkato 5. L{poro pasy s xamato ii 3a oOuzaBa
3am'scTs 1 3HEPYXOMITIO0. — JIOCUTB.



Her chest is heaving, and she surges forward despite my
grip. | twist hard and get her hands trapped behind her back.
It leaves her pressed against my chest, my arms holding her
there. Tendrils of dark hair have spun loose from the curl she
unpinned, and they fall across her face. She’s breathing hard, her
cheeks flushed, her eyes full of fury.

As if I’'m the one who bound and gagged them for a march
through the sewers.

“You are a liar,” she grates out. “You tricked him. You
tricked us. 1 cannot believe I trusted you for a second. Dane will
have his guards execute you. And your soldiers. And your—”

I spin her around so quickly that she gives a little yip, and |
force myself to soften my grip. | deserve every ounce of her anger.
| pull a spare set of bootlaces from my belt and wind them around
her wrists.

She tries to kick back, but her feet are bare, and I still
have my boots and greaves, so | barely feel it.

“I hate you,” she snaps.

| knot off the cord around her wrists and sigh.

| should be relieved. | should be ecstatic. I'm free.
My attacker is confined. The princess is safe. There should be a
thrum of vindication in my chest, and there is, but it’s clouded by
something else.

Regret.

Asher is sitting on his heels, his breathing shallow, his
jaw clenched. Rage and betrayal are all over his face, but it’s his
fear that’s pulsing like an undercurrent in the room.

I still have no idea what to believe about his killing orders,
and | won’t believe Nikko is alive until | see him myself. But
every word Asher said about the slavers was genuine. His fear
is genuine. He had the king of Incendar bound and powerless,
but he didn’t want money or influence or even the handful of
coins from my pouch.

[i rpymu Baxkko 3xiliMalOThCs, i BOHA PBETHCA BIIEPE], HOMPH MOIO
XBatKy. Sl poOiro pi3kuil BUKPYT 1 3aJIOMJIIOIO il pykH 3a cnuHy. Temep BoHa
MPUTHUCHYTA 10 MOiX IpyAei, MO1 pyKH yTpUMYIOTH ii. [lacMa TemMHOTr0 BoJioccs
BUCIIM3HYIIM 3 PO3MYIICHOI 3a4iCKH, 1 CIagaroTh i Ha oOmuuys. BoHa Baxko
JIHXae, IOKH MajaloTh, 04l CIIOBHEHI JIIOTI.

Hibu 1ie 51 3B's13aB 1X 1 3aTKHYB iM POTH ISl TOXOY Kpi3b KaHAIII3AIlIO.

— Tu 6pexyH, — HiTuTh BOHA Kpi3b 3yOu. — Tu 061ypuB ioro. Tu 061ypus
Hac. He moxy moBiputu, mo 0omaii Ha MUTH TOO1 AoBipuiacs. JleliH Hakaxke
BapTi cTpaTuTH Tebe. | TBOIX conmaris. I TBOIX...

S po3BepTaro i1 Tak MIBUAKO, III0 BOHA CTHUXA CKPHUKYE, 1 3MyIIyIO cebe
MocnaduTH XBaTKy. S 3acmyroByro Ha KOXKHY Kparuito ii THiBy. Sl Butararo 3-3a
nosica 3amacHi MIHYPKH BiJl YepEeBUKIB 1 00MOTYIO X JOBKOJIA 11 3aIT'ICTh.

Bona namaraetbcsi OpuKHYTH MeHe, aine i cTymHi 0oci, a s Joci B
YepeBHKax 1 HarOJIHHHUKAX, TOXK S Mailke HIY0ro He BiAUyBalo.

— HenaBumxy tede, — Kujae BoHa.

51 3aB's13y10 HIHYPOK Ha i1 3am'CTsX BY3JIOM 1 31TXa0.

S maB Oum BiguyTH nosermeHHs. S MaB 6u OyTu B ekcrasi. S BUIbHUH.
Miii nanagnuk 3HemkomkeHud. [lpunineca B Oesmemi. Y rTpyasx mamo O
B1IOpYyBaTH MOYYTTS BJIACHOI IPABOTH, 1 BOHO BIOpYeE, ajie HOro 3aTbMaplo€ I110Ch
1HIIIE.

Kaub.

Amep cHUIUTh HABIIOUINKH, AWXAHHS B HBOTO ypUBYACTE, MIENENH
smiieHi. JIFoTe 1 3paga BigOwiIMcs Ha WOro oOiMudYi, aje came HOro crpax
MyJbCYE B KIMHATI HEBUJIUMOIO TEUIEIO.

A nmoci He 3Har0, IO ¥ IymMaTH MPO WOTO HaKa3W BOWBATH, 1 HE MOBIPIO,
o Hikko *uBuii, 10KH He 106avy HOro Ha BIIacHi o4i. AJie KOXKHE CIIOBO Atiepa
1po paboToprosuis 6y10 mupum. Moro crpax — mupwuii. Bin Tpumas koposs
IHcennapa 3B's3aHUM 1 Oe3cuiuM, aje He XOTIB aHi TpoIIeH, aHi BIUIUBY, aHi
HaBITH )KMEH1 MOHET 13 MOT'O TaMaHIIs.

3 ychoro, 1o BiH Mir BUMaraTu, — 3 yChbOro, 1110 5 MiT 3alpONOHYBaTH, —
came 00iIsTHKa IPUTYJIKY 3MYCHJIa I[bOTO YOJIOBIKA MOCTYIUTHCS.



Of all he could have demanded—of all | could have
offered—the promise of sanctuary is what made this man yield.

And | used it against him.

| have to shove the regret away. It’s hardly the worst
thing I’ve ever done—and it’s possible he deserved it. We’ve
been gone most of the day, and people are surely looking for us.
One thing is clear: | disappeared with the princess. Even if
she would speak in my defense—which is questionable
right now—I have no idea what anyone would believe. Too
much is at risk, and | don’t trust Prince Dane. Asher is the only
proof that I have.

At least he’s being quiet, though his eyes are flicking from
the princess to the fire to the door, seeking a way to escape. His
bitter desperation fills the air, and it pricks at me the same way her
accusations do.

| tamp it back down. | can’t let these emotions affect me. |
need to send up a signal to my men, and | need to find a way back
to the palace.

When I tie off the cord with a sharp tug, Jory gives another
gasp.

| tell myself not to care about that, either. It doesn’t
work. “Sit, Princess.”

She wrenches at the binding and speaks through
clenched teeth. “I absolutely will not—"

| scoop her into my arms, the satin and lace of her skirts
swirling around her legs. Before she can protest, | set her on the
ground. “Sit.” I glance at Asher, who’s still on his knees, glaring
at the floor, his jaw set. “You too,” I say. “Don’t move.”

He’s glowering at me. “Fuck you.”

| definitely deserve that, so I ignore him, then sketch a sigil
in the air to pull another palm full of fire from the stove. Then |
head for the door.

As before, the cold is shocking, biting my cheeks and
making the cut from Jory’s hairpin sting even more. It’s begun

A sl BAKOPHCTAB 1€ IPOTH HBOTO.

S mymy BimirHaTH mei xanb. e qaneko He Halripmmii Miii BUNHOK — 1,
MOXJIMBO, BiH Ha 1€ 3aciykuB. Hac He Oyr0 Maiike minuii 1eHb, 1 Hac, HaeBHO,
BXKE IMyKarOTh. SICHO OHE: s 3HUK pa3oM i3 MpHHIECO. HaBiTh KO BOHA
CTaHe Ha MIH 3aXHCT — IO 3apa3 BEJIbMU CYMHIBHO, — 5 TQJKH HE Maro, y IO
XTOCh MOBipUTh. HanTo Oarato mocraBiieHO Ha KapTy, a s HE JOBIPSIO MPHUHILY
Jleiiny. Amep — Miii €TMHUN JJOKa3.

[TpunaiiMHI BiH CHIMTH TUXO, X04Ya HOTO 04Yi OIiraroTh BiJ MPHHILECH J0
BOTHIO, a TOJl 10 JBEpe, IIykaioouu IUisXx g0 Bredi. Moro ripkuii Bimguait
CIIOBHIOE TIOBITPS 1 IIITUTAE MEHE TaK CaMo, SIK 11 3BUHYBAa4YCHHSI.

S nputiymitioro ioro. Sl He MOXKY JJO3BOJIHMTH UM €MOIIISIM BIUTUBATH Ha
MeHe. MeHi Tpeba 1o1aTi CUrHaJl CBOIM JIFOJISIM 1 3HANTH LUIAX Ha3a/l 0 Majiaiy.

Konu s pi3ko 3araryro By30s Ha WIHYPKY, /Kopi 3HOBY Jelb 4yTHO
30UKHYB.
S1 Hakazyro co0i He 3Bakatu i Ha 1ie. He Buxoauth. — CuaiTi, NpUHIECO.

Bona cmukae myTa i miiuTh Kpi3b 31iMJIeHI 3yOu: — S KaTeropuyHo He...

S migxomutoro ii Ha pyKu; aTiac 1 MEpeXUBO 1i CIITHUIL OOBUBAIOTH il
Horu. Ilepm HIXX BOHa BCTUTae 3alpoTeCTyBaTH, S OMYCKAlO0 il Ha 3eMIIIO. —

Cupitn. — S kupgatro mormsiu Ha Amepa, SKMH J0Ci CTOITh HaBKOJIIIKAaXx,
BUTPIIIAIOUNCH Y MIJUIOTY, Horo mienenu 3uimieHl. — Tu Tex, — kaxy s. — He
pyxaTucs.

Bin mioTo riumnae Ha MeHe. — Ta MmilmoB TH.

51 Ha 11e TOYHO 3aCIIYTOBYIO, TOXK ITHOPYIO HOT0, a TOJI1 KPECIIIo B MOBITPI
CHUT1JI, 1100 3aUepnHyTH 3 eyl e 0JHy Ipuropily Boruio. Toxl s npsaMyro 10
JIBEpEH.

Sk 1 paniiie, X0JIOA HECTEPITHUM, Kycae 3a IOKH 1 Bi IbOTO OAPSITHHA
Bil mmnuibku Jxkopi mewye mie ayxkde. 3HOBY IOYaB MaJaTd CHIT, JiamaTi



to snow again, fat flakes drifting down between the trees. The
sky above is obscured by clouds, but the light has grown even
dimmer since Asher led me out here. It’ll be full dark within the
hour.

A low murmur of whispered conversation sounds from
inside the hut, and I frown. But I can’t stop them from talking, and
they can’t go anywhere anyway.

| hold out my hand, and the glow from the ball of flame
doesn’t light up much. It flickers, threatening to burn out altogether.
Without fuel to burn, the magic has to draw from my energy to keep
the flame lit. The long night of riding—followed by a long day of
kidnapping—is beginning to catch up with me. I can’t remember
the last time | put a bite of food in my mouth. | feel the strain of
holding the flame, like forcing a fatigued muscle to work.

Hopefully I can manage enough power for this. | put my
hands close together, then pull the ball of fire into two, until I have
one on each palm. Despite the cold, sweat blooms on my forehead
from the effort. I feed the twin flames energy until they burn bright.
Once they’re blazing, I throw the first one high, quickly drawing a
sigil with my empty hand. My magic sends it higher, until the sphere
of flame bursts into a spray of sizzling sparks above the trees,
sounding with a loud crack that echoes.

I’m gasping from the effort, and the remaining ball of fire
flickers and threatens to die. I won’t be able to do much more. But
if my men are out looking, they’ll hear it. If I’'m lucky, they’ll see
it. Every one of them knows what it means.

But | have to throw up another, just to be sure. | wait a
moment, listening, but the snow muffles everything. The remaining
fire in my left hand flickers again, so I throw this one high as well,
sketching another sigil. I try to feed this one more energy, and the
shower of sparks is bigger, the crack even louder. But my vision
goes fuzzy for a moment, and | fight off a wave of vertigo. | have
to take a breath to steady myself. I can’t afford to look weak. My
soldiers won’t be the only ones to see my signal. Anyone looking

IJIACTIBIN KPYXJISIIOTh MOMDK AepeBamMu. Hebo Bropi 3aTsrayre xmapamu, aje
CBITJIO 1Ie OUTBIIE MOTHMSHIIO, BIAKOIW AIIEp BHBIB MEHE CIOJU. 33 TOJUHY
T'eTh CIIOHOYIE.

3cepeiMHM XaTHHU JOJIUHAE TUXE MEPeIiNTyBaHHs, 1 1 XMyprocs. AJe s
HE MOXXY 3a00pOHUTH 1M FOBOPUTH, T2 BOHU BCE OJTHO HIKYIU HE MOXYTb HITH.

S mpocTsraio pyky, i CAiHBO BiJ BOTHSHOI KyJi OCBiTIIIOE HebaraTo. Bona
MEpEXTHTb, MOTPOXKYIOUM 3racHYTH 30BCiM. be3 mammBa Ui ropiHHS Maris
MYCHUTh TSATHYTH CHIIYy 3 MEHE, 1100 MiATpUMYyBaTH mosym's. JloBra Hid BEpxu —
a 3a HEIO JIOBTMH JIeHb 13 BUKPAJCHHSIM — MOYHMHAIOTH JaBaTHCs B3Haku. He
MPUTAIYI0, KOJIM BOCTaHHE 00/1aii miock iB. S BiquyBaro, Ik BAKKO MEH1 TPUMaTH
NoJTyM'st, HIOM 3MYIIy€ll CTOMJICHUH M'S13 TIPAIFOBATH.

CrnoxiBarocsi, Ha 116 MEH1 BUCTauyuTh CHIH. S 30JMXKYIO TOJIOHI, a TOAI
PO3AUISAI0 BOTHSHY KYJIIO HAJIBOE, a)K TTOKU B KOXHIH JOJIOHI HE OMMHSIETHCS 110
onuii. [Tonpu xonoz, Ha 401 BiJl HAPYTH MPOCTYMAE MIT. S MiIKUBIIOI0 BOTHI-
OJIM3HIOKK CHEPri€ro, TOKH BOHU HE pO3roparoThes sickpaBo. Il[oitHO BoHUM
CHalaxyloTh, S MIAKUAAI0 TMEPIIUA BUCOKO Bropy, IIBHJKO KPECISYH CUTLI
BUTBHOIO pYKO¥0. MOT Yapu IITOBXAIOTh HOTO BUIIE, &K ITOKW BOTHsHA cepa He
BUOyXa€ HaJ JepeBaMH PO3CUINOM IIMIYYUX ICKOp, IO TYYHO JIYCKaKOTh, 1
BIIITYHHSI KOTUTBHCS TOBKOJIA.

S 3apuxarocs Bi 3yCHIUIS, a BOTHSIHA KyJIs, IO JIMIINATIACS, MEPEXTHUTD,
Morpokyroun 3racHyTdu. HabGarato Ounblie si HE CIpOMOXKYCs. AJie SKIIO MOi
JIOJU IIYKAIOTh HAC, BOHU MOYYIOTh. SIKIIIO MOIACTUTh, TO i mobadaTs. Koxen
13 HUX 3HAa€, IO 1[€ O3HAYac.

Ane s Mylly 3ayCTUTH 1€ OAWH, MPO BCSK BUIMAIOK. S 4ekaro MUTH,
MIPUCITYXalOYHUCh, alle CHIT TIyIUTh yci 3ByKd. [lomym's, mo aummumnocs B niBii
pylli, 3HOBY MEPEXTUTh, TOXK S MiJIKHIAI0 1 HOT0, KPECHIsiuu I1e OAUH CUTiI. S
HaMaraocs BKJIaCTH B HOT'O OUIbIIE €HEeprii, 1 CHIIl ICKOP BUXOIUTH OLIBIINM, a
TPICKIT — IIle TYYHIIIUM. AJie B OoYaX Ha MHTh TyMaHi€, 1 s JIONAK0 Hamaj
3armaMopoveHHs. Sl 3MylIeHul nepeBecTH MoAuX, mo0 omaHyBaTu cebde. S He
MO3KY JI03BOJIMTH 001 31aBatucs ciabkum. Miii curnan mobayaTh He JUIIe MOT



for me—including these assassins, if they’re real—could follow the
sound and light right to me.

When | walk back through the door, Asher and Jory have
shifted closer together, but they’re staring at me, their chests rising
and falling quickly, their eyes wide.

“What did you do?” the princess demands.

“I sent up a signal to my soldiers,” I say. Wind swirls
through the opening at my back, but I don’t want to close the door
again. I need to hear if anyone approaches. “Once they arrive, I’ll
determine how to proceed.”

Jory clenches her jaw, and she’s glaring at me with such . . .
such indignation.

Clearly I’'m not the only one affected by hunger, exhaustion,
and outright aggravation.

I look down at her. “The look on your face, Princess. Am |
to be your villain now?”

“Asher freed you,” she says. “You swore to him. You
swore.” Her eyes are full of recrimination. “You could have acted
with honor. You could have kept your word and let him go.”

“Honor! You speak of honor? | asked for truth between us.
| yielded my magic. I disarmed for you. Twice! Yet you still took
me by force.” I stand, letting every ounce of my own betrayal fill
my voice. “Have you considered that this Hunter’s Guild could
already be pointing fingers at me for what happened here? That
your brother could blame Incendar for your kidnapping?” I think
of my sister, and what would happen if she were forced to take the
throne. The fire in the stove burns hotter, the flames flickering
wildly, responding to my anger. “Do you have any idea what my
disappearance would mean for my people? For my kingdom? For
yours?”

She’s still staring up at me, but my words have an impact.
Her expression flickers into a frown.

I don’t linger. Instead, I take a breath and drop to a crouch
in front of Asher. He’s a ball of tension with his hands bound, sitting

BOSIKH. Bynb-XTO, XTO MeHe mIyKae, — BKIIOYHO 3 UM BOMBLSIMH, SKIIIO BOHU
CIpaBXHi, — MOKE IITH Ha 3BYK Ta CBITJIO MPOCTO 10 MEHE.

Kounu st moBepTarocst 10 xaTunau, Amep i JIxopi 3cyHynucs 6imx4e oaHe
0 OAHOTO, aje Terep BOHM BUTPIMIAIOTHCS HA MEHe, iXHI IpyAM ILIBUIKO
3IIAMArOThCA | OMa1al0Th, 04l PO3IIUPEHI.

— o Tv 3poOUB? — BUMarae BiJIIOBI/II MPUHIIECA.

— 51 mojgaB cuUTHAN CBOIM coiijaTaMm, — Kaxy 5. Bitep 3aBHXprO€ThCS y
MEHE 3a CIIMHOIO KPi3b BiIYMHEH] JIBEPi, ajle s He X0Uy 3aUMHSTH iX 3HOBY. MeHi
Tpeba dyTH, 9 XTOCh HaOmmKkaeThes. — [1[0iftHO BOHM IpUOYTyTh, 51 BUPIITY, 11O
pobutu nai.

JI>xopi 3LITUTIOE TIEJENH 1 3UpKae Ha MEHE 3 TAKUM... TAKIM OOYpPEHHSIM.

BoueBuap, He nMile Ha MEHE BIUIMHYJIU TOJOJ, BHCHA)XEHHS Ta
LJIKOBUTE PO3/IpaTyBaHH.

Sl nuBnrocs Ha Hel 3ropu BHU3. — Lo 3a Bupas, npunneco? To Tenep s
JUTSL BaC TAXOM1i?

— Amep 3BiUIbHUB TeOe, — Kake BOHAa. — TW TpuUCATHYB Homy. Tu
npUCATHYB. — B 1 ouax — nume nokopu. — T Mir BUMHHUTH HUIAXETHO. TH Mir
JOTPUMATH CJIOBa 1 BIIITYCTUTHU HOTO.

— Hlnsaxerno! Tu ropopuul npo HUIAXETHICTH? S MPOCUB MPO HIUPICThH
MK HaMmu. S nmpubopkas cBoi yapu. S po330poiBcs nepen Todor. JIBiui! A i
BCE OJIHO B3sJla MEHE CUJION0. — S BCTalo, BKIIA/Ial0uM B IOJI0C YCIO TIPKOTY Bij
TOr0, SIK MeHe 3paauiu. — Tu He moaymaina, mo ug ['nbaigs MucnusLiB yxe
MO’KE€ 3BUHYBAayyBaTH MeHe B TOMy, 1o TYyT crajocsa? Ilo TBilf OpaT moxe
3BUHYBATUTHU [HCeHNap y meoemy BUKpaaeHHI? — S mymaro mpo CBOIO CecTpy 1
PO Te, 1110 CTAHEThCs], AKIO BOHA Oy/ie 3MyIlIeHa 31iMTH Ha TpoH. Borous y neui
PO3ropsIETHCS, MOTYM'St TUKO MEPEXTUTH, BIITYKYIOUUCH Ha Miii THIB. — Ty Xo4
YSBIISIEI, IO MOE 3HMKHEHHS O3HayaTUMe Uil Moro Hapony? g moro
kopodmiscTBa? Jlns TBOoro?

Bona Bce 111€ IMBUTBHCS HA MEHE 3HU3Y Bropy, ajle MOi CJI0Ba BIUIUHYJIH.
[i BUpa3 06nuyyst 3MiHIOETHCS HA CTIAHTEIMYEHHUIA.

51 He 3arpumylocs Ha 1boMy. HaToMmicTh st poOiro BAMX 1 HpHUCiAaro
HaBIIOYINKHN nepen AmiepoMm. 3i 3B'3aHMMH pyKaMU BiH — CYHUIbHHM KIyOOK



on his heels, the firelight from the stove turning his white-blond hair
to rose gold. His jaw is set, and he doesn’t even look at me.

“Asher,” I begin. “You should know that—"

His weight shifts, and then the heel of his boot catches me
in the jaw.

I didn’t see it coming, and the blow knocks me sideways. |
don’t even know how he did it. I scramble to grab him, but he’s too
damn fast. My fingers close on air, and he’s already out of reach.
He’s going to be out the door in a second. Dressed in black, he’ll be
nearly invisible in the falling darkness.

Fuck. I should’ve tied his boots together.

“Go!” Jory cries, and there’s a note of victory in her voice.
“Asher, run.”

He doesn’t need the encouragement. He’s already gone.

I don’t pursue him. I could bring my own light and search
him out, but I don’t want to leave the princess—and | definitely
don’t want to walk into an ambush. He already got me once, and
I’'m not giving him another opportunity. I touch a hand to my lip,
and it comes away with blood.

Any trace of regret has vanished. Aggravation is back.

Jory is staring at me, her chest rising and falling swiftly. I'm
sure she expects me to burn him to cinders with nothing more than
the power of thought. Right now, | wish | could.

I swipe the blood off my mouth. “Is that what you two were
whispering about?”

She sets her jaw—but that’s answer enough.

A muffled shout erupts from outside, and | brace myself, but
then | hear a voice | recognize. A moment later, Asher is roughly
shoved through the door. His hands are still bound, and his chest is
heaving. Two of my men are behind him. Garrett has a tight grip on
Asher’s bicep, and Roman is right beside him, weapons drawn.

The relief that flares in my chest is so profound. The day has
been too long, and I didn’t realize how worried I was that someone
else would find us first.

HaIpyry; BiH CHIUTh Ha I'ATaxX, 1 CBITJIO BiJl BOTHIO B M€Yl 3a0apBIIIOE HOTO
OlsiBE BOJIOCCS B KOJIIP POXKEBOTO 30J10Ta. 3yOWM CTHCHYTI, BiH HaBiTh HE
JTUBUTHCS HA MEHE.

— Aepe, — nounHaro 5. — Tu Maen 3Harty, 10...

Moro Bara 3mimyerbes, i Tofi kaGiyk HOro 4epeBHKa BiIydae MEHi B
IeIieny.

S He BCTHT 1 OKOM 3MUTHYTH, 1 BiJl yaapy MeHe Bijkuaae BOik. HaBiTh He
pO3yMir0, SIK BiH IIe 3poOMB. I XamamBO HaMararocsi CXOMHUTH KOTO, aje BiH
3aHanTo, B Oica, mBUAKUI. Moi manbli XamawooTh HOBITPS, a BiH yXe I03a
JOCSDKHICTIO. 3a MHUThH BiH Oyze 3a aBepuma. OIsTHEHUH y YOpHE, BiH CTaHe
MaiiKe HEBUJIMMUM y TEMPSIBI, 1[0 3TYIIYETHCS.

Hinpko. Tpeba Oyo 3B's13aTH OMY i YCpEBHUKH.

— bixku! — ckpukye Jxopi, 1 B i TO0CI 3'SIBISIOTHCS IEPEMOKHI HOTKH.
— Amepe, 61xu!

Horo me Tpeba migbagpoproBatu. BiH yke 3HUK.

51 He xeHycs 32 HUM. Sl Mir OM BHKJIMKATH BJIACHE CBITJIO 1 ITyKaTH HOTO,
ajie He X04y JIUIIATH IPUHIIECY — 1 TOYHO HEe X0Uy BTPANUTH B 3aciiKy. BiH yxe
MEHE JIiCTaB OJIMH Pa3, sl He JaM HOMY JIpyroi Haroim.

S Topkatocs pykoro ry0u, Ha Hill JTMIIAETHCS KPOB.

Bin xxanto ve nummiocs ¥ ciiny. [loBepHysocs po3npaTyBaHHSI.

Jxopi BUTpIIIA€ThCS HAa MeEHe, i1 TPyAM IIBHAKO 3AiMaroThCcs U
onaaarTh. MabyTh, BOHA OUIKYE, IO S CIIOTEI0 HOTO CUJIOK AYMKH. 3apa3 s 0
1 cam 1bOTO XOTIB.

S BuTHpato KpoB 13 BycT. — Lle mpo 11e B1 1BO€ 1menoTiucs?

BoHa BriepTo 311IUTIOE MIENENH — aje 1€ 1 € BIAMOB1Ib.

330BHI JIyHAa€ NPUTTYLICHUA BHUTYK, 1 S HANpYyXXylocs, aje TOAl 4yl
3HafoMuii rosoc. 3a MHThH Aliepa rpy6o 3alITOBXYIOTh Y ABepi. Moro pykn moci
3B'sI3aHi, TPYAN BAXKO 3/1iMal0ThCs. 32 HUM CTOSATH JABO€ MOiX jrojei. ['apper
MilHO TpuMae Amiepa 3a Oiuernc, a PoMan cTOiTh mopyd i3 HUM, OTOJIMBIIU
30poro.

S BiguyBaro Take rMuOOKe MOJETHIEHHS, 0 aX y TpyIsix meMuts. Llei
JieHb OyB 3aHA/ITO JIOBI'MM, 1 5l HABITh HE YCB1IOMIIIOBAB, SIK CHJIBHO XBUJIIOBAaBCH,
10 XTOCh 1HIINK 3HalIe HAC MEPIIUM.



I look from my soldiers to the door, hoping the rest of my
men will be right behind them—but they aren’t. “Where are the
others?”

Roman’s analytical eyes take stock of me quickly, and then
the bound princess. After assessing the surroundings, he sheathes
his weapons and runs a hand through his snow-dusted hair. “Nik
and Cal were searching west of the palace, but if they saw your
signal, they won’t be far behind.”

Nik. My breath almost catches. “Nikko is unharmed?”

Garrett nods. “Yeah. He said the princess attacked you with
an accomplice.” He glances at Jory, who’s warily staring up at them
both, and then at Asher, who’s scowling at the floor. My soldier’s
expression is not friendly. “Dane refuses to believe it, but I suppose
we found the truth.”

“That is not what happened,” Jory says fiercely.

My jaw is already aching from where Asher kicked me, and
the side of my face is still stinging from her hairpin—and that’s
nothing compared to everything else they did. “It’s exactly what
happened.”

Asher jerks against Garrett’s grip on his arm. “She was
trying to save your life, asshole.”

Garrett smacks him on the back of the head with a gauntleted
hand. “Watch your mouth.”

Asher half turns. “Fuck you.”

This time Garrett punches him between the shoulder blades.
Asher stumbles forward and goes to his knees.

“Stop!” the princess cries. “Stop it!”

This has the potential to spiral out of control, especially
since Garrett won’t stop unless I order him to. “Enough,” I say. “I
need him to be able to talk.”

Asher sits back on his heels, breathing through his teeth. His
toes are pressed into the floor, his jaw tight, his muscles tense. He’s
ready to spring onto his feet like he did before.
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S mepeBoXy TOTJIAM 13 MOIX COJIIATIB Ha JBEpi, CHOAIBAIOYUCH, IO
pelTa MOix JIIo/Iel y)ke 3a HUMH, — ane iX Hemae. — Jle iHmi?

[TponuknuBi oui PomMaHa MIBUAKO OIIHIOIOTH MEHE, a TOAl 3B'S3aHY
npuHnecy. OTJSHYBIIN OTOYCHHS, BiH XOBa€ 30pOI0 B IiXBH 1 MPOBOIUTH PYKOIO
0 MPUTPYIIEHOMY CHirom Bosioccto. — Hik 1 Kan mrykanu Ha 3axin Big nanamy,
aJjie SIKIIO0 BOHM Oa4yMIM TB1M CUTHAJI, TO CKOPO OYIyTh TYT.

Hik. ¥ meHe neap nepexorunoe noaux. — Hikko HeymkomkeHuin?

[apper xuBae. «ABxex. BiH cka3as, mo npuHIeca Hamana Ha Tede 3i
cniIpHUKOMY. BiH kumae mornsa Ha JIkopi, sika 3 OCTOPOror0 MO3UpPaE Ha HUX
000X, a T/l Ha Amepa, 10 MOXMYpPO BTYIHBCS B miiory. Bupas o0iamyus moro
BOSIKA — HEJIPYXKHIH.

«Yce 0yJ10 He Tak», — 3anekio kaxe JHxopi.

Y MeHe i 10ci HUE menena Bij ynapy Amiepa, a o0audds 0ci mede Bif
il mWnuapKku — ane 1e Bce ApiOHHIIL, MOPIBHSIHO 3 PEIITO0, 110 BOHU BTHYIIU.
«Cawme Tak yce i 0yno».

Amep cmukaetbes y xBatii ['appera. «BoHa Hamaranacsi BpTyBaTH TBO€E
KUTTS, IPUITYPKY».

lapper 3amipkye HoMy MO NOTWJIMII PYKOIO B JIATHIM pyKaBHUIIL.
«Jlobupaii cioBay.

Amep HaniBoOepTaeTbes. «Ta MIIoB TH».

L{poro pa3y ['apper raTuTh HOro KyJakoM MEXH IUiedi. Alep XUTAETbCS
BIIEpE]] 1 1a1a€ HAaBKOJIIIKH.

«[TpununiTh! — ckpukye npunieca. — [lpunuHiTs!»

Yce 1e MOXe MIBUIKO BHHTH 3-TJT KOHTPOJIIO, OCOOJIMBO OCKUIBKH
l'apper He 3yNMHMUTBHCS, JTOKH s HE Hakaxy. «Jlocuts, — kaxy s. — MeHi
MOTP16HO, 1100 BiH MIT TOBOPUTH.

Amiep ocifae Ha T'STH, LIASYM TOBITPS Kpi3b 3yOu. BiH ymupaerbcs
MaJbIIMHA HIT Y TUIOTY, MIENENH 3MIMUIeHI, M'S3u HampykeHi. BiH roroBuii
CKOYUTH Ha HOTH, SIK 1 paHile.



But Garrett waits behind him, and of all my soldiers, he’s
the most unforgiving. If Asher comes at me again, Garrett will
probably break his jaw.

My lip feels like it’s still bleeding, and I swipe a streak of
blood away. “My men have a limit, Asher. So do 1. Stay put, or I’'ll
let them do whatever they want.”

“You think that’s a threat?”” he says coldly. “Your soldiers
doing whatever they want?” He looks up at me through that spill of
white-blond hair. His blue eyes have gone ice-cold, every emotion
locked away. I’ve seen that look before—in captured soldiers. “Just
what do you think Dane’s men are going to do?”

There’s a note in his voice that tugs at the regret in my heart,
but this time it’s joined by a flicker of guilt.

I have to force my gaze back to Roman and Garrett. “What
about Sev?”

Roman frowns. “Dane is holding him at the palace.” He and
Garrett exchange a glance. “He wanted to hold us, too, but we
slipped out when he was arguing with Sev.”

A spike of alarm lodges in my chest. Holding. | knew our
disappearance would look bad from Astranza’s side. We need to
return to the palace.

A man calls from outside the hut, and I recognize Callum’s
voice. “There!” he says. “I see their horses.”

“I knew they wouldn’t be long,” Roman says, just as Callum
pushes through the doorway—followed by Nikko.

Relief floods my chest again. Even though | knew he
survived, seeing him alive and well settles something in my heart.

It also confirms that Asher was telling the truth.

That flicker of guilt pricks at me again, but just like the
regret, I have to shove it away. I can’t let him go. I can’t offer
leniency to a man who attacked me. Who was literally ordered to
kill me. If this alliance is at risk, I can’t afford one moment of
weakness. But when | look back at those cold eyes that are shuttered
with resignation, | want to cut him free.
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Ane Tapper uekae mo3agy, a 3 YCiX MOiX BOSIKIB BiH — HaHOUIBII
Oe3xanbHUR. SIKImO Amep KMHEThCS Ha MEHE 3HOBY, lapper, HMOBipHO,
PO3TPOIIUTH HOMY IIIETIeIy.

3nmaeTbes, ryda 10Ci KPOBOTOUHTS, 1 51 BUTHUPAIO MAaThOK KPOBi. «Y MOIX
monen € mexa, Amepe. | B MeHe Texx. He pumaiicsi, a6o s 103BOJII0 iM pOOUTH
BCE, III0 3aMaHEThCS».

«dymaem, ne morpo3a? — XoOJOIHO Kugae BiH. — TBoi commatu
pOOUTUMYTh, IO 3aMaHEThCsI?» BiH AUBUTHCS HA MEHE 3-MiJ MacMa CBOTO
OinsBOro Bostoccs. Moro GaakuTHi oui cranu KpUKaHUMHM, yC1 eMOIIii CXOBaHi
rm6oko. 1 6aunB Takuii MOTJSA paHille — y MOJIOHEHUX BOSIKIB. «A 10, TO-
TBOEMY, 3p00ATh Jroau [eitna?»

VY #ioro rosoci 3'IBIsSEThCA HOTKA, SIKa BOPYIIUTH JKaJIb Y MOEMY CEpIli,
aJjie [bOT0 pasy 10 HbOT'O JOMIIIYEThCS i MPOOIUCK MTPOBHUHHU.

S 3mymryto cebe nepeBecTH noris Ha3aa Ha Pomana i [Nappera. «A 110
CeB?»

Poman xmyputbces. «Jlelin 3aTpuma ioro B nanani». Bouu 3 ['apperom
MHMOBOJII OOMIHIOIOTECS MorsiiaMu. «BiH XOTiB 3aTpuMmaTH W Hac, ajie MU
BUCIIM3HYIIU, TIOKU BiH criepeyancs 3 CeBOM».

["ocTpwmil mmuyak TPUBOTH BIMBAETHCS MEHI B Ipyiu. 3ampumas. 5 3HaB,
IO Halle 3HUKHEHHS TOTaHO BHIIIAIAaTHME B odax AcrtpaH3u. Ham Tpeba
MOBEPTATHUCH JI0 Majally.

3HaBOPY I'yKae YOJIOBIK, 1 1 Bri3Hato rojoc Kamtyma. «OH! — kaxke BiH.
— $I 6auy ixHIX KOHEW». «S 3HaB, 10 BOHU HE 3a0apAThCI», — Kake PomaH, 1 Ti€i
x muTi Kanmym 3axonuTs y Bepi, a ciiijioMm 3a HuM — Hikko.

[TonermieHHs 3HOBY 3aTOILIIOE TPYAU. XOU 5 1 3HaB, 110 BiH BHXKUB, Ta
MoOauMBIIM WOTO JKUBUM 1 HEYIIKOJDKEHWM, Ha cepill Jermae. Lle Takox
HiATBEPAXKYE, 10 Alllep Ka3aB MpaBy.

Toii nmpoOaMCK MPOBHHU 3HOBY KOJ€ MEHE, ajie, SIK 1 JKajb, s MYIIy
BiJIrHAaTH Horo retb. Sl He MOXy HOro BiAMycTUTH. SI HE MOXY HPOSIBUTH
MOOJTAXKIIUBICTD 0 JIFOJAWHH, sSKa Hamaja Ha MeHe. kil OykeanrbrHo HaKazaau
MeHe BOUTH. SIKILO 11ei COI03 MiJl 3arpo3010, 51 HE MOXKY J1I03BOJIUTH CO01 aH1 MUTI
c1abKOCTI. AJie KOJIU s 3TaAyI0 Ti XOJO0/H1 04l, 3aIUTIONIEH] 3 TOKIPHICTIO, 51 X0Uy
3BUTBHUTHU HOTO.



My soldiers don’t. Their expressions haven’t shifted away
from stony vigilance, but | watch them all exchange a glance, and
it’s clear they want to tear Asher to pieces, just like I did.

I don’t know how to explain everything right here, and we
don’t have time anyway. I have no idea what Prince Dane could be
doing or saying, and if Sev is arguing with him about anything at
all, it needs to end. I need to put away my guilt and regret and focus
on the things that matter most. My sister. My people. My kingdom.

“Give me a cloak,” I say. “We’ll ride back to the palace. I’ll
take the princess.” I look to Roman, then nod down at Asher. “Bring
him. Make him walk.”

Callum exchanges a dark glance with Garrett. “Oh, we’ll
bring him.” “No,” I say. “You two ride with me.” I step toward the
princess, take hold of her arm, and draw her up from the floor.

For a moment, I think she’s going to fight me, and I’m ready
to physically pick her up again. But she just looks from Asher to
me.

“I’ll do anything you want,” she says. Her eyes are piercing,
her voice so desperate. “But please don’t let them hurt him.”

Those flickers of guilt and regret turn into a blaze. It would
be so much easier to ignore if she were yelling and making
demands, instead of these desperate pleas that feel so genuine. But
she tricked me—more than once! And | keep falling for it. Asher
may have forced me out of the palace with violence, but violence is
something I understand.

“How can I trust you?” I say to her. “Since the moment we
met, all you’ve given me are lies.”

“Please, Ky,” she whispers. “This wasn’t a lie. You said you
would offer him mercy.”

Too much is at stake. | force the emotion away and turn her
toward the door. “I am offering him mercy,” I say. “I could have
told them to drag him.”

Then | take a cloak from Roman, and | pull her into the cold.

12

Ane He Moi BOsSIKH. 3 TXHIX 0014 HE CXOIUTh KaM'siHa MUJIbHICTD, aJie 5
0auy, sIK BOHU MEPE3UPAIOTHCS, 1 CTAE SICHO, 110 BOHU XOUYTh PO3IepTH Aliepa
Ha IIIMAaTKH, TaK caMo, SK 1 S XOTiB.

S1 He 3Ha10, K yCe IOACHUTH IIPOCTO TYT, Ta i yacCy B HaC HeMae. S ragku
He Mato, 1110 puHIIL J{eitH Moske poOuTH uM Ka3aty, 1 skujo CeB y3aralii npo moch
13 HUM crepedaeTscs, e Tpeba mnpunuHATH. MeHi Tpeba BiIKMHYTH T€Th
MIPOBUHY | >KaJIb 1 30CEPEIUTHCS HA TOMY, 1110 Ma€ 3Ha4eHHS. Most cectpa. Miid
Hapoa. Moe KOpOITiBCTBO.

«JlaiiTe MeHi miaml, — Kaxy . — Mu nmoBepHeMOocs: BepXH 10 manaiy. 51
3abepy mpuHIecy». S nuBiocs Ha Pomana, Tomi kuBaro Ha Amiepa. «BemiTh
Woro. Hexaii i1e miniKmn.

Kamrym moxmypo niepe3upaerncs 3 'apperom. «O, MU HOTO IPUBEIEMO.
«Hi, — xaxy s1. — Bu 1Boe noigete 31 MHOIO». S poOI0 KPOK 10 IpUHIIECH, Oepy
ii 3a pyKy ¥ TiABOKY 3 MiAJIOTH.

Ha Muth s gymaro, 1o BOHa YHHHUTHME OIIip, 1 sI BXKE TOTOBUI 3HOBY
MiAXOMUTH 11 Ha pyKH. AJie BOHA JIMIIE IEPEBOAUTH MOTIISA 3 Alliepa Ha MEHE.

«S1 3pobmo Bce, 1O 3aBrOJHO, — KaKe BOHA. 1i TIOTIISA MPOHM3IMBUI,
roJioc CIOBHEHM Bimyaro. — Aje, 61araro, He JJ03BOJISH iM CKPUBAUTU HOTOY.

Ti mpoOnMckM TPOBHHU W JKallo CHalaxyloTh Moxexerw. bymno 0
Habararo Jjerie iX irHOpyBaTH, sIKOM BOHA KpUyajla i BUCyBaja BUMOTH, a HE
HIENOTUIA 111 BiAYalAylIH1 OjaraHHs, M0 3[al0ThCsl TAKUMU IUPUMU. AJle K
BOHa 00ypuia MeHe — 1 He pa3! A s 3HOBY i 3HOBY Ha Iie Beaycs. Aliep, Moxe,
Il BUTATHYB MEHE 3 Iajally CHJIOK, ajleé HACUJIbCTBO — 11€ IPUHAKWMHI Te, 110 5
po3yMito.

«SIx g Moy TOO1 BipuTu? — Kaxy f il. — 3 caMoi Hamloi 3ycTpidi s 4yB
BiJl TeOe camy OpEexXHIO».

«bynp macka, Karo, — mermouye Bona. — Ile He 6yno 6pexuero. Tu ckasas,
10 TPOSIBUIL MUJITICTB.

Haaro Garato Ha koHy. Sl mpUTIyMITIOI0 MOYYTTS 1 po3BepTaro ii 10
nBepeil. «S 1 Tak NpoSBIAI0 MUJIICTh, — Kaxy g. — 51 Mir Ou Haka3atu iM TATTH
HI0T0 BOJIOKOM).

Toni s 6epy B Pomana nutai i BUBOUKY 11 Ha XOJIOI.



Chapter Seventeen
The Assassin

| thought they were never going to open the stupid door.
When | heard that asshole argue with Jory, | thought for sure he was
going to stand guard in the snow, leaving me locked in here all
night. | broke the seat support an hour ago, and at first | was worried
they’d hear it and drag me out. But the wind and the snow must
provide for good insulation, because no one stopped the carriage to
investigate. | thought about trying to slip out while we were moving,
but the king was right about one thing: | have no boots, no cloak,
nothing. Just the few woolen blankets they left me with. If these
Incendrian soldiers didn’t kill me, the weather would’ve taken care
of it.

So | hid deep in the corner of the carriage, tucking myself
against the velvet seams. And then I waited.

When the door opens, I spare one second to enjoy the king’s
surprise when he realizes I'm “missing,” and then I explode through
the opening. I’ve got the steel links of my shackles wrapped around
the knuckles of one hand, and he snaps back when I hit him. It gives
me enough distance to land a solid kick to his sternum, and that
clears the doorway. My branded shoulder is screaming at me, but |
grit my teeth and try to ignore it. That soldier Garrett is swearing,
already reaching for weapons, but I'm too quick. I grab hold of his
armor, leap onto his shoulders, and get that chain around his neck.

Just as the king summons a handful of fire.

| freeze, tightening my grip, my knees pressing into the
soldier’s armor. We’re all breathing hard, breath fogging in the
night air. Well, Garrett’s not doing so well with that. Not with the
tension | have on this chain.

“Asher,” says the king. “Let him go.”

“So you can melt this chain through my arm?” I saw the way
he made Jory drop the dagger. | have no doubt he could do it to this
chain, too—if I didn’t have it wrapped around his soldier’s throat.
“No, thank you. You already tricked me once.”
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Po3aia ciMuagusaTui
BouBns

S Bxe rajgas, BOHM JIOBIKY HE BIAYMHATH 111 KJIATI 1Bepi. Komu s mouys,
SK TOHM MPHUIYpOK criepevaeTses 3 Jxopi, To OyB MeBeH, IO BiH CTOSATHME Ha
BapTi B CHIT'y, KHHYBIIM MEHE TYT 3aMKHCHHM Ha IIUTy Hi4. f 37amaB omnopy
JIABKU MIE TOJUHY TOMY, 1 CIIEpIITY XBHJIFOBABCS, 110 BOHU MTOYYIOTh 1 BUTSATHYTh
MeHe 3BiATH. AJle BiTep 1 CHIT, MaOyTh, 10Ope TIyIIaTh 3BYKH, 00 HIXTO HE
3YMHUHUB Kapery, mo0 nepeBiput. S nymaB Oyno crpoOyBaTH BHUCIM3HYTH,
JIOKH MU pyXaJlucs, aje KOpojib MaB pallilo B OJHOMY: Y MEHE Hi UepPEBUKIB, Hi
TuTamia, Hi9oriciHpKo. JIumie Kilbka BOBHSAHUX KOBAP, SIKi BOHHM MEHI JIMIIHIIH.
Skimo 11i iHCeHIapChKi BOSKH MEHE HE BO'TOTh, MEHE JJOKOHAE IOTr0/1a.

Tox s cxoBaBcS B HAWINIMOMIOMY KYTKY KapeTd, BTHCHYBIIHUCH B
OKCaMHUTOBY 000MBKY. | uekas.

Komm nBepi BiTUMHSIIOTBCS, S Jal0 Cco0l OOHY CEKyHIy, W00
HACOJIOAMTHUCS 3/MBYBaHHAM KOpOJIS, KOJIM BiH 30arHe, 1o s «3HUK», a TOAI
BUOYXOM BHJIITar0 3BiATH. S 0OMOTAaB CTaNeBi JaHKHM Kai1aHiB HABKOJIO KyJIaKa,
1 BiH BificaxyeTbcs, Konu s ioro 0'to. Lle mae MeHi qocTaTHRO BiACTaHi, 1100
no0psiue BraTUTH HOT0 HOTOIO B IPY/AMHY, 1 11€ pO3UYHIIae MEHI IIIsX. TaBpoBaHe
iedye po3pUBAETHCA BiJl 000, aie s 3UIMJI0I0 3yOu i HaMmararocs He 3BaXKaTH.
Toit Bosika, ["appeT, yxe naeThbcsi, Xanarouuch 3a 30poro, aje s CIpUTHIMUNR. S
Xararocs 3a iioro 061a1yHoK, 3acTpuOyro oMy Ha Ijiedi i 3aKu1ak0 TOM JIaHIor
JIOMY Ha LIUIO.

Came B Ty MUTb, SIK KOPOJIb BUKJIMKA€E KMEHIO BOTHIO.

$1 3aBMUpAat0, MOCHITIOIOYH XBATKY; MOi KOJIiHA BIUPAIOTHCS B 00JIaTyHOK
coiymata. Mu Bcl BaKKO AMXAEMO, 1 Mapa KIyOOUYMThCS B HIYHOMY MOBITPI.
[[lonpaBaa, ['appety 3 uum He ayxe. He 3 TUM, SIK s1 HATATHYB LI€H JIAHITIOT.

— Amepe, — kaxe Kopoiib. — Binmyctu ioro.

— [I1o6 Tv po3miuaBuB LeH JaHIIOT IPSIMO Kpi3b MO0 pyKy? — 51 Gauus,
K BiH 3MycuB JIKOpi BUNYCTHUTH KuHIkail. He Maio CyMmHIBIB, BIH MOXe
3po0UTH Te caMe 1 3 I[UM JIAaHIIOrOM — SKOM s He oO0MOTaB HOro HaBKOJIO
TOpJISIHKY Horo Bosiku. — Hi, asikyro. Tu MeHe Bxke pa3 o0aypHB.



“I didn’t trick you, I was making sure a man who attacked
me didn’t have the opportunity to do it again.”

Garrett is wrenching at the chain, but | dig in with my
fingertips, using my knees to grip tight to his back. He’s even bigger
than the king, and every muscle in my body is reminding me that
I’ve been hit a dozen times today —and I haven’t eaten anything
since that cookie I shared with Jory. Spots keep flaring in my vision,
and | redouble my grip.

Then Garrett tries a different tactic. He whirls to slam me
into the carriage. The hard wall collides with my shoulder, and I cry
out, my suddenly slick fingers losing a few links. | scramble to
regain purchase, to pull the chain taut again. But now Garrett has a
grip on it, and he dives forward into a roll. I see it coming and let
go, trying to spring free so he doesn’t drive me into the ground.

Unfortunately, he’s too strong, and this time /’m the one who
can’t break loose. I barely have time to tuck my head before he pulls
me into an awkward somersault. My shoulders slam into the
ground—and then he lands right on top of me. | take his full weight:
armor, weapons, and all. It knocks the breath right out of my chest.
Those spots in my eyes turn to flaring stars.

Well, this went poorly.

I’ve lost track of the chain. I’ve lost track of how to breathe.
I barely realize when he rolls off of me, because I'm so focused on
forcing air back into my lungs, and I feel like I’ve swallowed my
tongue. | definitely taste blood in my mouth. Before | know which
way is up, I’m dragged onto my knees in the snow, and the horizon
spins. I don’t know what’s worse: the frigid snow against my bare
feet, the fact that the king still has a ball of fire ready to incinerate
me, or the soldier who’s found a blade and now has it against my
throat.

“Garrett, hold.”

The king’s voice slices through my awareness, and his
soldier goes still. Garrett’s eyes are dark and furious, though. His
own throat is scraped raw from where I got him with the chain. He’s
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— 51 He nypuB Tebe, s ymime n10aB NMpo Te, MO0 JIOANHA, KA HA MEHE
Haraya, He MaJia HaroJu 3poOuTH 1ie 3HOBY.

["apper pBe JIaHLIOT, aji¢ s BIUBAIOCS B HBOTO MAJBIIMHU, CTUCKAIOUN
fioro cnuHy KosiHaMu. BiH HaBiTH OUIBIINI 32 KOPOJIS, 1 KOKEH M'SI3 Y MOEMY
TiJIl HAraaye, o0 MEHE ChOTOIHI OUJTH 3 JACCATOK pa3iB, — 1 s HIYOTO HE 1B, OKPIM
TOTO TeYMBa, sike po3ainuB i3 [Lxopi. Ilepen ounma crnanaxyrooTh UATKH, 1 1 3
ITOJIBOEHOKO CHJIOKO CTHCKAKO XBaTKY.

Toni INapper npoOye iHIy TakTUKY. BiH po3BepTaeThes, 00 BraTutu
MeHe 00 kapery. TBepaa CTiHKa BpI3a€ThCS B MOE IUICUE, 1 S CKPUKYIO; MOI
panToM CIHITHUII Majblll BUIYCKAIOTh KiNbKa JaHOK. S| XamiMBO Hamararocs
MEePEXONUTH JIAHIIOT, 100 HATATHYTH WOro 3HOBY. Ase Tterep ['apper cam
BYCIIHMBCS B JIAHIIOT 1 KAJA€ETHCS Brepen y nepekun. S 6auy 1e i Bigmyckaro,
HaMaral4uch BiACTpHOHYTH, 100 BiH HE BIIEYaTaB MEHE B 3eMJIIO.

Ha »aub, BiH 3aHa/ITO CHIIbHUI, 1 IIBOTO pa3y BXKE 51 HE MOXKY BUPBATHCS.
51 nenBe BCTUTAIO BTSTHYTH T'OJIOBY, SIK BiH 3aTSTy€e MEHE B HE3rpaOHUH KyIbOiT.
Moi eyl BaapsiroThest 00 3eMITIO — @ TOJII BiH MPU3EMIISIETHCS IIPOCTO HA MEHE.
S npuiitmaro Ha cebe BCro Horo Bary: o0jaayHKH, 30poro 1 Bce pemTy. Y MEHe
nepexoruoe moaux. L{aTku nepen ounMa cranaxyroTh 3ipKamH.

Taxk, e Oyno KerncoKo.

A Brpartus nanior. S 3a0yB, sk Auxatu. S jgenBe yCBiAOMIIIO0, KOJIM BiH
NEPEKOUYETHCS 3 MEHE, 00 TaK 30CepePKEHHUI Ha TOMY, 11100 BAMXHYTH MOBITPS
Ha3aJ y JIETeHl, 1 MEHI 3/1a€ThCs, HIOM 5 MPOKOBTHYB f3MKa. Y POTI TOYHO
BITUyBa€ThCS CMaK KpoBi. He BcTuraro s OTIMUTHUCSH, 5K MEHE BXKe BOJIOYATh Ha
KOJIIHA B CHITY, 1 00piii muiBe. He 3Hato, 1110 ripiie: KpuKaHui CHIT mijg 60cuMu
HOTaMH, Te€, 1110 KOPOJIb A0CI TPUMA€ BOTHSHY KYJIIO, TOTOBUM MEHE CIOMNENIUTH,
YU TOU BOSIKA, 1110 3HAWUIIIOB JIE30 1 TETIep TPUMAE HOTOo 01711 MOET TOPJISTHKH.

— T'appere, criii.

l'omoc xopomst mpopi3aeThCsi Kpi3h MOIO CBIIOMICTB, 1 MOTO BOSIKa
3aBMupac. Ase oui B ['appera TemHi it mori. Moro BracHa mus 31epTra 10 Kposi
TaM, JIe S JICTaB WOTO JIaHIIOTOM. BiH CTOITH Hallli MHOIO, BUTBHOIO PYKOIO



standing over me, his free hand clutching the neckline of my shirt,
holding me still. Breath clouds between us, equally rapid. He wants
to finish what | started. | can see it in his face.

But he obeys the king’s order. He draws back an inch, but
his gaze is locked on mine, his focus on the dagger. So | wrap the
chain in one fist and use both hands to punch him in the crotch.
Well—I1 try. The king grabs hold of me before I can make impact.
He shoves me hard, the movement forceful enough to make me fall
back in the snow.

Garrett glares down at me. “Please, Ky,” he says. “Let me
break something.”

“Not yet.” The king reaches for my tunic, and I try to
scramble back, but my body won’t respond quickly enough. When
I swing for him with the chain, he grabs hold and pulls me upright.
It wrenches at my shoulder and makes me gasp.

| wait for the chain to sear into my skin, but it doesn’t.
Instead, he glares down at me. “You had my sympathy for about
five minutes,” he says, that velvet accent clipped. “Now you’re just
being a pain in the ass.”

I don’t know what to say to that, and he uses the grip on the
chain to jerk me closer. I'm still on my knees, so it puts me on eye
level with his belt. Then he reaches for the buckle.

My eyes widen—then narrow. “I know you bought me from
Dane, but I’m a little surprised you want my teeth anywhere near
your—”

“I didn’t buy you.” Instead of unfastening the buckle, he
unfastens the pouch beside it, and now he just sounds aggravated.
“Bleeding skies, Asher.”

He withdraws a small key and unlocks the cuff on my left
wrist. | should probably take the opportunity to punch him, but I’'m
so startled by this that I don’t move. Especially when he clicks it
onto his own.

After years with the slavers, and then years in the Hunter’s
Guild, it takes a lot to shock me. This does it. | thought he was going
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BYCTIHBIIHNCH Y KOMIP MO€T COPOUYKH, 3HEPYXOMITIOI0UN MeHe. [lomik HaMu Tak
caMo HIBHJKO KIIyOOuMThCS Hapa. BiH xoue moBepmuTé T, 1m0 g modvas. Lle
HaMMCcaHo B HHOTO HA O0INYYI.

AJie BiH KOpUTHCS HaKa3zy KopoJis. BiH BificyBaeTbes Ha 10iM, aie Horo
TIOTJISLI IPUKYTUHM JI0 MOTO, YCSl yBara — Ha KMHpKai. Tox s 0OMOTYIO JIaHITIOT
HABKOJIO KyJaka i oboma pykamu 0'to #oro B max. IlpuHaiimMHi, S HamMararocs.
Koposp xanmae mMeHe paniimie, HiK s BCTHTal BJIYYUTH. BiH J1ae MeHI Takoro
CTyCaHa, 110 s 3aBAJTIOIOCS Ha3a]l y CHIr.

I"apper 3upkae Ha MeHe 3ropu BHU3. — bynab macka, Kato, — kaxe BiH. —
J103BOJIb MEHI 1IOCH HOMY 3J1aMaTH.

— IIe ni. — Kopomas TATHETHCS 10 MOET TYHIKH, S HAMArarocs BiJIOB3TH,
ajyie TUIO HE CIyXaeThCs NOCTaTHBO MIBUAKO. Konu s 3amaxyrocss Ha HBOTO
JAHIIOTOM, BiH MEPEXOIUTIOE HOTO 1 CMUKae MeHe Bropy. Big 11poro Moe miede
MIPOHU3YE O1TIb, 1 5 3aAUXAIOCS.

S gekaro, mo JaHIIOr oOIeYe MeHi MIKipy, alie IbOr0 HE CTAETHCS.
HartomicTh BiH CyBOpPO AMBUTHCS Ha MEHE. — MOro CIiBUYTTS BUCTAYHIIO JIECh
Ha I'ATh XBUJIMH, — Ka)e BiH, HOT0 OKCAMHTOBHI aKLEHT CTa€ yPHUBYACTHM. —
Tenep Tu npocto ckabka B Iyti.

51 He 3Ha0, IO Ha II€ BIANOBICTH, a BIH BUKOPUCTOBYE XBAaTKy Ha
JAHIT031, 1100 CMUKHYTH MeHe O6nmxk4e. S 1oci Ha KomiHax, 1 Terep Moi 04i Sikpas
Ha piBHI Horo nosica. To/l BiH TATHETHCS A0 MPSKKH.

Moi 04i po3MIMPIOIOTHECS — a TOAL 3BYKYIOTbCA. — S 3HaI0, TH KYIIUB MEHE
B [leiiHa, ane s TpoXu 3AMBOBAHUH, IO TH XOYell, a0u Moi 3yOu Oynu nech Ouist
TBOTO...

— 1 He kynyBaB Tebe. — 3aMICTh TOr0, 1100 PO3CTEOHYTH MPSIKKY, BIH
BiJCTIOA€ raMaHI MOpydY i3 HEW, 1 Temep y HWOro rojioci 3BY4YHTb came
po3nparyBanHs. — Kisari Hebeca, Amepe.

Bin nicTae mManeHbKHH KJIIOY 1 BiIMMKAa€ HapyYHHK Ha MOEMY JIiBOMY
3am'sicti. MeHi, MaOyTh, BapTO OyJI0 6 CKOpUCTATUCS HArO0k0 1 BAAPUTH HOTO,
aJie s TaKuil IPUTOJIOMILIEHHH, 110 He Bopyurycsi. OcoOIuBO, KOJIM BiH 3aMHUKa€e
HWOTO Ha c80EM) 3aIT'ACTI.

[Ticnst pokiB y pabOTOpProBuiB, a HOTIM pokiB y I'iabaii MuciauBuiB, MeHe
Ba)XKO YMMOCH IIOKYBATH, aJie HOMY IIe BIayocs. Sl JymaB, BiH CIIOTIETUTh MEHE



to burn me into a pile of soot. Not . . . whatever this is. My eyes
shoot from his face to the steel band tethering me to him.

It shocks Garrett, too, especially when the king tosses the
key in his direction. I think the soldier’s eyes are as wide as mine.

“I’ve been more than fair,” the king says. His voice is low
and resolute and leaves no room for argument. “I’ll remind you that
I have a limit. Get up. Walk.”

More than fair, my ass. I’'m not one of his soldiers, and he
can go right to the pit of hell. I set my jaw, sit back on my heels,
and don’t move. “Get up,” he says again.

The snow is making my feet go numb, but I glare up at him.
“Fuck you.”

Maddox Kyronan takes a step closer, until his boots are right
at my knees. “Asher. Get up.”

“I said, fuck you.” The words sound juvenile and petulant,
and I don’t care. “Make me.”

His expression doesn’t flicker, and his tone doesn’t change.
“Do you want me to make you?”

Somehow the question makes my mouth go dry, and I’'m not
entirely sure why. But the words are spoken with low intensity, and
my heart suddenly beats hard. Maybe it’s the way his voice isn’t
tight with anger, just quiet conviction. Maybe it’s the focus of his
gaze or the fact that I’'m on my knees at his feet. Maybe it’s because
this doesn’t feel like a threat, it feels like a choice.

As | stare up at him, | realize that we were in almost this
exact position hours ago, except our roles were reversed. | had a
dagger in my hand, a blade at his throat. He didn’t yield. Something
tells me he won’t yield in this instant either.

Do you want me to make you?

He could. I know he could. Either through magic or force or
even if he just dragged me by the chain. But seconds tick by as he
waits for my decision, as if his patience is eternal. As if he genuinely
wants me to weigh the simple choice between him breaking all my
bones or me getting up as he commanded. I don’t know if that
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Ha KyIKy caxi. A He... ome Bce. Miii morsia nepebdirae 3 Woro ooanyds Ha
cTajeBHii 00pyY, 110 MPUKYBAaB MEHE 10 HHOTO.

Ile mokye i1 ['appera, 0cOOIMBO KOJIM KOPOJIb KHJIA€ KIIIOY Yy HOro Oik.
3naeTbes, 04l y BOSIKM Taki 5K IIMPOKI, K 1 B MEHE.

— 51 6yB Ginbll HiX YeCHHI, — Kaxe KOpoJb. MIOro ronoc HHU3bKHIL,
pilyunii i He MPUIYCKAaE KOTHUX 3amepedyeHb. — Haragaro To0i, 0 B MEHE €
mexa. Beraaii. Iou.

UYecHuid, aigpKa aucoro. S He ouH 13 HOro BOSIKIB, 1 BIH MOYKE€ KOTUTHUCS
70 nigpka. S 3LIMIIIor0 IIeNeny, Cijaro Ha M'STH 1 He pyxatocsa. — BceraBail, —
MTOBTOPIOE BiH.

Bix cHiry B MeHe Bxe TepPIIHYTh CTYIIHI, ajie s JIF0TO JUBIIOCS Ha HHOTO
3HH3Y Bropy. — [1ilmoB Tw.

Mennoke Kaiiponan poOuTh Kpok OnMk4Ye, a’k MOKH HOTro 4oOOTH HE
OIMHSFOTHCS 0111 MOiX KOJIiH. — Amepe. Berasait.

— $1 ckazas, mimoB Tu. — CioBa 3By4aTh MO-AUTAYOMY 1 BEpEIMBO, Ta
MeHi Oaiimyxe. — 3Mych MeHe.

Horo Bupa3 061M4Ys He 3APUTraeThCs, i TOH He 3MiHIOEThCS. — TH Xouer,
100 51 Tebe 3MycuB?

YoMych Bil I[bOTO MUTAaHHS B MEHE MEPECHUXAa€ B POTi, 1 s HE 30BCIM
po3ymito, yomy. AJie ClIoBa CKa3aHi 3 TUXOIO HAlpyrorw, 1 MOE ceplie parnToMm
MOYMHA€E KajaTaTu. Moxke, TOMy, 10 B HOro rojioci HeMae THIBY, JIMIIE THXa
nepekoHaHicTb. Moje, uepes Te, SIK MUJIbHO BIH IUBUTHCA, a00 Yepe3 Te, 110 s
CTOIO HaBKOJIIIKax Oifist iforo Hir. Mosxke, TOMYy, 1110 1€ He CX0XEe Ha MOrpo3y, I11e
CXOJKe Ha BUOIp.

S AuBIIOCS HA HBOTO 3HU3Y BrOpy 1 PO3yMilo, 1110 MU OyJIn Maiike B Takiii
camiil 1o31 KiJibKa TOIMH TOMY, TUIBKH poJii OyJin MpOTHIIEKHI. Y MEHE B pylii
OyB KuHKa, J1e30 Ous Horo ropna. Bin He moctynuscs. ll{ock MeHi migkasye,
10 BiH HE TIOCTYNUTHCSA 1 IIET MUTI.

Tu xouew, wob s mebde 3mycus?

Bin mir 6u. S 3naro, mo mir 6u. AGo dapamu, abo cuior, abo HaBITh
AKOU MPOCTO MOBOJIK MEHE 3a JIAHLIOT. AJle CEeKYyHIH CIUIMBAIOTh, IMOKU BiH
YeKae Ha MOE€ pillleHHs, Hi0u Horo Teprens BiuHuit. Hibu BiH mmpo xoue, moo s
3BaXUB Led mpoctuil BuOIp: abo BiH mepenamae MeHI BCl KICTKH, abo s
migBeaycs, sk BiH Haka3aB. He 3Hato, un poOuTh 1ie HOro CTpamHIIIMM, Y1



makes him more terrifying or less. Either way, I’m off-balance. |
don’t want to choose wrong.

He hasn’t moved, and those fierce eyes haven’t left mine.
Before I realize it, I’m shaking my head.

“Good,” he says, his voice unchanged. “Get up.” This time,
the command sparks something inside me, and | scramble onto my
feet so roughly I nearly stumble into Garrett. The movement jars my
shoulder, and I clutch my wrist to my belly, my breath coming in
short bursts. A sudden sweat slicks my back, some combination of
pain and humiliation—and maybe a little bit of something else
entirely.

He made me vyield without lifting a finger. Without even
raising his voice.

The king is watching me, as if anticipating my rage. “Don’t
fuck with me, Asher.” He nods toward the tavern. “Walk.”

| hate him. | hate everything.

But I walk.

Chapter Twenty-Two
The Princess

We set off before dawn, and this time, everyone is on
horseback. Ky gave his footmen a supply of silver, along with
orders to leave the carriages and make their way back to Incendar
separately. At first [ don’t understand, but he explains that he won’t
put civilians at risk. Not when it’s clear that someone has been sent
after us.

Armed with this knowledge, | made the same offer to
Charlotte, and she hesitated—then shook her head. “Prince Dane
was correct. You should not be without a chaperone.”

| remembered how shocked she looked when Dane ordered
her to join me. “Truly,” I said gently. “Dane should not have forced

17

HaBIaku. Y OyAb-sIKOMY pasi, s 30UTHI 3 TaHTENIUKY. Sl He X0uy MOMUJIUTUCS Y
BHOOPI.

Bin He BopyXHYBCs, 1 111 JIFOTI 041 HE BigpuBayics Bif Moix. [lepur Hixk s
11€ YCB1JIOMITIOIO, S BKE XUTAIO TOJIOBOIO.

— JloOpe, — Kake BiH THM CaMHM T0J10coM. — BcTaBaid.

[lporo pa3y Haka3 HIOCH 3alajlo€ BCEPEOUHI MEHe, 1 S TaK PBYYKO
MIIXOIUTIOIOCS Ha HOTH, IO JIeJh He HaTukatocs Ha ['appera. Pyx BignaeTtncs
0oJieM y TuIedl, 1 sl IPUTUCKATO 3aIT' ICTS 10 KUBOTA, ypUBUYACTO Auxatodyn. CiuHy
panToM BKPHUBAE MIT — AKACh CyMiIll 0OJII0 Ta IPUHMKEHHS, @ MOXKe, i I11e 40roch
30BCIM IHIIIOTO.

BiH 3MycHB MeHE MMOCTYNHUTHUCS, HE BOPYXHYBIIHU i nayibleM. HaBiTe He
T1IBUIIUBIIN TOJIOCY.

Kopons crocrepirae 3a MHOIO, HIOM dYekarounm Ha Mid rHiB. — He
BUIpoOyii MeHe, Amepe. — Bin kuBae B 6ik TaBepHU. — [nu.

S1 HenaBHKY Horo. Sl HEeHaBUIKY BCe.

Ane s iny.

Po3ain gBaauars apyrui
IIpunueca
Mu BupymmIz 1me 0 CBITaHKY, 1 Hboro pasy Bci Oynu Bepxu. Kaii naB
CBOIM HIXOTHHIISIM 3arac cpibia, HaKa3aBIIM IM KUHYTU KapeTu i MoBepTaTUCs
1o Incennapa okpemo. Criepiry s He po3yMmito, aje BiH MOSCHIOE, 0 HE X04e
HapakaTu NHUBUTBHUX Ha pU3WK. He Toi, KoM 04eBUIHO, IO 32 HAMH KOTOCh
IIOCJIAJIH.

O30poiBIIUCH UM 3HAHHSM, s 3arporioHyBana e came [llapnoTTi, i BoHa
3aBarajiacs, a ToAl moxurajua rojoBoro. — [Ipunir [eitn maB pariro. Bam He crifg
Oyt 6e3 KOMITaHBHOHKH.

S npuranana, SKOK MIOKOBAHOK BOHA BUTIIsIAANIA, KoJv JIefH Haka3aB ii
npuenHaTucs a0 Mexe. — [llupo kaxxyuu, — M'siko ckazana s, — Jleifn y3arani He



you to come at all.” I remembered the way my ladies were so
terrified of Maddox Kyronan and what his visit could mean.

I shifted closer to her and dropped my voice. “I know you
were afraid of the king and his soldiers.”

“Prince Dane did not force me.” The strength in her voice
reminded me of the way she always stood strong in front of my
brother, despite the other ladies, who would cringe. “And the
king and his men have been . . . respectful.”

As she said the word, she glanced at the captain, who was
fastening a buckle on his horse’s bridle. When he noticed her
attention, he gave her a nod and a smile.

Charlotte lifted her chin, and her eyes shifted back to me
quickly, but I couldn’t help but notice the sudden spot of pink on
her cheeks. Before | could say anything, she gave a definitive nod.
“I said I would remain by your side,” she says. “If you are to ride, |
will ride.”

So now we’re all mounted, bundled up in borrowed gear. Ky
didn’t want anyone to be able to discern our identities from a
distance, and it makes me think of the way he wears the same
scarred armor as his men. Charlotte and | had trousers in our trunks,
but nothing appropriate for twelve hours riding in the snow. Instead,
we’re all outfitted in Incendrian leather and fur, right down to the
breastplate that Ky helped buckle to my chest. These fur-lined
trousers are too long, so one of his soldiers helped me tuck them flat
inside my boots, showing me how to double wrap the laces so
nothing would move. Even Asher has leather and buckles shaping
his frame, making him take up more space than I’'m used to.

There’s no trace of Astranza left on any of us—and | worry
that’s an omen.

When | asked Ky if he intended to go back to Perriden, I
wasn’t entirely sure what answer I was hoping for. I still don’t
believe my brother would try to kill Maddox Kyronan—and after
everything that’s happened, it’s obvious Ky isn’t trying to kill me.
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MaB 3MYIIyBaTH Bac ixatu. S mpuranana, sk Moi jaMu rxaxamucs Memnokca
Kaiiponana i1 Toro, 1o Mir 03Ha4aT HOTO Bi3HT.

S mpucyHynacs 10 Hei OJIMKYe 1 CTUIINIIA TOIOC: — Sl 3HAI0, BH OOSITHCS
KOpPOJISl Ta HOTO COJIJIATIB.

— IIpunn [deiin He 3MynryBaB MeHe. — Milib y ii Toj10ci Haragaia MeHi, sk
BOHA 3aBX/IM TpUMaiacs CTIHKO mepea MoiM OpaTtoMm, Ha BiIMIHY BiJI IHIIUX J1aMm,
SIK1 O TaBHO 3IITYJIUIUCS. — A KOPOJIb 1 HOTO JIFO/IA OYJIH... IIaHOOJIHBI.

Kaxyuu 11e c10B0, BOHA KMHYJIa IIOTJIsA]] Ha KaIiTaHa, IKUi came 3acTi0aB
NPsDKKY Ha By3aeulli cBoro KoHs. Konu BiH moMiTuB ii yBary, To KHBHYB iH i
BCMIXHYBCSI.

[apioTTa WigHsIA MAOOPiAIs, 1 11 MOTJSA IIBHIKO IOBEPHYBCS IO
MEHe, aje s He MOIJla He MIOMITUTH PaIlTOBY pPOKEBY IJIAMY Ha ii mokax. Ilepiu
HIX sl BCTUTJIA IIOCh CKa3aTH, BOHA pillydye KUBHYJA. — S ckasalia, o 3aIuirycs
Mopyd 13 BamMu. SIKII0 BU IXaTUMETE BEPXH, s TEXK IXaTUMYy.

Tox Tenep MU BCl BepXu, 3aKyTaHi B IO3UYeHe criopsukeHHs. Kail He
XOTiB, 0O XTOCh MIr yIi3HATH HAC 3JIAJIEKY, 1 IIe HaraJaye MeHi Ipo Te, K BiH
HOCHUTB TaKi K MOLIpaMOBaH1 00JIAAYHKH, SIK 1 Horo moau. Y Hac i3 HlapaorToro
B CKpPHHSAX OyJIH IITaHH, aje HiY0TO NMPUIATHOTO JJIs TBAHAIIATUTOIMHHOI 13711
BEpXU B CHIr'y. HaroMicTh MM Bci OJIITHEHI B 1IHCEHIAPChKY LIKIPY Ta XyTPO, aX
1o kipacu, sy Kail nonomir meni 3acteOHyTH Ha rpyasx. Ll miaOuti xyrpom
IITaHU 33/I0BT1, TOX OAMH 13 1OT0 BOSIKIB JOMOMIT MEH1 aKypaTHO 3aMpaBUTH X
y 4000TH, [TOKa3aBIlIH, K B4l 0OMOTAaTH IIHYPKH, 11100 HIYOr0 HE 3CyBaJIOCs.
HaBiTh Ha Amepi Temep wIKipa W MNpsDKKMU, IO poOisATh Horo ¢irypy
MAaCHBHIIIIOIO, HIXK 51 3BHKJIa OAYHTH.

Bin ActpaH3u Hi Ha KOMY 3 Hac He JIMIIMIOCS U ¢y — 1 8 0orocs, 10
L€ JIUXUH 3HaK.

Komnu s cnurana Kas, un 30upaetbes BiH moBepHyTHCs 10 [leppinena, s
He OyJa neBHa, Ha Ky BIANOBIAb crofiBatocs. S 10ci He Bipro, 110 Miii Opat mir
Hamaratucs BOutm Mennokca Kaitponana, — a miciasi BCbOTO, IO CTaIOCH,
oueBuaHO, mo Kaii He HamaraeTbcs BOUTH MeHe. A€ SICHO, IO XTOCh



But it’s clear that someone is trying to kill both of us, and continuing
on this journey will keep us in danger.

The king and his men must think so, too, because we don’t
ride as a group. Instead, his soldiers have worked out a complex
formation where two men always ride alongside the king, one rides
well ahead to play lookout, and two ride behind to watch for any
followers. They change often, horses galloping point to point when
they swap. Their movements are seamless and well-executed, and |
can’t even tell what signals the change. I realize I'm seeing why
Incendar might be the smallest country on the continent but
Draegonis hasn’t been able to breach their borders.

The cold pierces every spot of bare skin it can find, and the
chill in the air makes my lips ache. When a particularly cold blast
of wind whips among us, one of the soldiers mutters a comment that
King Theodore’s weather magic doesn’t seem very useful if it can’t
grant us easier passage. I think it’s Callum, but I’ve begun to lose
track of who’s who when they’re bundled up so tightly.

Ky snaps at him to be silent, but I'm glad I heard it. It’s a
thought that hasn’t occurred to me, and it sets a wedge in my
thoughts. Why wouldn 't my father lessen the cold and snow to make
it simpler for me to get to Incendar? Does he not care? Or is this a
sign of his waning health?

Or could it be the opposite? When | saw him on the throne
yesterday, he seemed weak, his skin pale. Is he trying to prove that
he’s still healthy and strong? A show of force so Incendar knows
Astranza isn’t powerless?

There’s certainly no one to ask. I can’t mention his status to
Charlotte, and it would be impossible to have a quiet conversation
with Asher—if he’s even willing to talk to me.

He suffered. For so long. And he never said a word.

Regret gnaws at my gut. | think about that woman on the
mat, and [ wonder if she’s treated the same way.

I couldn’t help her either. Not really.
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HaMara€eThCs BOUTH HAacC 000X, 1 MPOJIOBKEHHS ITI€T MMOOPOXKi HapakaTUMe Hac
Ha HeOe3MeKy.

Kopoup Ta #oro nmoau, MabyTh, TEX Tak AyMarTb, 00 MU HE inemMo
ryprom. HaTtoMicTh HOro BOSIKM BUIIMKYBAJIUCS B CKJIAJHHHA CTpid, A€ JBOE
3aBXKAM idyTh MOpPYY 13 KOPOJIEM, OJMH BHPHUBAETHCS JAJNEKO BIepen, 1100
NWIBHYBATH, a JIBOE 1IyTh M03ady, 00 CTEKUTH 3a MepeciigyBauaMu. Bonu
4acTO 3MIHIOIOTHCS, KOHI MYaTh TajloloM BiJl TOYKH A0 TOYKH, KOJIM BOHHU
MiHSIIOTbCS MiclsMu. IXHi pyxu Ge3moraHHi i 4y0BO BUBipeHi, i S HaBiTh He
MO’KY PO3PI3HHUTH, LI0 caMe CIYrye CUTHAJIOM JI0 3MiHM. S yCBiAOMIIIOO, L0
O6auy, yomy IHCeHmap, X0o4 i € HANMEHIIOK KpaiHOK Ha KOHTHWHEHTI, aie
JlperoHic g0ci He 3MIT MPOpPBaTH 1i KOPJAOHHU.

X0J10]1 MPOHU3YE KOXKHY KJIANITHK T'OJI01 IIKIPH, SIKUH MOYKE 3HANUTH, a Bij
MOpO3y B MOBITpi HUIOTH T'yon. Komum 0cobmuBO XONOAHHMI MOpUB BITPY
MPOHOCUTHCS MK HAMH, OJIMH 13 COJIIATIB OypMoUe 10Ch PO T€, IO TMOT0/IHI
yapu kopoist Teoropa He HaJITO KOPUCHI, SKIO HE MOXYTb 3a0€3[1eUUTH HaM
Jermui nuisx. 3maeTbes, e Kamrym, ane s Bke movasna IUTyTaTH, XTO € XTO,
KOJIM BOHH TaK IIUIFHO 3aKyTaHi.

Kaii rapkae Ha HpOTO, 11100 TOM 3aMOBK, aJjie s paja, o nouyna ue. Ls
171es HIKOJIM He TPUXO/IUIIa MEH1 B TOJIOBY, 1 BOHA SIK IIBSIX BCTPOMIISIETHCS B MOi
OyMkH.. Homy 6 Moemy 06aTbKOBI HE MOCIAOMTU XOJO[ 1 CHIT, 00 MeH1 Oyso
npocrime micratucs Incenmapa? Momy Gaiimyxe? Um ue o3HaKa Horo
3racaryvoro 3J10poB's?

Abo0 x yce HaBnaku? Konu 51 6aunia Horo Ha TpOHI BYOPA, BiH 31aBaBCs
cnabkuM Ta OmiaguM. Moxke, BIH HaMaraerbcs JOBECTH, IO JOCI 3I0pPOBUH 1
cunpHU? JleMoHcTpauis cuiy, mo0 [Hcennap 3HaB, mo ActpaH3a He 6e3cuiia?

[Tutatu, 3BicHO, HEMae B KOro. Sl He MOy 3rajyBaTH Ipo HOro CTaH y
po3moBi 3 [llapioTTor0, a THXO TOTOBOPUTH 3 AIIEPOM HEMOXKIIUBO — SIKIIO BiH
y3araii 3axo4e 31 MHOIO TOBOPHUTH.

Bin crpaxnas. Tak noBro. I He cka3aB aHi clioBa.

XKanp rpuze MeHe 3cepequHU. S Aymaro mpo Ty KiHKY Ha MaTi, 1 MeHi
IIKaBO, YX ITOBOJATHCS 3 HEIO Tak camo. SI He 3Moriia JormoMmorTH i i. He mo-
CIPaBXHbOMY.



Asher’s mood has been distant and remote, and he’s barely
glanced in my direction since we left. It’s obvious the Incendrian
soldiers still don’t fully trust him, despite the fact that he defended
their king and saved my life. He’s no longer in chains, but when
Captain Zale brought him a horse, the reins were knotted up, out of
reach, and the captain wasted no time tethering the animal to Ky’s
saddle.

| watched Asher absorb that, and he looked at the king. “You
still think ’'m going to run?”

Ky swung aboard his own horse. His voice was mild. “If you
do, it’s going to be on foot. Mount up.”

I expected belligerence, but Asher obeyed, and he’s been
placid ever since, only speaking when Roman rode alongside us for
a while, grilling him about the Hunter’s Guild, asking about their
training, their directives, their methods, their resources.

“How many of you are typically assigned to an order?”
Roman would say.

Asher’s answers were brief, his tone clipped. “One. Hunters
rarely work in pairs.”

“Never a team?” Roman pressed. “What about more
detailed assignments?”

“We didn’t have more detailed assignments.”

I’m puzzled by his sharper tone, his ongoing silence. But
after hours in the saddle, I see him flex his shoulder and grimace.

Oh. He’s in pain.

My heart gives a tug. | want to approach him, but his words
from last night are still haunting me, and he’s barely looked at me
all morning. Every time | try to catch his gaze, his eyes skip away.

I don’t want your fucking pity, Jory.

A distance has formed between us, and I’m not sure how to
close it.

| want to ask the king to slow the pace—but maybe that’s
unreasonable. The tension among the soldiers is like a silent
companion on our journey. We all heard Roman’s comment about
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Alliep MoBOIUTHCS BiICTOPOHEHO 1 BITYYXKEHO, 1 BiH JISJIBE TJIAHYB y Mii
OiK BIATO[I, SIK MU BUiXanu. BoueBuab, iIHCEHIAPCHKI BOSIKU JIOCI HE O KIiHIIS
HOMYy JOBIpSIFOTH, TIONIPH T€, IO BiH 3aXMCTUB IXHBHOTO KOPOJIS 1 BPITYBaB MO€E
XHUTTA. BiH y)Xe He B KalijaHax, ajie KOJM KamiTaH 3eis1 mpuBiB HOMy KOHS,
MoBOAM OYyJIM 3aB's3aHi BY3JIOM I103a JIOCSIKHICTIO, 1 KariTaH, HE Talo4yu 4acy,
NpuB'sA3aB TBApHUHY 10 cijuia Kas.

S Gaumina, K Auiep CIpHiHAB 1€, 1 BiH HOJUBHUBCS Ha KOpoust. — Tu goci
JyMaelll, 51 BTeuy?

Kait 3acTpuGHyB Ha cBoro koms. Moro ronoc 6ys crokiitaum. — SKio i
TakK, TO JoBeAeThbes miku. Cigaii.

51 ouikyBaja HETIOKOpH, ajie AIep MocIyxaBcs, 1 BIATOA1 BiH TOBOAUTHCS
CYMHUPHO, O3MBaIOUYHUCh JHIIE TOAl, Koau Poman mig'ixaB 10 Hac 1 mouas
JOMUTYBATH Horo mpo ['inb1it0 MuCIHBLIB, pO3MHUTYIOUH PO IXHIO MiTOTOBKY,
iXH1 AUPEKTUBHU, IXHI METOJIU, IXHI PECYPCH.

— CKUIBbKH 3 Bac 3a3BUYail MPU3HAYAIOTh HA OJJHE 3aMOBJICHHS? — ITUTAB
Poman.

Bignosini Amepa Oynmu KOpPOTKUMH, TOH — ypuBYacTUM. — OpuH.
MucnuBLi piKO MPALIOIOTh TapaMH.

— Hikonu He komanaow? — TUCHYB Poman. — A sk moao OiIbIIn
JIeTa1i30BaHUX 3aB/IaHb?

— V¥ nac He Oyn0 OLIbI 1eTali30BaHUX 3aB/IaHb.

MeHne cnaHTenuyye HOro pi3Kuil TOH, HOro mocriiHa MOBYaHKa. Ale
MICHs KUTBKOX TOJIMH y ClaJli 1 0ady, sIK BIH pO3MHUHAE Iuleye 1 KpUBUTHCA. Aaa.
Momy 601uT.

Moe cepuie ctuckaerbes. S Xody MIAIATH A0 HBOTO, ajieé HOro CJIOBa 3
MHUHYJIOT HOYi JIOCl MepeciayloTh MEHE, 1 BiH Jie[iBe JIMBHBCS Ha MEHE BECh
panok. KoxeH pas, KOJu s HaMararocsi 3JIOBUTH HWOTO TOTJISA, BIH MUMOBOJI
BiJIBEPTAE OUI.

Meni ne nompiobna meos kisma sxcanicms, /[ocopi.

Mix HamH 3’SBUJIOCH BIAYYXKEHHS, 1 51 HE 3HAI0, SIK HOT0 MMO/I0JIaTH.

Sl Xouy MOMpPOCUTH KOPOJISI CHOBUIBHUTH KPOK — ajie, MOXKJIMBO, L€
Hepo3yMHO. Hampyra mixk conjatamMu — HIOM MOBYa3HMM CYNyTHUK Yy Hallii
nonopoxi. Mu Bei yynu cinoBa Pomana mpo MOXJIMBHUX acacHHIB MOMeEpeny.



potential assassins waiting ahead. Every time we catch sight of a
town, we veer away, giving it a wide berth. [ wonder if it’s making
the ride longer than it should be.

As we get farther from Perriden, the harsh weather seems to
lessen. By the time we stop near a stream to eat and rest the horses,
I haven’t seen a snowflake in at least an hour, and the wind has
slowed as we’ve traveled south. Charlotte and I make use of a small
copse of bushes for privacy, but then she tells me that she’d like a
few extra minutes to herself. I don’t need any more explanation than
that, so I join Ky near the banks to refill my canteen. The water isn’t
iced over at all, and in some spots along the banks, the sun has
melted the snow down to the earth.

I wonder if this is an indication that we’ve reached the outer
limit of Father’s power.

I hope it’s not an indication that his power has begun to fail.

The king and | have hardly spoken since last night. After
everything Asher and I said to each other, I’ve been waiting for
tension to form between me and Ky, but . . . it hasn’t.

Beside me, Ky has pushed back the hood of his cloak, and
when he glances over, his golden-brown eyes are warm. But then |
see flecks of blood in his hair, plus a streak of dried blood along his
hairline. There are more streaks along the black leather of his armor,
too.

It’s a stark reminder of what happened, and | jerk my gaze
back to the water. Asher offered me a way out of the palace, and |
thrilled at the chance for adventure. The king called me formidable,
and | believed him.

Now that I see the faults in my kingdom, all | feel is naive
and unprepared.

I haven’t said a word, and the king looks over. “Princess?” I
have to shake myself. “You still have blood on your face.”

He pulls off a glove to swipe at the wrong side of his face,
then looks at his hand.
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KosxHoro pa3y, sk MU 6a4uMO SIKeCh MICTO, MU 3BEpTaEMO BOIK, 00 DKIKaI0UH
Horo mupokor ayror. LlikaBo, 4 HE pOOUTH 1€ HAITY MTOJIOPOXK TOBIIO0, HIkK
BOHa Maja 6 OyTH.

Yum pmami mu Bignansemocs Bin Ileppimena, Tum Oinblue, 31a€ThbCA,
nominmyeTbes noroaa. Koaum Mu 3ynuHseMocs 0151 CTpyMKa, 1100 MomoicTu i
JaTH KOHSIM CIIOYWTH, s He 0aumiia aHi CHIXKMHKHU BXK€ IIOHAWMEHIIE TOJUHY, 1
BITEp CTHUINMBCH, BIIKOAM MM pymmad Ha mniBaeHb. S 1 IllapmorTa
BUKOPHUCTOBYEMO HEBEJIMKHNA TEPENTiCOK, 00 yCaMiTHUTHCA, aje IMOTIM BOHA
Kake, 10 1l mOoTpiOHO I1e KiJIbKa XBHJIMH HAOAWHII. MeH1 He MOTpiOHI KOIH1
MOSICHCHHSI, TOX s pueanytocs no0 Kas Ours Gepera, mo0 HamoBHUTH (IsTy.
Boga aniTpoxu He BKpUTa KPHUTOlO, a B ACSIKUX MICUSX Y3JOBXK Oepera coHIE
PO3TOIUIIO CHIT XK JI0 CaMOi 3eMJIi.

[lixaBo, 4u 11e 03HAKA TOTO, [0 MM JIOCATIIN 30BHIITHBOI ME3Ki 0aTHbKOBO1
CHITH.

CrnoaiBarocsi, 11e He 03HaKa TOro, 110 Horo cuja rnoyvasna 3racaru.

Mu 3 KopoJieM Maiixke He pO3MOBIISUIHA 3 MUHYITO1 Houi. [Ticis Bchoro, mo
MU 3 ALlIEpOM CKa3aiu OJIHE OAHOMY, 5 YeKaa, 10 Mi>k MHOIO Ta KaeM BUHHKHE
Hampyra, aje... il He¢ BUHUKIIO.

[Topyu 31 MHOIO Kaii BiTKHHYB KanTyp CBOTO IUIaIa, 1 KOJIU BiH TUBUTHCS
Ha MEHe, 110ro 30J10TaBo-Kapi o4l Teml. AJie TyT s TIOMI4aro UATKH KpPOBi B HOTO
BOJIOCCI, a I1I€ CMY>KKY 3aCOXJIOI KpOBI Ha JIiHii pocTy Bosoccs. Ha yopHiii mikipi
1oro 00J1aTyHKIB TE€XK € MaThOKH.

Ile cyBope HaraayBaHHS PO T€, IO CTAIOCA, 1 5 PI3KO MEPEBOXKY OIS
Ha3ajJ Ha BOJy. Alllep 3ampolOHYBaB MEHI LUIAX 13 Majamy, 1 g 3 pajicTio
CHpUHHATIA MOXKIINBICTh TpUroau. Koposib Ha3BaB MeHe HEOe3NEeYHOo10, 1 51 HoMy
MOBipHIIa.

Tenep, konu s 6auy BaJgu CBOTO KOPOJIBCTBA, sl MOYYBAIOCS JIMILE
HAIBHOIO 1 HETOTOBOIO.

51 He MOBJTIO aHi CJIOBA, 1 KOPOJIb 03UpaeThes. — [Ipuniieco?

51 3my1IeHa OTAMUTHCA. — Y Bac yce I1e KpoB Ha 00IryYi.

Bin 3HIMae pykaBHuKy, 1100 BUTEPTHU HE TY LIOKY, a TOJl IWBUTHCS Ha
CBOIO PYKY.



“Here. Let me.” I uncap the canteen, pour a little water on
the corner of my own cloak, then reach for his face.

His eyes flare in surprise, but he holds still. I dab the damp
fabric along his skin, very aware of his closeness. His warmth,
which is so unexpected when the day has been so cold. The bruises
and rope burns along his neck are stark against his skin, first from
Asher, and then from the man who attacked him. Breath fogs
between us. | want to speak, because the silence has grown too
intense, and the bloodstains on his face are too stubborn, making
this take longer than | expected.

To my surprise, he’s the one who speaks into our silence.
“Who taught you to fight?” he says.

Warmth crawls up my cheeks, and | wish | could will it
away. “I don’t really know how to fight.”

He touches his temple, where there’s still a scrape from
where I got him with a hairpin. “Your aim would suggest otherwise.
And [ saw you throw a punch.”

That warmth turns into a flare of heat. “Well.” But then I'm
not sure what to say about that. “Dane has allowed a few sessions
with the man-at- arms. But that was more . . . desperation.”

“Your desperation serves you well.”

I don’t know what to say about that either. I dab more water
from the canteen onto the corner of my cloak, then reach for his face
again. But as | swipe at the blood, my eyes flick past him, looking
toward the tether line. Asher is standing near his horse, and he
doesn’t seem to be looking over here, but I feel the weight of his
focus all the same.

| frown.

“You seem unsettled,” Ky says.

My gaze snaps back to his. “No. I’'m fine.”

“Are you worried about the Hunters? We’ve had no sign of
anyone at our back. Admittedly, they could follow our trail in the
snow, but if they are, they’re keeping their distance.”

That’s a bit chilling. But I shake my head.
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— Ocb. [lo3BonbTe MeHi. — S BiAKpuBaro QuiAry, HaJIMBal TPOXHU BOJU Ha
PIKOK BJIACHOTO ILIAIA, & TOAI MPOCTATAI0 PYKY J0 HOro 00IuJUsl.

B #ioro ouax cmanaxye moauB, ajie BiH CTOITh HEPYXOMO. S MpoMOKYyIO
BOJIOTOI0 TKaHWHOKO HOT0 IIKipy, TOCTPO YCBIAOMIIIOIOYM HOTrO OJHM3BKICTb.
Horo TEII0, TaKe HECNOAiBaHe B TaKWH XOJOAHMHM OeHb. CHHII Ta CIAU BIX
MOTY3KHM Ha Horo mui — criepiry Big Ariepa, a MoTiM Bij 4OJIOBiKa, 110 HAaraB Ha
HBOTO, — PI3KO BUAUIIIOTHCA Ha MmKipi. [lomixk HaMu KiryOouuThCs mapa. MeHi
XOYEThCS 3arOBOPHUTH, OO THIIIA CTaJIa 3aHATO HAMIPYKEHOIO, a TUISIMU KPOBi Ha
Horo o0JMYYi BUSBWJIMCS HAATO BIIEPTUMH, 1 BCE I TPUBAE JIOBIIE, HDK S
ouiKyBasa.

Ha wmiit moauB, came BiH MOpPYIIye HAITy MOBYaHKY. — XTO HaBUMB Bac
OuTHCA? — KaXke BiH.

Temio po3nuBaeThCs MO HIOKaX, 1 s Bojiiia O ¥oro mo3Oyrucs. — 51
HaCTIpaBi HE BMilO OUTHUCS.

Bin TopkaeThCs CBOET CKPOHI, /1€ OCI JUIIUIACS TOAPSAIIMHA BiJ MOET
IIMAIBKY. — Bama BIy4HICTh CBiquuTh 1po iHIIe. | 51 6auumB, sk BU O'eTe.

Temo neperBoproeThest Ha xkap. — Lo k... — Alie g He eBHa, 10 Ha 1e
BIMTOBICTH. — JIelH T03BOJIMB MEHI KiJIbKa 3aHATH 13 MalCTpoM 30poi. Aje To
OyB... pajiie BigJai.

— Bam Bijtuaii Bam 100pe CITy»KHUTb.

S He 3Hat0, 10 BIAMOBICTH ¥ Ha 1e. Sl 3MOUYIO PIXKOK IJIala e pas, a
TOJl1 3HOBY TATHYCS /10 Horo o0iauyysi. Aje, CTUpaoun KpoB, Mil MOTJISA]] KOB3a€e
MIOB3 HHOT'O JIO KOHOB'sI31. Alllep CTOITh O1J1sI CBOTO KOHS 1, 3/1a€THCS, HE TUBUTHCS
CIOJIH, aJie sl BCEe OJIHO BiJUyBaro Ha co01 Bary Horo yBaru.

51 xmyprocs.

— Bu 3maerecs cxBmiboBaHOw, — Kaxke Kait. Miil mormsim pi3ko
noBepTaeThes 10 Hhoro. — Hi. Yce rapasn.

— Bu xBumoerecs yepe3 Mucnusuis? Mu He Oadymiid KOJIHUX O3HAK
nepecnigyBanns. [l{onpasaa, BOHU MOXKYTh 1TH 32 HAMHU T10 CIiJlaX Ha CHITY, aje
SKIIO ¥ TaK, TO BOHU TPUMAIOTHCS Ha BIJICTaHI.

Bin nporo crae Tpoxu MOTOPOILIHO. AJle sl XUTal0 TOJIOBOIO.

Moro oui BIIUBJISTFOTHCS B MOi. — Bac TypOye Amiep, — 310raayeThes BiH.



His eyes search mine. “You’re troubled by Asher,” he
guesses.

“What? Oh. No. [/ He sees far too much. My flush
deepens. “He’s so angry at me.”

“It’s not anger,” he says quietly. “Give it time.”

He says that with such certainty—and with such care. It’s
coolly reassuring, and it reminds me of the way he put a hand on
Asher’s neck and said, Breathe.

I lower my hand and study him. He’s been so quiet and still
since | began, and there’s something so surprising about that.
Maybe because I’ve already witnessed the violence and savagery |
expected to find in this man —right alongside the candor and
empathy | did not.

“What?” he says.

You 're so much kinder than anyone knows. Why do you keep
that a secret?

But of course I can’t say that. I touch the cloth to his
forehead again, even though most of the blood is gone. “How much
farther do we need to travel?”

“We won’t reach the border until after sundown, I’d think.
Once we’re safely within Incendar, we’ll break for the night and set
off at dawn tomorrow.”

“And then how much farther will we have to go?”

“From the border, it’s less than a day’s ride to Lastalorre.
After we reach the palace, I’ll have Sev send runners to the front, to
see how the army has fared since I’ve been away. From there, we
can determine how to approach your brother about the attack—and
how to proceed.”

Lastalorre. His capital city. A little shiver goes through me.
Days ago, | hated the idea of Maddox Kyronan dragging me across
the border, but now it feels like we can’t go fast enough.

But then | realize what else he said.

From there, we can determine how to approach your
brother. We.
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— o? O. Hi. 4... — Bin 3abararo 6aunts. Pym'sHens crae rycrimmm. —
Bin Takuii 31mii Ha MEHe.

— Lle He 31icTh, — TUXO Kaxke BiH. — JlaiiTe iiomy yac.

Bin kaxke 11€ 3 TaKO¥ BIIEBHEHICTIO — 1 3 Takor TypOoToro. Lle xomomano
3aCMOKOIO€ 1 HaraJye MEHi, K BiH MOKJIAaB PyKy AIlepy Ha IIUIO 1 CKa3aB:
«Jluxaii.

S omyckaro pyKy i BHBYaK HOTO MOrJsgoM. BiH OyB TakuM THUXHM i
HEPYXOMUM, BIIKOJIH s [T0Yaia, i B IbOMY € II0Ch AUBOBIKHE. MOXKIIMBO, TOMY,
o sI BXe Oaumiia >KOPCTOKICTh 1 JUKICTh, SIKI OYiKyBaja 3HAUTH B IIbOMY
YOJIOBIKOBI, — OPS] 13 BIABEPTICTIO Ta EMIATIEI0, AKUX 51 30BCIM HE OYiKyBaJIa.

— Ilo? — nuTae BiH.

Tu nabazamo 0obpiwu, Hidxe 6y0b-xmo 3uac. Yomy mu mpumacui ye 8
maemuuyi?

Aurte, 3BICHO, 1 HE MOXY IIbOTO CKa3aTu. Sl 3HOBY TOpPKarOCs TKAaHUHOIO
foro 4yosna, Xxo4a KpoBi TaM Mailke He JTUILIUIOCS.

— SIk nanexo HaMm 1€ ixatu?

— I'agaro, My He AicTaHeMOCs KOPAOHY paHile 3axony coHus. IoiHo
Oynemo B Oesmeni Ha TepuTopii [HCeHnapa, 3ymMHUMOCS Ha HIi4 1 BUPYLIUMO
3aBTpa Ha CBITAHKY.

— I ckiabKH 111e HaM JOBEAEThCS iXaTu?

— Big xopmony no Jlacramoppe — Menme aHa goporu. Komm wmu
nicTaHeMmocsl manany, s Hakaxy CeBy BiANpaBUTH TiHIIB Ha (QPOHT, 100
Ji3HATHCS, K TaM apMis Bela CIpaBH 3a MOE€T BiACyTHOCTI. ToJll MM 3MOKeMO
BUPILIUTH, SK MIJIATH 10 TBOrO OpaTa 110710 Hamaxy — 1 sIK JISTH Jaiil.

Jlactanoppe. Moro cromums. Mene mpobupae merke Tpemrinms. Ile
KiJIbKa JHIB TOMY s HEHaBUJLIA AyMKY mpo Te, mo Meanokc Kaiiponan tarae
MEHe 4epe3 KOPJIOH, a TeNep MEHI 3JIA€ThCS, 0 MU 11eMO HEJOCTATHRO IIIBHJIKO.

Anie TyT s YCBiTOMITIOIO, IITO III€ BiH CKa3aB.

To0i mu 3moxcemo supiwiumu, sx nioiumu 0o meozo opama. Mu.



At every step, he treats me as an equal, and it’s so
unexpected— especially since I’ve seen the power and force he can
wield. It’s clear that Dane and my father have no interest in what |
have to offer, so their attitude has never been a surprise. But even
though Asher has never been dismissive of my views, he’s still
treated me as someone to be guarded and protected. Someone to be
sheltered.

| wonder if Asher always longed for that protection—all
while | was desperate to escape it.

The blood on Ky’s skin finally yields, so I lower my hand.
“Thank you,” he says.

“You’re welcome.” As I say the words, heat sparks on my
cheeks again. Something about this feels more intimate than it needs
to be, like we’re talking about something other than the journey. He
keeps lighting these fires of attraction that refuse to dim.

I duck my head, swiping my hands on my cloak. I'm
suddenly aware that we’ve earned the focus of his men, though
they’re trying not to be obvious about it. Behind him, | see that
Asher is watching this interaction now, too.

I have to clear my throat, because I’m self-conscious now.
“When we arrive, what will Princess Victoria think of everything
that has transpired?” I say. “Will she demand that you reconsider
the alliance?”

Ky frowns, and a glimmer of emotion passes over his
expression. “As I said, Victoria has no interest in politics.”

My mouth forms a line. | remember how he expected me to
be stoic and uninterested, so it makes me wonder if that’s exactly
what I’'m going to find in his sister. “Not even when your life is at
risk?” I say.

He sighs. “My life is always at risk, Princess.” I inhale to
press further, but he turns away. His voice rises as he calls to his
captain. “Sev! I want to make sure we reach the spire lookout by
dusk. Have them mount up.”
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Ha xoxxHOMY KpoIli BiH CTaBUTBCSA JO MEHE SIK JO PIBHOI, 1 IIe TaK
HECTIOAIBAaHO — OCOOJHMBO OCKUIBKHM 5 0aumia, SIKy CHIIy 1 BIIaJy BiH MOXeE
3actocoByBaTH. OueBuHO, o JleiiHa Ta MOro 0aTbka He IIKaBHUTh, IO 5 MOXKY
3aIlpOIIOHYBATH, TOXK IXHE CTABJICHHS HIKOJH HE OyJ0 HECTIOAIBaHKOI0. AJle X04
A1ep HIKOJIM HE HEXTYBaB MOIMH IIOTJISIIaMHU, BiH BCE OJTHO CTaBHBCS 10 MEHE
AK 7O KOrocb, Koro Tpeba oxopoHsTH i 3axumaru. Koroce, koro Ttpeba
obepiraTu.

[likaBo, 4m Amep 3aBXIH JKaJAaB TAaKOrO0 3aXHCTy — TOMI SK S
BiJIUaiTylIIHO Hamarasacs Horo mo3oyTucs.

KpoB na mkipi Kas HapemTi mignaerscs, i 1 omyckaio pyky. — Jsakyto, —
Kake BiH.

— byne macka. — Komm s BUMOBISIIO Il ClloBa, MOi HIOKH 3HOBY
CHaJlaxyloTb. Y I[bOMY € IIOCh OUIBIN IHTHMMHE, HiXX Mano O OyTu, HIOU MU
TOBOPUMO TIPO IIOCH iHIIIE, & HE PO MOAOPOK. BiH MPoJOBKYE po3maaoBaTH 1€
NOJyM's IOTATY, SIKE HisSIK HE 3racHe.

51 omyckaro rojioBy, BUTUPAIOYH PyKH 00 ruraml. S panToM yCBIIOMIIIOHO,
1110 MM IPUBEPHYJIN yBary Horo JItoJieid, X04a BOHH i HAMararoTbCs HE I101aBaTh
BHIJISITY. 32 HOTO CIIMHOIO s 0ady, Mo AIIep TErep TeX CIIOCTepIrae 3a HaMH.

A 3mymieHa npokanuisaTucs, 00 Temep MeHl HisikoBo. — Komm wmu
npudyaemMo, 1o npuHiieca BikTopis mogymae mpo Bce, 1o cTanocsi? — Kaxy 5. —
Uu BuMaraTume BOHa, 1100 BU MEPETIISTHYIN YMOBU COIO3Y?

Kaii xMmypuTbcs, 1 J1€/1b TOMITHA €MOIIisl MPOOIrae HOro o0IMYYsIM.

— Sk s Bike Ka3aB, BiKTOpito MOMITHKA HE I[IKABUT.

Moi BycTa CTUCKaIOThCSI B TOHKY JiHIIO. S mam'sTato, sK BIH OYIKYBaB,
o0 s Oyay CTpUMaHOIO Ta Oaly»Kor0, TOK MEHI CTa€ I[iKaBO, YU HE caMe IIe 5
nobayy B Horo cectpi.

— HagiTh konu Barie KUTTS B HeOe3meni? — Kaxy 5.

Bin 3iTxae. — Moe XUTTA 3aBXI¢ B HEOE3Mell, TPUHIIECO.

S BAMXar0 MOBITpS, 0O HATHCHYTH Jalli, ale BiH BiaBepTaeThes. Moro
roJIoc Ty4HIIIa€, KOJIM BiH Kin4de cBoro KamitaHa: — Cese! S xouy OyTH eBHUM,
10 MM JIICTAaHEMOCS] CTOPO>KOBOI BeXi /10 CyTiHKIB. Hakaxku cinaTi Ha KOHEH.



When I turn back to head for my horse, Asher isn’t watching
me anymore. Instead, he’s glaring at his own mount like it’s an
adversary. The bruising along his jaw and up the side of his face is
worse today, but [ know that’s not the worst of it. The armor is likely
pressing into the burn on his shoulder—or maybe the countless
other injuries he earned in the dungeon.

I can’t take this distance between us. Not when so much of
his pain is my fault. | square my shoulders and join him beside his
horse.

He doesn’t even look up.

I hesitate, then wet my lips. “Asher.” “Jory.”

The silence between us practically screams. | want to ask if
he’s all right, but it’s obvious that he’s not.

“Ky said we’ll cross the border around nightfall,” I finally
say. “Oh, good.” His voice is flat. “Another six hours of this.”

“I can ask the king to slow the pace,” I offer. His mouth
twists. “I’m fine.”

I frown and move closer. “I can tell you’re in pain,” I say
quietly.

That gets his attention. He draws himself up, but then he
scowls a little, glaring past me toward the others. “So can they.
Garrett offered to tie me to the saddle if [ need help sitting upright.”

My mouth forms a line, but the soldiers are drawing closer,
returning to the line of tethered horses.

Callum whistles through his teeth when he sees Asher
looking. “Chin up, Stripes.” His voice is darkly taunting. “We could
always drag you.”

Stripes. I inhale a breath of fire, ready to snap at him. “Jory!”
Asher’s voice is low but sharp. “Leave it.”

I clamp my mouth shut. “You saved their king,” I whisper
tightly. “They should see that.”

“I kidnapped their king right out from under them. They saw
that, too.” He puts his foot in the stirrup and stiffly swings aboard.

“My lady,” calls Charlotte. “Our horses are ready.”
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Kounu st oGepratocs, mo0 iTi 10 CBOTO KOHs, AIllep YK€ HE TMBUTHCS HA
MeHe. HaroMicTh BiH BUTPIIIA€THCS HA BIACHOTO KOHsI, HiOU 11e Bopor. CuHIIl Ha
Horo miesneri Ta 300Ky Ha 00JIMYYi ChOT'0JIHI BUTJISAAIOTH TipIiie, ajie s 3Har0, 110
e He Hairipme. O0nagyHKku, HMOBIpHO, THCHYTH Ha OIIIK Ha ioro eyl — abo,
MOXJIMBO, Ha HE3JIIUEHHI 1HIIII TPaBMH, SKUX BiH 3a3HaB Y Ii3eMEILII.

S He MOXy BUTpUMATH 11i€1 BiacTaH1 Mi>k HaMu. He Toxi, koiu B 6araThox
HOro CTpakJaHHAX BHHHA 5. S| po3mpaBIisiio eyl i MiIX0KY, CTaBIIHU MOPAT 3
HOro KOHEM.

BiH HaBiTh HE TABOIUTH MOTIISTY.

Sl Bararocsi, Toni 06mu3yto ryou. — Amepe. — Jxopi.

Tuma Mi>k HAMH HEMOB KPHUUTh. Sl X04y 3alUTaTH, Y4 3 HUM YCe Tapas/i,
aJie i Tak OYEBU/IHO, 1110 Hi.

— Kaii ckazaB, Mu IIepeTHEMO KOPJIOH JIeCh HaJIBEUip, — HAPEIITI Kaxy .
— O, uyzoBo. — Moro romnoc mnackuii. — Ie micTs ToaMH yb020.

— 51 MOXy MOTIPOCUTH KOPOJISI CIIOBUIBHUTH KPOK, — MPOMOHYIO 1. Bin
KpUBUTH TYOH. — S B HOpMI.

S xmyprocs 1 miaxomKy ommkue. — 5 6ady, mo 1061 60IUTh, — THXO KaXy
A1

Ile mpuBeprae ioro ymary. BiH BUIIPOCTYEThCS, aje TOMI TPOXHU
XMYPUTHCS, 3MPKar04u MOB3 MeHe Ha iHIuX. — Bonu Tex. ["apper 3anponoHyBas
MPUB'A3aTH MEHE JI0 CiJjIa, K0 MEeH1 MOTpiOHa T0TIoMora, 00 CUIITH PIBHO.

Moi BycTa CTHUCKAalOThCSl B TOHKY JiHIIO, aje BOSKH BXKe€ MIAXOIATh
OJ>K4e, MOBEPTAOYHCH /10 KOHOB'SI31.

Kanmym cBUCTUTB Kpi3b 3yOH, KO 0aUUTh, 1110 Alliep TUBUTHCS. — Buie
Hoca, CMyracTtuil. — B iioro ronoci 3By4uTh Noxmype riy3yBaHHs. — Mu 3aBxu
MO’KeMO TeOe i MOBOJIOKTH.

Cmyeacmuii. 51 110TO BAMXar0 MOBITPs, TOTOBA oMy Binpizatu. — Jxopi!
—T'onoc Amepa HU3BKUH, ane pi3kuid. — O6mmmI.

S 3akpuBaro pora. — Tu BpsATYyBaB IXHBOT'O KOPOJIS, — HATPY>KEHO IOy
1. — Bonu manu 6 1ie 6auntu.

— 51 BuKpaB IXHBOTO KOpOJS MPOCTO B HUX 3-mMia Hoca. Lle BoHM Tex
6auyniu. — BiH cTaBUTH HOTY B CTPEMEHO 1 3 HAIIPYT OO Ci/la€ Ha KOHS.

— Mos nani, — knuue [lapnorra. — Hami koH1 TOTOBI.



“I’ll be right there,” I call. But I can’t move away from
Asher. Not yet. I shift a little closer and look up at him. It’s still so
unusual to see him in the daylight. His skin is so much less pale than
I remember, his hair picking up flecks of light from the sun. Even
his blue eyes are vivid, vibrant above the lines on his cheek.

He glances down, and | realize | was reaching for his knee.
| bite my lip and adjust my motion, patting the horse on the shoulder
instead before | turn away.

Quick as lightning, Asher catches my hand. | stare at his
fingers wrapped around mine, and my breath catches. His grip is
gentle, and I’m frozen in place, my eyes lifting to meet his.

“Jory,” he says. His voice is as soft and low as it was in the
darkness of my room. I don’t know what I’'m seeing in his
expression, whether it’s regret or longing—or something else
entirely. His cool fingers are soft against mine.

I'm not the boy you remember, and you're about to marry
another man.

My chest aches. | was focused on the second part of that
statement, but | should have paid attention to the first.

I wish I’d known. I should have known.

He gives my hand a squeeze. “I'm still here,” he says, and
the words give my heart a tug, softening everything inside me that
feels wound up tight.

But then he drops my hand, and the motion is so abrupt that
I almost jump. Ky has returned, and he’s swinging onto his own
horse beside Asher. | wonder how much of that interaction he saw,
because I can suddenly feel the weight of his gaze as if I’ve been
caught at something.

The king says, “Princess? Is all well?”

The words sound more like a challenge than an inquiry, and
I turn to look up at him.

As soon as | do, I regret it. The king’s hair finds hints of red
and copper in the sunlight, and he wears his armor like he was born
for it, not a single buckle or weapon out of place. Astride his horse,
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— Vxe iy, — BiATyKytocs 5. Aie 1 He MOXY BifiiTu Bix Amepa. Llle Hi.
S migxomky Tpoxu Ombkue ¥ NUBIIOCS Ha HBOrO 3HU3Y Bropy. Jloci Tak
HE3BHYHO Ga4HTH HOTO U IeHHOMY cBiTIi. Moro mkipa HaGarato MeHIu 61ifa,
HIX s Tam'aTaia, BOJIOCCS JIOBUTH COHSYHI BinOmvcku. HaBiTe fioro 6maxkuTHi 04i
SICKpaBi, )KUBI HaJ[ IIIpaMaMH Ha IIOII.

BiH Kuiae noryisag yHus, i 1 yCB1IOMITIOIO, IO TATHYJACS 10 OT0 KOMiHA.
A kycaro Ty0y ¥ MiHSIO pyX, HATOMICTh TUIECKAIOUM KOHS IO IIHI, IEePII HIK
BiJIBEPHYTHUCS.

bauckaBruuHO Amiep JIOBUTh MOIO PYKY. Sl BUTpIlIatOCsl HA HOTO MaJblli,
110 OOXOMMIM MOi, i B MEHE MepeXoIUIIoe MoauxX. Moro xBarka jarigHa, i s
3aBMHpPAI0 Ha MICIi, MABOASYU 0, 1100 3yCTPITHCS 3 HOTO MOTJISIIOM.

— JIxopi, — kaxe Bin. Moro ronoc Takuii camuii M'SKuii i HU3BKUIL, 5K i B
TeMpsiBi MO€1 KiMHATHU. S He 3Haro, 1110 0avy y BUpasi Horo oOIMYYs: YM TO Kallb,
9H TO TYT'y — YH IIOCh 30BCIM iHIIIE.

Moro npoxonoiHi Najblli M'SKO TOPKAKOTHCS MOiX.

A He moil XI0n4uUK, AKO20 MU Nam'amacui, a mu 0Cb-0Cb BULLOEUL 3AMIIC
3a IHWO2O.

VY rpynsax memuts. S 3ocepennnacs Ha Ipyrid 4aCTHHI IIbOI'O PEUCHHS,
asie Mana 0 3BepHYTH yBary Ha mepuy.

Axou e s 3nana. A mana 6 3namu.

BiH cTuckae Moo pyky. — S 1oci TyT, — Kake BiH, 1 11 CJIOBa TOPKAIOThCS
MOTO Ceplisl, TIOM'SKIIYIOUM BCE BCEPEMHI, 110 37aBajiocs HAIPYKEHUM [0
Kparo.

AJie TYT BiH BHUILYCKa€ MOIO PYKY, 1 LIl pyX Takui pi3KHii, 1110 s JeIb HEe
niacTpubyro. IloBepryscs Kaii, 1 BiH yke ci1ae Ha CBOro KOHS TOPYyY 3 ALIEpOM.
IikaBo, CKiJIbKK BiH 06a4MB, 60 5 panTOM BiAUyBa0 Ha co01 Bary HOro morisny,
HIOM MEHE CIIMMaJIi Ha TapsTaoMy.

Kopounsb kaxe: — [Ipunueco? Yce rapazn?

CrnoBa 3By4ath pajiiie ik BUKJIUK, aHDXK 3alIUTaHH4, 1 51 TOBEPTar0Cs, 11100
MOJIMBUTHCS HA HBOTO 3HU3Y BrOpY.

[oitHo 5 e poOuro, 51 mKoay0. Bonocces koposis BUOIHCKYe pyauMH i
MITHUMU BiATIHKAMH B COHSYHOMY CBIiTIIi, @ 00NaAyHKH BiH HOCUTH TaK, HiOU
OyB y HHUX HapoOJUKEHHM — JKOAHA MpsDKKa, *KOJHA 30posi HE BUIVIANIAE



he’s easily ten feet tall. I can’t believe I just dabbed blood off his
forehead, because he seems ready to spill more if the occasion
presents itself. Beside him, Asher is equally intimidating. He’s
drawn up the hood of his cloak again, leaving his eyes heavy and
shadowed. Combined with the black armor broadening his frame,
he couldn’t look more like an assassin if he tried.

Side by side, they’re a little captivating, and for a heartbeat
of time, I'm transfixed. Are they rivals? Enemies? Allies?
Adversaries?

It’s truly unfair that fate has put us all together.

My mouth has gone dry, and I have to shake myself. “Yes,
Your Majesty,” I croak out, bobbing a curtsy before I realize that I
don’t even have skirts to flare. “All is well.”

His eyebrows go up, but I’'m already turning away, striding
to Charlotte, taking the reins to my horse.

| have no idea what expression is on my face, but she studies
me closely, then looks past me at the men. Her voice drops. “Which
one am I to hate now?”

She sounds so earnest that it startles a smile through my
tears. She was always so loyal in front of Dane, so I’'m not surprised
to find that she’s the same in front of Ky. Despite everything, I'm
glad my brother sent her— even though everything seemed so much
easier when Charlotte and | were locked in the carriage, hating King
Maddox Kyronan because he seemed so evil.

But I consider everything I’ve learned about Asher—and
about Astranza. Nothing was easier. It just seemed like it was. “You
don’t need to hate either one, Charlotte.”

Her eyes haven’t left them, and her tone turns musing. “Are
they no longer hating each other?”

My cheeks won’t cool. “I . .. don’t know.”

Charlotte huffs a breath. “Well, they’re being too bold.” I
look at her before I swing aboard. “They are? How?” “They’re both
watching you.”
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HeJopeuHOo10. BepXxu Ha KOHI BiH 37Ja€ThCS BEJIETHEM (YTIB y IECATh 3aBBUILKH.
He moxy moBipuTH, 1m0 s MIOWHO CTHpaja KpoB i3 Horo 4omna, 60 3apa3 BiH
BUTJISIIA€ TaK, HIOW TOTOBHM MPOJUTH IIe OUIBINE, MOMHO TPAIUTHCS Haroja.
ITopyu i3 HUM Alep BUTJSAa€ HE MEHII Ipi3HO. BiH 3HOBY HaTATHYB KamnTyp
TJaia, 1 oro ovi BaXkki, 3aTiHEHi. Y MO€IHAHHI 3 YOPHUMH 0OJaayHKaMH, 110
pOOIATH HOTO TIIeUi MUPIIUMU, BIH OM HE 3MIT BUTJISIATH OUIBIIE CXOXKUM Ha
acacuHa, HaBiTh SIKOU CTapaBcsl.

[Tniy-o-myTiy BOHM JEIIO 3a4apOBYIOTh, 1 Ha SKYCh MUThH S 3aBMHUPAIO.
Bouu cynepuuku? Boporu?  Coro3nuku? IIporuBHuku?  Boictuny
HECIPaBEJIMBO, 10 J0JI 3BejIa HAC yCiX Pa3oM.

Y MeHe mepecoxJio B pOTi, 1 s 3MylleHa oTaMmuTHca. — Tak, Bama
BennuHocTe, — XpHWIIKO BHIMXAIO s, MPHUCITAI0YM B PEBEPAHCI, MEPII HiXK
YCBIIOMJIIOIO, 1110 Ha MEHI1 HaBITh HEMA€ CIiIHUIb, SIKI MOTJIM O PO3BIATUCS. —
VYce rapazn.

Bin nmignimae OpoBu, ane s Bxke BiaBepTatocs, npsmytouu ao lapnortu,
Oepyuu MOBOJM CBOTO KOHA. ['aJiku HE Maro, IKMi y MEHE BHpa3 o0Iu4us, aje
BOHA YBA)KHO BUBYAE MEHE, a TOJi JUBUTHCA I10B3 MEHE HA YOJIOBIKiB. [i romoc
CTHIIYEThCS: — TO KOTPOTo 3 HUX 5 Mal0 HEHABUIITH Terep?

Bona 3By4nTh Tak cepiio3HO, IO 1I€ BUKJIMKAE B MEHE YCMIIIKY Kpi3hb
cnpo3u. Bona 3axau Oyna Takow BiggaHoro mepen /[leiiHom, Tox s He
3/IMBOBaHa, 110 BOHA Taka cama i nepen Kaem. [Tonmpu Bee, 5 pana, uio Miii 6pat
rmocJaB ii — Xxoua Bce 37aBajocs Habarato mpocTimumM, koiau mu 3 [llapiorroro
CHJILJIM 3aMKHEH1 B KapeTi, HeHaBUAA4uM Kopoisiss Mennokca Kaiiponana, 060 BiH
3]1aBaBCS TAKUM JIXUM.

Ane s nymaro mpo Bce, 10 JAi3Hanacs mpo Amiepa — i mpo AcTpaHsy.
Hiyoro He Oyno mpocrime. Bono nume 3gaBanocss Takum. — ToO1 He TpeOa
HEHABUJITH >KOIHOTO 3 HUX, [IlapnorTo.

Ii oui He BIIpUBAIOTHCS BiJl HUX, 1 11 TOH CTa€ 3aTyMJIIMBUM. — A BOHH 110,
O1NbIIIe HE HEHABUATH OJHE OAHOTO?

Moi 1I0KH HisIK HE 0XOJOHYTh. — fl... He 3Hal0.

[Hapnotra Bunuxae. — Lo >k, BOHM MOBOASTHCS 3aHAATO 3yXBayuo. S
JTUBITIOCS] HA Hel, mepin HiK cicth Ha KoHsA. — OH sk? Yomy? — Bonu obuaBa
IUBIISATHCA Ha TeOE.



I can’t look. I can’t. I’'m not sure what it says about me that
| desperately want to.

“What about the captain?” I tease. “Who’s he watching?”’

She huffs a breath—Dbut her eyes snap past me, and Captain
Zale must be watching, because her cheeks flush as pink as my own
must be.

Yesterday, I would’ve agreed with Charlotte. This all would
have felt too bold.

Today, I’'m not sure I mind.

I bump her with my shoulder. “Let them all watch,” I say.
Then | swing aboard the horse, take up my reins, and ride out.

AS WE TRAVEL south, the snow fades away entirely,
leaving lush grass alongside the roadway. A chill still hangs in the
air, but it’s not stinging my face anymore. The soldiers have shed
some of their outerwear, tucking fur gloves and caps into their
saddlebags. As the road becomes less flat, we ride over hills and
down through shadowed valleys, always avoiding towns and
settlements. Eventually even the grass begins to turn sparse and
thin, the ground turning hard enough to make the hoofbeats echo.
Ky’s soldiers wordlessly change their patterns, hanging closer as
the sunlight begins to fade. No words are spoken, but bows are
unhooked from saddles, quivered arrows sitting ready.

Their vigilance is contagious, and Charlotte and I fall silent,
our eyes searching the darkness, watching for danger, too.

At twilight, we crest a hill, and there, in the fading light of
sunset, | see the distant mountains of Incendar. To our right, the sky
is still a vivid red that melts into purple behind the mountain range,
with the first scattered stars flecking the sky overhead.

“Oh,” I breathe.

Ky looks at me in surprise. “Have you never been to
southern Astranza?”

“Not this far.” I can’t look away from the mountains. I've
seen paintings, of course, but that’s nothing compared to the
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A e Mmoxy nonguBuTHucs. He Mmoxy. He 3Hato, 1110 11€ TOBOPHUTH PO MEHE,
aJie MEHI BiJYaiiIYIIIHO XOYEThCS.

— A 1m0 moo kamita"a? — apaxHro ii . — Ha koro 1uBuThCS BiH?

Bona Bumuxae — aie 1l o4i METHYJIHCS IOB3 MEHe, 1 KamiTaH 3eid,
MaOyTh, Mmaxu JTABUTHCS, 00 11 MOKHU CHAIAXYIOTh TaK CaMo, SIK, MaOyTh, 1 MOI.

I1le Buopa s 6 moroamnacs 3 LllapioTToro. Yce e 31aBanocs 0 3aHAATO
3yXBaJIUM.

CpOroJiHi sl He MEeBHA, IO MPOTH.

S mroBxaro i1 tuieueM. — Hexaii co0i TUBIATBCS, — KaXKy . A TOJI o
cizaro Ha KOHs, 6epy MOBOJIH 1 PyILA0.

[lo maxi Mu igemMo Ha MiBJEHb, TO OLIBIIIE CHIT 3HUKAE 30BCIM, JIMIIIAI0YN
00a014 Joporu COKOBUTY TpaBy. [Ipoxooa Bce e BUCUTH y TIOBITPI, ajie BOHA
BXKE HE Iedye MeHI oOuinyus. BOosSKM MO3HIManM 4YaCTHHY BEPXHBOI'O OATY,
XOBalOYM XYTPsIHI PyKaBHIIl Ta IIANKH B CiAETbHI CyMKH. Jlopora crae MeHII
PiBHOIO, MM ieMo uepe3 maropOu i crmyckaeMocs B 3aTiHEH1 JOJIMHH, 3aBXKIU
OMHUHAIOYM MICTa ¥ TOceNeHHs. 3roJOM HaBiTh TpaBa MOYMHAE PIAIIATH U
TOHIIATH, 3€MJI1 CTa€ TaKOI TBEPJAOI0, IO BIJUTYHHS BiJl KOINUT KOTHTbCA
noskosia. Bosiku Kast MOBUKM 3MIHIOIOTE CBiM CTpiid, TPUMAIOYKCh OJINXKYE, KON
COHSIYHE CBITJIO MounHae 3racaT. JKOAHMX CIIIB HE BUMOBIISIETHCS, alle JTYKU
3HIMAIOThCS 3 C/Ie], caraiiIaku 31 CTpijaMH HaIlOrOTOBI.

IxHs mubHiCTH 3apa3Ha, i Mu 3 [IapaoTTO 3aMOBKAEMO, HaIlli 04i TeX
BIMBJIAIOTHCS B TEMPSIBY, BUIIYKYIOUH HEOE3IMEKy.

VY cyTiHKax MU BUIKIKAEMO Ha BEpIIMHY Maropda, 1 Tam, y 3racarouomy
CBITJII 3aX0/ly COHI, 51 6auy najneki ropu Incennapa. [IpaBopyd Bij Hac HeOO 111e
SICKpaBO-4YE€PBOHE, BOHO TaHE, TIEPEXOIIYH B IMYPITYp 3a TIPCHKUM XpeOToMm, a
NepIIi po3CUIIaHi 30pi BKe MEPEXTATH HaJl FOJIOBOIO.

— Ox, — BUAMXalo 1.

Kaii 311BoBaHO MUBUTHCS Ha MeHE. — Bu Hikonu He Oynu B MiBIEHHIN
Actpansi?

— Tak ganexo — Hi. — Sl He MOXY BiIBECTH MOTJsAy Bix Tip. S Gaumna
KapTUHH, 3BICHO, ajie II€ HIIMO, MOPIBHSHO 3 BEJIETEHCHKUMU 3E€MHHUMH



massive earthly formations that somehow seem to be right in front
of us, yet also a hundred miles away. It feels like something else
Dane has kept from me.

| look at Charlotte, and her mouth is hanging open. At least
I’m not alone.

Beside Ky, Asher is also staring, but there’s no awe in his
expression. Just wariness.

“Have you seen the mountains before?” I say to him.

“From here, yes. Never up close.”

“This is nothing,” says Ky, as we descend into yet another
valley. Shadows have grown longer as the sun sets, and the
mountains shrink over the crest of the next hill. “Wait until you’re
looking up at them.”

Up ahead, one of his soldiers gives a shout, and my breath
catches. I look up in alarm. It’s hard to see much detail in the fading
light, but it seems like two dozen armed men have appeared from
nowhere to block the road. For an instant, I’m fifteen again, clinging
to Asher while bandits attack our carriage procession.

Captain Zale touches his heels to his horse’s flanks, and the
animal sprints ahead.

Beside me, Charlotte’s eyes are searching the horizon, t00,
but her voice is cool, the only sign of her worry. “Are we in
danger?” she says.

“No,” says Ky. “They’re mine. Border guard.”

As he says it, Captain Zale reaches the group of armed men.
They’re all too far to hear any words exchanged, but they shift to
form a line on either side of the path, standing at attention. | expect
Ky to hurry the pace, but instead, we stop in the hollow of the valley
and he reaches down and untethers Asher’s horse from his saddle.
Then he unwraps the reins from where they’re tied by the animal’s
head, holding them out.

Asher looks startled.

“I don’t want gossip that we brought a prisoner back from
Astranza,” Ky says. “Don’t make me regret it.”
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YTBOPEHHSIMH, SIKi, 31a€ThCsI, BOJHOYAC 1 IPOCTO TIepe/l HaAMHU, 1 32 COTHIO MUJIb
3Biacu. Take Biq4yTTs, HIOH 1€ 1Ie MOCh, 1o [IeifH Bijg MeHEe IPUXOBYBaB.

S nuBmiocs Ha Llapnorty, i B Hel BiaBucaa menena. [IpunaiiMui 1 He
cama.

[Topyu i3 Kaem Amiep Tex BUTPIIIAETHCS, ajie B HOTO IMOTJISAAI HEMAE
3axBaty. Jluie HaCTOPOIKEHICTb.

— Tu GauuB ropu panime? — Kaxy st Homy. — 3BiJiIcH — Tak. 30IHM3bKa —
HIKOJIH.

— e mpiduui, — kaxxe Kaif, Kol MU CITyCKaEMOCS B 111 OAHY JOJUHY.
TiHi BUIIOBXKYIOTBCS, COHIIE CIJa€, 1 TOPU XOBAIOTHCS 32 TPeOCHEM HACTYITHOTO
narop6a. — OT moveKaen, TOKH He TUBUTHMEIICS Ha HUX 3HU3Y BrOpY.

[Toriepeny oauH i3 HOro BOSIKIB HIOCH TOJOCHO BHUTYKYE, i B MEHE
NEPEeXOIUTIoe MoJauX. Sl CTPUBOXKEHO MIJBOJKY HOMIAN. Baxko posrieaitu
JeTalli y 3racarouoMy CBITII, aje, 37a€ThbCs, 30 JBa JCCSITKH O030pOEHHUX
YOJIOBIKIB 3'SBUJIUCS HI3BIAKH, 1100 mepekpuTu gopory. Ha Muth mMeHi 3HOBY
M'ATHAAATh, S YiIULIFOCS 3a Ariepa, NMOKH OaHJAWTH HamaJarTh HA HAIl
KapeTHUH KOpPTeX.

Kamniran 3eiin ctuckae 60KM KOHS I'ATaMU 1 MUUTD yTIepes.

[Topyu 31 mHoro IlapmoTTa TeX MUIBHO NWBUTHCSA BlANediHb, ajie il
TOJIOC XOJIOTHUM — €TMHA O3HaKa 11 3aHEITOKOECHHSI.

— Mu B HeOe3meni? — nuTae BOHA.

— Hi, — xaxe Kaii. — Lle moi. [Ipukopnonna Bapra.

[IoiiHO BiH L€ Kaxe, KamiTaH 3eilyl AicTaeTbcs Tpynu 030pO€HUX
4oJIoBIKiB. BOHM BCi 3aHanTo nmaneko, 00 MOYYyTH, SKMMH CJIOBAMH BOHH
OOMIHIOIOTBCSI, ajleé BOHM IIMKYIOTbCA 00a0id HUIAXY, BUCTPYHUUBIIHCH. S
ouikyro, mo Kaii NpHCKOPHTH KpOK, aje HATOMICTh MH 3YMUHSIEMOCS B
YJIOTOBHHI JIOJINHY, 1 BiH HAXWISETHCS 1 BiAB'SI3y€e KOHA Alliepa Bijl CBOTO Cijja.
[ToTiM BiH pPO3MOTYy€ MOBOIM, Ji€¢ BOHU MpPUB'A3aHI OUISI TOJOBU TBapHHHU, 1
MIPOCTATac iX.

Aniep BUTIISIAE TPUTOIOMIICHUM.

— 51 He Xouy IIIITOK, HIOW MU ITPUBE3JU MTOJIOHEHOTO 3 ACTpaH3H, — Kaxe
Kaii. — He 3Mmymyit MeHe NOIIKOIyBaTH PO LE.



Asher takes the reins. “No promises.”

Ky gives him a look, but the rest of his soldiers have caught
up, so we ride on. At the crest of the hill, the border guards stand at
attention as we ride past. All motionless, all silent. They’re all in the
same black armor as Ky’s soldiers, and I feel the weight of their
gaze as they take stock of me and Charlotte. In these clothes, it
would be impossible for them to know which of us is the princess.
The king says nothing, so I don’t either.

At the end of the line, a man steps forward, and his bearing
tells me that he’s likely an officer. He holds out a hand to Ky and
says, “By fury and flame.”

Ky catches his hand and grasps it. “For valor and truth.”

The men behind us slap a hand to their armor. “For
Incendar.”

It makes Ky smile, and the relief in his expression is
profound. “For Incendar,” he says in response.

Riding past the border guard seems to lift a weight from our
group, as if Ky’s soldiers have all released a collective breath.
They’re on their own soil, with allies at their back.

But Asher glances back at me, and the tension still clings to
his eyes.

He’s not relieved. Not yet.

Neither am |.

The king nods down at his officer as we pass. “Hold the
border, Lieutenant.” Then he taps three fingers on his opposite
shoulder, and rides on.

But as my own horse begins to move away, I’'m still looking
at the guards, so I see the lieutenant’s eyes widen slightly. There’s
a new alertness to his stance, and he turns to the other men and
repeats the three-fingered gesture. “Hold the border,” he says
sharply. None of them say a word in response, but | see the same
awareness in their figures as they shift to move into new positions.
Ky’s own soldiers fall into line to follow us, but their bows are
strapped to their saddles again, their vigilance less urgent.
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Amep 6epe nmoBoau. — Hidoro He o6i1so.

Kaii xumae Ha HPOTO TOTJISAM, ajle peuITa Horo BOSIKIB yXKe Ha3JOTHAIN
Hac, ToK MU inemo gaii. Ha rpeGeHi marop6a mpuKOpIOHHUKH CTOSTh CTPYHKO,
MOKH MU IPOTKPKAEMO TOB3. YcCi HepyxoMmi, yci MoBYa3Hi. BoHu Bci B Takux
caMUX YOpHHUX OO0JajyHKax, K 1 Bosku Kas, 1 s BigdyBar Ha co0i Bary iXHix
MOTJISIAIB, KOJIM BOHM OIiHIOKTH MeHe 1 lllapmorry. ¥V mpomy os3i BoHH O
HI3aIll0 HEe BII3HAIH, KOTpa 3 Hac mpuHieca. Kopoib HIYOro He Kaxe, TOXK 5 TeXK
MOBUYY.

HanpukiHii mepeHru 4oyioBIK BUXOJIUTH yIepeln, 1 3 Moro mocraBu s
po3yMiro, o 1Ie, KMOBIpHO, odirep. Bin mpocTtsrae pyky Kato 1 kaxe: — JItoTTIO
1 TOITyM'sIM.

Kaii 1oBuTH fioro pyKy i CTHCKaE€ ii. — 3a BigBary i mpasiy.

YonoBiku no3ary Hac 0'f0Th H0JNOHSAMU 10 00nanyHkax. — 3a [Hcenmap.

Le 3mymye Kast BcMixHyTHCS, 1 TOJETIIEHHS Ha HOTO 00IMYYi rInboKe.
— 3a [Hcennap, — BiAMOBiga€ BiH.

[Tpoi3a moB3 NPUKOPAOHHY BapTy HIOM 3HIMAE TATAp 13 HAILIOTO 3aroHY,
Tak, HIOW Bossku Kas BUAMXHYIW OJMHHM CHUIBHUM MOJMXOM. BOHM Ha CBOIi
3eMJIi, 3 COIO3HUKAMU 32 CITUHOIO.

Aune Auiep 03upa€eThCsl Ha MEHe, 1 Hallpyra BCe I11e 3aCTUrIa B HOTo ovax.

Homy He nonermaro. Ille Hi.

MeHi Tex.

[IpoixmKkatound TOB3, KOpOJIb KUBae cBoemy odinepy. — Tpumaiite
KOpPJIOH, JieliTeHaHTe. Tozl BiH CTyKae TpbOMa MajbISIMU MO MPOTUIEKHOMY
ievy 1 ige gani.

AJre KoM Miif KiHb PYyIIA€ 3 Miclis, 51 BCe 1€ JAMBIIOCS Ha BapTy, TOX
Oady, sSK o4l JIEHTEHaHTa JeJb TOMITHO PO3MIUPIOIOTHCA. Y HOTro 1031
3'ABISETHCA HOBA HACTOPOXKEHICTh, 1 BiH MOBEPTAETHCS /0 IHIIMX YOJIOBIKIB 1
MTOBTOPIOE JKECT TPhOMa MAIBIIMHU. — TpHMaiTe KOPIOH, — PI3KO Kake BiH.
HixTo 3 HUX HIYOro HE BIJNOBIJaE, aje s 6ayy Ty caMy YCBIIOMJIEHICTb y TXHIX
MOCTATAX, KOJIM BOHU MOYMHAIOTH NEPEIINKOBYBATHCS Ha HOB1 No3ullii. BiacHi
Bosiku Kas muKyroThes B JiHIO, 100 CTilyBaTH 3a HAMH, aje iXHi JyKd 3HOBY
MPUTOPOYEHI J10 C1J1eM, iXHS MIIBHICTh YK€ He TaKa HarajbHa.



My eyes shift to the king. “What did you tell them?”” I say.
“To hold the border,” he says dryly. I huff a breath, and he

adds, “No passage into Incendar.”

“And what was the secret order?” When his eyebrows go up,
| tap three fingers on my shoulder.

He looks back at me and says nothing. His expression is still
easy, but now there’s a cunning look in his eye that I absolutely
cannot ignore.

“The morning we met,” I add, “you said that once we were
in Incendar, you would show me anything I desire.”

“I’m not quite sure that was my promise.” “Please?” I say
sweetly.

The king heaves a sigh, then lets it out through his teeth. He
glances at Asher. “Is this how she convinced you to force me out of
the castle?”

Asher keeps his eyes forward, and his voice is flat. “Yep.”

I scowl, but when the king looks back, he smiles. “Very
well, Princess. It’s not really an order at all. It’s a measure of
severity.” He holds up one finger, then taps it against his shoulder.
“Hold the border—but use your discretion. Question merchants and
travelers, and let them pass if it seems legitimate.” He holds up two
fingers, then taps them as well. “Hold the border, but restrict access.
Don’t allow anyone through without a valid reason to be here.
Inspect wagons, search carriages, that kind of thing.” He shrugs a
little and repeats the two-fingered gesture. “Basically, don 't pick a
fight, but stand your ground.”

| remember he tapped two fingers last night, when Roman
and Nikko were moving into the hallway to stand guard. Now |
understand.

“You used three,” | say, and this time Captain Zale glances
back, over his shoulder.

“Yes,” Ky says. “I did.” A note in his voice tells me his
lesson is over.
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Miii mornsia nepeminnyetbest Ha kopoiis. — 1o Bu M ckazanu? — nurato
s1.

— TpumaTtu KopAOH, — CyX0 Kaxke BiH. Sl po3apaToBaHO BHAMXAIO, 1 BiH
noxnae: — JKoanoro npoxony 1o Iacennapa.

— A skuit 0yB TaemHuii Haka3z? — Koau ioro OpoBH 37iTalOTh yropy, s
CTYKAl0 TPhOMa MaJbISIMU TI0 TUICYY.

Bin o3upaerbcst Ha MeHeE 1 HIYOro He Kaxke. Bupas ioro ooimyyst Bee 1ie
CTHOKIHMI, ajie Temep y HOro moriisiai 3'sSBWIACS XUTPICTh, Ky S HE MOXY
MIPOIrHOPYBATH.

— Toro panKy, KOJIH MU 3yCTPUTUCS, — TOJIAIO0 51, — BH CKA3aJId, [0 IMIOKHO
Mu Oyaemo B [HceHapi, BU MOKa)xxeTe MeH1 Bce, 110 s 3abaxaro.

— $1 He 30BciM MeBeH, Mo came 11e s o0insB. — byap acka? — cooaKo
Kaxy sl.

Kopoinb Baxkko 3iTXae, a ToAl BUIUXAE Kpi3b 3yOu. BiH kumae nmormnsg Ha
Amepa. — e Tak BoHa nepekoHasna Te0e CUIIOI BUTATTH MEHE 13 3aMKy?

Auiep He 3BOAUTH TOIJISAY 3 IOPOTH, HOro rojoc miackuil. — Ara.

51 xMyprocs, aje KOJHM KOPOJIb O3HPAEThCs, BiH ycMixaeThes. — [lyxe
no6pe, npunneco. Lle Hacpasai He Haka3. Lle mipa cyBopocTi. — Bin nigHiMae
OJIVH TIAJIeIh, TO1 CTYKa€ HUM TIO TJIedy. — TpumMaiTe KOpJIOH — ajie JiiTe Ha
BJIacHU# po3cya. OnuTylTe KymNIiB 1 MaHIPIBHUKIB, 1 MPOMyCKaiTe, SKIIO BCE
BUTJISIIA€ 3aKOHHO. — BiH mijiHIMAae 1Ba Masblll, TOJ1 CTyKa€e 1 HUMHU. — TpumaiTe
KOpJIOH, anie ooMexTe aoctyn. He mpomyckaiite Hikoro 6e3 Baromoi NpUYMHU
TyT OyTH. OrasgaiiTe Bo3u, OOITyKyTe KapeTH, Take iHie. — BiH jenb moMiTHO
3HU3YE MJIeUnMa 1 HOBTOPIOE XKECT JBOMA NANIBLIMU. — 3arajiaoM, He HapuBalTeCs
Ha O1iiKy, ajie CTIITe Ha CBOEMY.

S mam'siTaro, BiH TTOKa3aB JIBa MaJIbIli MUHYJIO1 HOY1, Kosii Poman 1 Hikko
BUXOJIMJIM B KOPUAOD, 00 cTaTh Ha BapTi. Tenep s po3ymiro.

— Bu BuKopucTamu Tpu, — Kaxy s, 1 [bOT0 pa3y KariTaH 3eis 03upaeThCs
qyepes Iieye.

— Tak, — xaxxe Kaii. — Buxopucras. Hora B #ioro rosoci kaxxe MeHi, 1110
YpOK 3aKiHYEHO.



But Asher was paying attention. He taps three fingers. “Hold
the border,” he says. “Use lethal force.”

The king says nothing. His captain says nothing. But that
says more than enough.

Asher glances back at me, and there’s a look in his eye that
reminds me that the king and his men seem relieved . . . but Asher
doesn’t.

| remember the way the king tricked him, then let my
brother’s guards take him away—to protect himself, and to protect
his soldiers. | consider my very first impression of King Maddox
Kyronan, the way he stood in my chambers and faced me, somehow
knowing that | had a weapon hidden in my palm.

The king must sense the weighted silence between us,
because he looks back at me, and his eyes search my face. He’s been
gentle with me, and honestly, he’s been gentle with Asher,
especially in moments when my friend likely didn’t deserve it. |
thanked the king for his kindness—and | meant it.

But I’ve also seen his other side. I dabbed that blood off his
face, but | know how it got there. Behind that honeyed voice and
those searching eyes is a man who knows how to put emotion aside.
A man who knows how to be vicious.

Hold the border. Use lethal force.

That doesn’t just mean Hunters who could be on our trail.
That means everyone.

Astranza’s army. Palace guards. My brother. My father.
Anyone who might want to harm me—but anyone who might need
to protect me, too.

| look back at Ky, holding his gaze. “I am committed to this
alliance,” I say, feeling my heart beat hard in my chest. “So is my
family.”

“So am I,” he says equably. “But someone isn’t.”
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Ane Amep yBaxHO cityxaB. BiH cTykae Tppoma najibisiMu. — Tpumaiite
KOPJIOH, — KaXe BiH. — 3aCTOCOBYBAaTH CMEPTEIIbHY CHITY.

Kopois Hioro He kaxe. HMoro Kamitan Hi4oro He Kaxe. AJie I1e TOBOPHTS
OljIblIIe, HIXK JOCTATHBO.

Alep 03UpaeThCsl HA MEHE, 1 B 10ro MOTJIsl € 1OCh, 1110 Harajaye MeHi:
KOPOJIb Ta WOTO JIFO]TH, 3AA€THCS, BIAUYIIN MOJETIECHHS... aine Amep — Hi.

S mpuranyro, K KOpoiab 00QypHUB HOTO, a MOTIM JTO3BOJIHMB TBapIiHIISM
Moro Opara 3abpaTu Horo — mo6 3axucTUTU cede 1 CBoix connatis. S qymato mpo
CBO€ HaWIIepIe BpakxeHHs BiJ Kopoist Mennokca Kaliponana, mpo Te, sIK BiH
CTOSIB Y MOiX MOKOSIX 1 TUBUBCS HA MEHE, SIKMMOCh YNHOM 3HAIOYH, 1110 B MEHE B
JI0JIOH1 CXOBaHa 30posl.

Koponp, malyTh, BiguyBae HampyKeHYy THUIIY MK Hamu, 00 BiH
03UPAETHCSA HA MEHE, 1 HOro odi BUBYAIOTh MO€ oOnmuds. Bin OyB marigHuii 31
MHOI0, 1, YeCHO Ka)Ky4H, BiH OyB JIariiHMi 1 3 A1iepom, 0COOIMBO B TI MOMEHTH,
KOJIM Mii IpyT, HMOBIPHO, Ha 1€ HE 3aCIyrOBYyBaB. Sl IsgKyBaja KOO0 32 HOTO
IO0OpOTy — 1 4 MaJja 1€ Ha yBasi.

Ane s Takox Oauwmia iHIMK Woro Oik. Sl ctmpama Ty KpoB i3 #oro
o0nuyys, ane s 3Haro, 3BIIKM BOHA TaM y3sjacs. 3a TUM MEJOBHM TOJIOCOM 1
TUMU MIPOHUKIIMBUMHU OYMMa XOBAETHCS YOJIOBIK, KU BMI€ BIIKMIATH €MOIII.
YonoBik, kUil BMi€ OyTH Oe3:KaTbHHUM.

Tpumatime KopOoH. 3acmoco8yeamu cMepmebH)y CULy.

Lle o3Havae He nuiie MUCIUBIIIB, sIKi MOTTIM OyTH Ha HamoMy ciiai. Lle
03HAYae BCIX.

Apwmiro Actpansu. [TananoBy reapaito. Moro 6para. Moro 6atbka. byab-
KOT'0, XTO MOYKE€ 3aXOTITH MEH1 3aIIKOJAUTH, — aje W Oyab-KOro, XTO, MOXKJIUBO,
MYCUTHME MEHE 3aXUCTUTH.

A nusmoca Ha Kas, Butpumyroun ioro mormsia. — S BiggaHa IboMy
CO03Y, — KaXYy 1, BIIYyBalO4H, K CHJIBHO KallaTae ceplie B Ipyasax. — Sk 1 Most
poJvHa.

— 1 51 Texk, — CIOKIMHO KaXke BiH. — AJie XTOCh — HI.
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CHAPTER 2
TRANSLATION ANALYSIS

2.1. Notes on the author’s biography and the text's style

Brigid Kemmerer has established herself as one of the most influential figures in
contemporary American literature, gaining recognition through works that have repeatedly appeared
on New York Times bestseller lists (About Brigid Kemmerer, 2025). Her books have sold over a
million copies and have been translated into more than 20 languages, finding a readership worldwide
(Brigid Kemmerer, 2025). The author masterfully realizes her creative potential by working at the
intersection of Young Adult fiction and fantasy genres, thereby attracting a broad audience. Her body
of work is distinguished by its ability to engage both young and adult readers, as the author offers
stories that transcend mere entertainment narratives. Kemmerer succeeds in creating multilayered
narratives wherein magical elements serve as a backdrop for the exploration of universal human
issues, positioning her prominently within the niche of contemporary fiction.

The writer’s authorial style is characterized primarily by emotional intensity and
psychological insights, rendering her characters as living personalities with distinct problems and
experiences. Brigid Kemmerer focuses on the depiction of complex interpersonal relationships,
wherein protagonists are compelled to overcome the consequences of past trauma, seek pathways to
understanding, and restore lost trust. As noted by critics, the writer successfully reinterprets classic
genre tropes and plot devices, avoiding predictable clichés and imbuing familiar archetypes with new
resonance (McGovern, 2016). In her texts, the fantastic setting does not overshadow the characters'
inner worlds; rather, it emphasizes their vulnerability and strength, creating an atmosphere in which
the reader empathizes with every step the characters take on their path to survival and self-discovery.

Brigid Kemmerer’s literary reputation as a master of constructing political intrigues and
detailed magical worlds was largely formed through the success of her iconic series, among which
the Cursebreakers (Cursebreakers Series by Brigid Kemmerer, 2025) and Defy the Night (Defy the
Night Series by Brigid Kemmerer, 2025) cycles occupy a central place. In the works comprising these
cycles, the author demonstrated the ability to construct complex socio-political systems where the
struggle for power is inextricably linked to the protagonists' personal dramas. Kemmerer builds her
worlds with particular attention to detail, inhabiting them with characters forced to act under harsh
political realities and constant threat. These series laid the foundation for the writer's further
experiments in the fantasy genre, and key themes permeating Kemmerer’s entire oeuvre include
questions of moral ambiguity, the burden of power, and tests of loyalty. The author consistently places
her characters before difficult choices, wherein correct decisions often require significant sacrifices,
and the line between good and evil becomes blurred under the pressure of circumstances. In her
works, the concept of loyalty is often examined as the capacity to remain true to oneself and one’s
loved ones despite external threats. Kemmerer does not shy away from raising painful guestions
regarding survival following traumatic experiences, demonstrating how the past influences the
characters' ability to love and trust in the present (Author Spotlight: Brigid Kemmerer, 2023).

The novel Warrior Princess Assassin (Kemmerer, 2025), , holds a special place in Brigid
Kemmerer’s oeuvre, demonstrating the evolution of her creative method toward adult romantic
fantasy. The work masterfully combines the canons of high fantasy with the dynamics of a spy thriller,
offering the reader not only magical battles but also complex intelligence games. The novel continues
the author's tradition of exploring the dark sides of power and personal responsibility, yet it is
distinguished by a more mature tonality and frankness in depicting the cruelty of the world and of
intimate relationships, making it as a new milestone in the development of Kemmerer’s genre
literature. The plot unfolds against the backdrop of a confrontation between two kingdoms — the
wealthy, agrarian Astranza and the harsh, militarized Incendar. The central plot-driving element is a
contrasting magic system: King Theodore’s weather magic, which ensures Astranza’s prosperity, is
juxtaposed with King Maddox’s destructive fire magic, associated with war and drought. This not
only shapes the political landscape, forcing the warring sides to seek an alliance in the face of a
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common threat, but also serves as a metaphor for the characters' internal conflicts, where creation and
destruction are inextricably linked. The character system is built around a triad of protagonists, each
concealing their true nature behind social masks. Princess Jory, striving to escape guardianship,
resorts to espionage; King Kai hides his authority under the guise of an ordinary soldier; and the hired
assassin Asher balances between loyalty to his childhood friend and professional duty (Kemmerer,
2025). The development of their relationships realizes the popular “enemies to lovers” trope,
complicated by elements of political marriage and secret conspiracies, where trust becomes the
scarcest resource, and every interaction may lead to either salvation or demise.

A distinctive feature of the novel's narrative structure is the employment of a polyphonic
narrative, wherein events are illuminated through the prism of three distinct points of view, reflected
in the chapter titles: “Princess”, “Warrior”, and “Assassin” This approach allows the author to
demonstrate the subjectivity of truth within a world of political intrigue; consequently, the reader is
afforded the unique opportunity to observe the same events from cardinally different positions:
through the lens of court etiquette and duty, military strategy and the burden of leadership, as well as
cynical pragmatism and survival at the bottom of society, which lends the narrative dimensionality
and psychological authenticity. The atmosphere of the work is formed by combining the intense
action inherent in spy novels with the emotional tension characteristic of romantic prose. Kemmerer
successfully alternates scenes of political suspense, where every word may constitute a verdict, with
moments of intimate closeness and vulnerability. The constant sense of threat looming over the
characters, stemming from both external enemies and internal demons, keeps the reader in a state of
tension, transforming a fantasy story about magic and kingdoms into an acute psychological drama
regarding the cost of survival and the weight of decisions made.

Thus, Brigid Kemmerer’s novel Warrior Princess Assassin represents a significant evolution
in her literary repertoire, seamlessly blending the conventions of high fantasy with the psychological
complexity of a political thriller. The author constructs a multifaceted narrative framework, structured
polyphonically, that allows readers to experience the plot through the distinct perspectives of 3
protagonists — a princess, a warrior, and an assassin. By contrasting their unique social backgrounds
and internal struggles against a backdrop of opposing magical systems, Kemmerer creates a highly
dynamic and emotionally tense environment. This intricate combination of continuous action, deep
emotional vulnerability, and constantly shifting narrative voices establishes a highly sophisticated
textual architecture. Consequently, such stylistic density and psychological depth present specific
challenges for translation, particularly necessitating a careful approach to reproducing the characters'
individualized linguistic registers and nuanced emotional states in the target language.

2.2. Translation challenges of modality and characters’ psychological state in texts with multiple
narrative perspectives

When translating literary texts from a foreign language into Ukrainian, numerous difficulties
frequently arise due to differences in the structures and functional rules of the languages involved in
the translation process. Numerous scholars argue that since literary translation must fully reproduce
the original text, such translation is impossible for purely linguistic reasons, to say nothing of the
difficulties in reproducing the unique creative style of a prominent poet or writer (Radchuk, 2008, p.
290). The translation of a fantasy text, such as Warrior Princess Assassin, is inevitably associated
with a series of challenges conditioned by the necessity of reproducing unique authorial world-
building by means of another language. The primary task is the adequate transfer of the realia of the
fictional universe, which form its cultural and social context and lack direct equivalents in the real
world (Tkachyk & Petruk, 2020, p. 171). It is critically important for the translator not only to select
accurate and euphonious equivalents in the Ukrainian language but also to preserve the connotative
nuances of these words, as they carry significant semantic weight for understanding the conflict
between the kingdoms and the characters' motivations.
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The problem of reproducing the idiostyle of each of the three narrators demands special
attention and mastery, as the novel’s polyphony requires a clear demarcation of their “voices” at the
lexical and syntactic levels. The language of Princess Jory, raised at court, is distinguished by
sophistication, complex syntactic constructions, and a certain restraint, reflecting her high social
status and education. Conversely, the speech of King Kai, while not devoid of royal dignity, gravitates
toward military laconicism, clarity, and the imperativeness inherent in a leader accustomed to issuing
orders on the battlefield and bearing responsibility for the lives of others. The third narrator, the
assassin Asher, employs coarser, uninhibited vocabulary, saturated with slang expressions, sarcasm,
and bitter irony, which serves as a marker of his difficult past and life at the “bottom” of society. The
translator’s task consists of preserving these stylistic distinctions in the Ukrainian translation,
rendering each character recognizable.

A significant stratum of translation challenges in working on the novel Warrior Princess
Assassin is related to the necessity of reproducing the complex psychological state of the characters,
the dynamics of combat scenes, and emotive-expressive vocabulary. The work's psychological depth,
revealed through internal monologues and the characters' reflections, requires the translator to
carefully select linguistic means to convey modality, doubts, and the protagonists' traumatic
experience in order to preserve the empathetic connection with the reader. In parallel, the
reproduction of action scenes and magical rituals requires precision in military terminology and the
preservation of a high narrative tempo, achieved through the rhythmic adaptation of syntactic
structures. A separate task is adapting profane vocabulary and descriptions of intimate scenes,
considering the book's age rating (“adult”). Accordingly, to achieve equivalence and adequacy in
translation, the translator must find a balance between preserving realism and adhering to the cultural
norms of the target audience. Romantic episodes also require a delicate approach, where it is
important to convey the sensuality and chemistry between characters while avoiding both excessive
physiological detail and artificial euphemisms.

The category of modality is a complex functional-semantic phenomenon that reflects the
relationship between the content of an utterance and reality, as well as the speaker's subjective
qualification of the reported information (Padalka, 2013, p. 134). In modern linguistics, this category
is traditionally differentiated into objective and subjective types. Objective modality represents an
obligatory feature of any sentence, demonstrating the correlation of the message with reality in terms
of its feasibility and temporal certainty (Voinalovych, 2013, p. 30). Conversely, subjective modality
expresses the speaker's personal attitude toward the utterance, encompassing a broad semantic
spectrum that ranges from doubt and uncertainty to various emotional reactions and logical
qualifications. The implementation of these modal meanings occurs across grammatical, lexical, and
intonational levels, forming a comprehensive system for reflecting on subjective and objective reality
within human consciousness and speech.

In the English language system, modal verbs occupy a dominant position among the means of
modality representation, functioning as a specific group of lexemes with unique semantic and
grammatical characteristics. These verbs convey the speaker's subjective attitude, expressing varying
degrees of certainty, doubt, or desirability of the action described in the sentence (Hertsovska, 2017,
p. 84). The semantic structure of modal verbs is notably complex due to their inherent polysemy,
which allows a single verbal sign to realize diametrically opposed shades of meaning depending on
the surrounding syntactic environment. Generally, linguistic scholarship divides the semantics of
modal verbs into two fundamental types — deontic and epistemic modality (Dribniuk, 2012, p. 595).
From a pragmatic perspective, modal verbs possess a distinct capacity to modify the illocutionary
force of an utterance, transforming it into an effective instrument for influencing the addressee and
implementing politeness strategies.

A widely recognized classification of modal verbs in Western linguistic tradition is
F. Palmer’s typology, which categorizes the English modal system into epistemic, evidential, deontic,
and dynamic modalities (Palmer, 2001). Epistemic modality enables the speaker to formulate
judgments regarding the factual status of an utterance, whereas evidential modality relies on
indicating the source of information. These two types collectively form propositional modality, which
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contains a volitional component and expresses the speaker's attitude toward the truth value of a
proposition. In contrast, deontic and dynamic modalities constitute event modality, which deals with
unactualized events that are considered potentially possible (Palmer, 2001, p. 8). Deontic modality
operates primarily with directives and obligations initiated by an external source, while dynamic
modality reflects the physical ability or volition originating from the subject itself, demonstrating a
lower degree of subjectivity compared to its deontic counterpart.

Applying this theoretical framework to the analyzed novel, it becomes evident that the author
utilizes these 4 specific types of modality to construct the psychological profiles of the 3 protagonists,
presenting significant challenges for adequate translation.

“I expect that the sight of my power now will remind Zer just how vulnerable her position is”
(Kemmerer, 2025, p. 5). — «l"adaro, 6uo mo€i cunu 3apasz Hazaoae i, skum XUCMKUM € it CMaHo8uyed
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 5).

“lI won’t believe Nikko is alive until 1 see him myself” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 7). — «...i He
nogipio, wo Hixko sicusuil, 0oku He nobauy tioeo Ha érachi oui» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 7).

The translation of epistemic and volitive modalities requires precise selection of target
language equivalents to accurately convey the character's internal convictions and complex cognitive
processes. In the source text, epistemic modality often marks the protagonist's strategic calculations
and assumptions regarding future events in a highly volatile political environment. For instance, the
use of the verb expect combined with the modal auxiliary will remind in the first example
demonstrates a high degree of certainty about the opponent's psychological reaction to a display of
magical dominance. We deliberately employ the introductory word 7'aoaro and the future tense verb
naeaoae, Which adequately preserves the epistemic meaning of high probability while sounding
perfectly natural and academically sound in the target language. In the second example, the phrase
won'’t believe illustrates volitive dynamic modality, emphasizing a stubborn, conscious refusal to
accept unverified information despite overwhelming emotional pressure. This deliberate internal
stance is successfully rendered through the categorical future tense form ue nosipro, highlighting the
character's profound distrust and relentless caution.

“I can’t block without the risk of setting her dress on fire...” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — « ne
Moy Orokysamu, e pusuxyiouu nionaaumu it cyknio...» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“I couldn’t help her either. Not really” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 24). — «A ne 3mozna donomozmu
i it. He no-cnpasacnvomy» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 24).

Dynamic modality, particularly its abilitive subcategory, is extensively utilized by the author
throughout the narrative to emphasize the characters' severe physical limitations and their resulting
psychological vulnerability during intense conflict situations. The negative modal construction can’t
block denotes a strict situational inability to perform a necessary defensive action due to severe
external constraints, specifically the immediate risk of causing fatal harm to an opponent. This crucial
structural element is translated using the direct Ukrainian equivalent ne moorcy 6noxkyseamu, which
accurately transfers the character's immediate tactical dilemma and profound internal restraint
without losing the original tension. Similarly, the past tense negative form couldn’t help reflects a
deep sense of helplessness and lingering guilt regarding a previous traumatic event that continues to
haunt the protagonist. The chosen Ukrainian rendering ne smoena oonomoemu effectively captures
the complete absence of any physical or circumstantial ability to alter the tragic situation. By
maintaining the explicit grammatical negation in the target language, we successfully replicate the
heavy emotional burden and acute failure.

“I should be relieved. | should be ecstatic” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 7). — «4 mae¢ 6u iouymu
nonecuienns. A mae o6u dymu 6 excmasi» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 7).

“I have to shove the regret away” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 8). — «I mywy gidicnamu yeti scanvy»
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 8).

Deontic modality frequently serves as a powerful linguistic instrument to depict profound
cognitive dissonance, illustrating the sharp, painful contrast between logical obligations and actual
emotional experiences. The repeated use of the modal construction should be accompanied by
adjectives denoting positive emotional states strongly indicates an expected, yet fundamentally
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absent, psychological reaction to newfound freedom and safety. The translation utilizes the compound
predicates mas 6u siouymu and mae 6u 6ymu, which effectively convey the unrealized obligation
dictated by pure logic, thereby highlighting the character's overwhelming internal emptiness and
lingering regret. Furthermore, the construction have to shove signifies a very strong internal necessity
to suppress unwanted emotional vulnerabilities in order to survive in a hostile environment. The target
language equivalent mywy sioienamu employs a categorical modal verb combined with a dynamic
infinitive, accurately replicating the forceful, almost violent mental effort required to constantly
maintain a strict stoic facade amidst intense psychological distress and ongoing political uncertainty
throughout the perilous journey ahead of the main heroes.

“You could have acted with honor. You could have kept your word and let him go”
(Kemmerer, 2025, p. 10). — «Tu miz 6uunumu winsixemno. Tu mic Oompumamu ciosa i 6ionycmumu
tioco» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 10).

“He made me yield without lifting a finger” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 20). — «Bin 3mycue mene
nocmynumucs, He éopyxuyewiu ti nanvyem» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 20).

The expression of severe moral judgment and aggressive reproach is predominantly realized
through complex modal structures referencing unfulfilled actions in the past. The author employs the
constructions could have acted and could have kept to formulate a direct accusation regarding the
opponent's failure to adhere to basic ethical standards despite possessing the explicit capability to do
so. This grammatical pattern simultaneously indicates physical ability and strict moral obligation,
creating a strong emotional impact fueled by deep anger and betrayal. In the translation, the
combination of the past tense modal verb wmie with perfective infinitives suunumu and oompumamu
perfectly mirrors the structural properties of the source text. Furthermore, dynamic modality
involving causation is evident in the phrase made me yield, which we rendered as suycus mene
nocmynumucs. This linguistic choice preserves the high emotional intensity of the princess's speech
and the assassin's realization of total powerlessness, demonstrating how the precise transference of
modal categories remains crucial for maintaining psychological depth consistently across all chapters.

The successful translation of a polyphonic novel requires meticulous attention to the stylistic
differentiation of the narrators, ensuring that each of the 3 protagonists retains their unique linguistic
identity. In the source material, Princess Jory’s speech is characterized by a refined, educated
vocabulary and complex syntactic structures that reflect her high social status and courtly upbringing.
Even in moments of extreme emotional distress, her language remains relatively formal and
structured, utilizing precise terminology to express her indignation. During the translation we faced
the task of preserving this elevated register in Ukrainian without making it sound artificial. For
example:

“I absolutely will not —” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 8). — «A kamezopuuno ne...» (Bohdan, 2026,
p. 8).

“You are a liar, ” she grates out. “You tricked him. You tricked us.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p.
6). — «Tu opexyn, — yioums 6ona kpizo 3y6u. — Tu 060ypus itoco. Tu 060ypus nac.» (Bohdan, 2026,
p. 6).

By employing words like kamezopuuno for absolutely and é6pexyn for liar, the translation
accurately captures her aristocratic indignation. Furthermore, her reliance on complete,
grammatically correct sentences during a physical altercation highlights her detachment from the
harsh realities of combat. The Ukrainian rendering maintains this polished syntax, demonstrating the
character's inherent royal dignity and her continuous attempt to assert authority through formal
linguistic means, which strictly contrasts with the speech patterns of the other narrators in the given
chapters.

“Dane will have his guards execute you.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — «/etin naxasce eapmi
cmpamumu meée.» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“I am committed to this alliance, ” I say. “So is my family.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 33). — «4
gio0ana ubomy coro3y, — kaxcy s. — Ak i mos poouna.» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 33).

Princess Jory’s attempts to wield political power and project confidence are frequently
manifested through definitive statements and formal declarations of intent or threat. When she
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attempts to intimidate her captor, she utilizes formal legal or political terminology, relying on the
established authority of her brother's kingdom rather than personal physical strength. The source
phrase execute you is translated using the precise equivalent cmpamumu mebe, which preserves the
cold, official nature of the royal decree she is invoking. Similarly, her declaration of diplomatic
loyalty employs the formal phrasing am committed to this alliance, which is adequately rendered as
siodana yvomy corosy. This choice of elevated vocabulary emphasizes her perception of herself as a
crucial political figure and a representative of the crown, rather than a mere hostage. We successfully
maintained this specific socio-linguistic marker, ensuring that the Ukrainian text reflects her
continuous reliance on courtly etiquette and formal statecraft. This strategy solidifies her distinct
narrative voice amidst the chaotic and violent events unfolding around the main characters during
their perilous journey.

“Sit, Princess.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 8). — «Cudimu, npunyeco.» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 8).

“Don’t move.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 8). — «He pyxamucs.» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 8).

In stark contrast to the princess, King Kai’s speech is defined by military laconicism, strict
imperativeness, and a complete absence of stylistic embellishment. As a seasoned warrior and a ruler
accustomed to absolute obedience from his subordinates, his communicative style relies almost
entirely on short, commanding sentences and direct action verbs. The translator must ensure that this
commanding presence is accurately reflected in the target language without adding unnecessary
emotional weight or polite softening. The short commands Sit and Don't move are translated using
the Ukrainian infinitive forms Cuoimu and He pyxamucs. This specific translation strategy is highly
effective, as the infinitive in Ukrainian military and authoritative discourse carries a stronger, more
impersonal imperative force than the standard imperative mood. It strips the command of any
interpersonal connection, reducing it to a pure, undeniable order. This linguistic choice perfectly
captures his dominant position in the scene and his pragmatic approach to conflict resolution,
establishing a clear boundary between his highly controlled, battle-hardened persona and the
emotional reactions of the others.

“Enough,” I say. “l need him to be able to talk. ” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 13). — «Jocumuv, —
Kaoicy 5. — Meni nompiono, wy06 in miz 2o6opumu.»

(Bohdan, 2026, p. 13). “Hold the border.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 31). — « Tpumamu xopoon. »
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 31).

The overarching theme of control within King Kai's narrative voice extends beyond immediate
physical commands to encompass broader strategic directives. His speech patterns consistently
demonstrate a focus on efficiency and the rapid processing of critical information in high-stress
situations. When intervening in a physical altercation among his subordinates, his language remains
concise and strictly functional. The phrase I need him to be able to talk lacks any emotional reaction
to the violence, focusing entirely on the practical utility of the prisoner for intelligence gathering. The
translation Meni nompiono, wob ein mic 2oéopumu preserves this cold, analytical modality.
Furthermore, his official military orders, such as Hold the border, translated as 7Tpumamu xopoown,
utilize the same strict infinitive structure mentioned previously, reinforcing his absolute authority
over his troops in combat scenarios. The Ukrainian text consistently utilizes unadorned, precise
terminology to mirror the source text's representation of a leader who suppresses personal feelings in
favor of tactical necessity. This rigorous adherence to a dry, authoritative register is essential for
psychological authenticity.

“Fuck you.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 8). — «Ta nimoe mu.» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 8). “You think
that’s a threat?” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 13). — «lymaew, uye nozposa?» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 13).

Narrator Asher introduces a radically different linguistic paradigm, characterized by heavy
use of colloguialisms, profanity, and a generally cynical tone. His speech serves as a direct reflection
of his traumatic past and his existence outside the boundaries of polite society. The translation of such
a distinct voice requires the careful selection of appropriate lower-register vocabulary in Ukrainian
to convey his rebellious nature and constant defensive aggression. The explicit insult Fuck you is
rendered as Ta niwios mu, Which adequately captures the dismissive and hostile intent without
resorting to the most extreme Ukrainian profanities, thereby maintaining the established adult rating
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while preserving the necessary roughness of his character. When he questions a threat with You think
that's a threat?, translated as /[ymacw, ye nocposza?, the omission of the personal pronoun in the
Ukrainian version adds a layer of conversational brevity and casual disrespect. These linguistic
markers consistently differentiate his chapters from the highly structured thoughts of the royalty,
emphasizing his fundamental role as a social outsider.

“I know you bought me from Dane, but I’m a little surprised you want my teeth anywhere
near your —” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 18). — «A s3uaio, mu kynuse mene ¢ [etina, are s mpoxu
30ue06anuil, wo mu xoueut, abu moi 3you 6yau decwv 6ins meoeo...» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 18).

“More than fair, my ass.” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 19). — «Yecnuii, diovka aucozo.» (Bohdan,
2026, p. 19).

A defining element of Asher's individual style is his continuous reliance on biting sarcasm
and bitter irony as coping mechanisms when faced with overwhelming physical or psychological
pressure. He frequently employs mockery to undermine the authority of his captors and mask his own
vulnerability. The phrase my ass in the expression More than fair, my ass is a classic marker of
colloquial disbelief and derision. We utilized the phrase diosxa aucozo, which perfectly encapsulates
the same level of colloquial resistance and sarcastic rejection of the king's statement. Furthermore,
his provocative commentary regarding his perceived purchase, utilizing the phrase I'm a little
surprised, translated as s mpoxu 30usosanuir, demonstrates his tendency to use feigned politeness to
deliver insults. The successful adaptation of these sarcastic elements is critical for accurately
reproducing his psychological state. By systematically applying these specific translation strategies
across the distinct narrative voices, we ensured that the complex polyphony of the original novel is
faithfully and dynamically recreated in the target language text.

Beyond the intricate stylistic differentiation of the narrators, we faced significant difficulties
when dealing with the intense pacing of combat sequences and the vivid depiction of the characters'
bodily and emotional responses. The novel is characterized by a high frequency of action-packed
scenes where physical violence intersects with profound psychological tension. Consequently, the
narrative rhythm frequently shifts from slow, deliberate introspection to rapid, fragmented
descriptions of immediate physical danger. Translating these dynamic shifts requires a masterful
command of syntactic structures and lexical choices in the target language to prevent the text from
becoming sluggish or losing its emotional impact. Furthermore, the authentic portrayal of these highly
stressful situations inevitably involves the use of coarse language and involuntary physiological
reactions, forcing us to constantly navigate the delicate boundary between raw realism and the
established cultural norms of the target audience. This complex interplay of speed, trauma, and
linguistic taboo necessitates our systematic application of varied translational strategies.

“I twist hard and get her hands trapped behind her back” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 13). — «4
poonro pizkuit gukpym i 3anomaromo i pyxku 3a cnunyy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 13).

“I grab hold of his armor, leap onto his shoulders, and get that chain around his neck”
(Kemmerer, 2025, p. 17). — «4 xanatocs 3a 11020 061a0yHOK, 3aCmMPUGYIO oMY HA nieyi U 3aKuoar
motl 1anyroe tiomy na wuroy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 17).

The reproduction of a high narrative pace during combat scenes heavily relies on the
appropriate transfer of dynamic verbs and short sentence structures. In the source text, the author
creates a sense of immediate, overwhelming danger by utilizing sequences of brief clauses that mimic
the rapid processing of information during a physical confrontation. The first example demonstrates
this technique through the consecutive use of active phrasing to describe King Ky's swift
neutralization of an attack. In our translation, we meticulously preserved this fast-paced syntax,
employing the equivalents pooairo piskuii suxkpym and zanomaroro. This approach effectively maintains
the rapid rhythm of the original sequence without artificial elongation. Similarly, the second example
illustrates a rapid succession of physical actions denoting Asher's aggressive response. By translating
grab hold, leap, and get as xanarocs, sacmpubyro, and saxuoaro, we successfully replicated the kinetic
energy and urgency of the protagonist's movements, ensuring that the target reader experiences the
exact same adrenaline-driven narrative velocity.
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“My branded shoulder is screaming at me, but I grit my teeth and try to ignore it” (Kemmerer,
2025, p. 17). — «Tasposane nieue pospusacmuocs 6i0 6oi0, aie s 3yinioio 3y0u 1l HAMA2AICsa He
seasxcamuy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 17).

“A sudden sweat slicks my back, some combination of pain and humiliation” (Kemmerer,
2025, p. 18). — «Cnuny panmom ekpueace nim — sixace cymiut 6010 ma npunudxcenns» (Bohdan, 2026,
p. 18).

“My breath almost catches” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 15). — «¥V mene 1edv nepexonnroe nooux»
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 15).

Another prominent feature of the novel is the explicit localization of psychological trauma
within the characters' physical bodies, necessitating our use of visceral vocabulary in translation. The
protagonists frequently experience intense emotional distress that manifests as involuntary
physiological reactions, blurring the line between emotional pain and physical suffering. In the first
example, the extreme agony of an old injury is expressed through the personification is screaming at
me, which conveys a strong somatic reaction. We chose the Ukrainian equivalent pospusacmuocs 6io
oonio 10 accurately capture the uncontrollable nature of this sensation, effectively rendering the
somatic manifestation of the character's physical scar. In the second and third examples, the impact
of stress is described through sudden sweating and breathing issues. We applied the phrases sxpusae
nim and nepexonitoe nooux, maintaining the sensory intensity. These precise lexical choices are vital
for conveying the profound psychological and physical damage sustained by the narrators during the
violent events.

“Fuck. I should’ve tied his boots together” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 14). — «/liovko. Tpeba 6y10
36's13amu womy u uepesuxuy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 14).

“Now you 're just being a pain in the ass” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 18). — «Tenep mu npocmo
ckaoka ¢ oyni» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 18).

The translation of profanity and harsh language presents a persistent challenge, demanding a
careful balance between preserving the gritty realism of the fantasy world and adhering to the cultural
norms of the target language audience. Characters frequently employ coarse lexical units as genuine
reactions to life-threatening situations or extreme frustration. In the first example, the common
expletive Fuck serves as the king's immediate, visceral response to a sudden tactical disadvantage
when a prisoner escapes. We opted for the equivalent Jiooxo, which significantly lowers the level of
vulgarity while successfully retaining the necessary emotional charge and conversational spontaneity.
The second example features a colloquial insult, utilizing the phrase pain in the ass to express
profound irritation and exhaustion. By selecting the Ukrainian idiom cxa6ka ¢ oyni, we provided a
strong, emotionally resonant equivalent that strictly avoids crossing the boundary into explicit
obscenity, thus preserving the pragmatic effect. This deliberate moderation ensures that the dialogue
remains highly expressive.

“She was trying to save your life, asshole” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 15). — «Bona namaeanacs
epsimysamu meoe xcumms, npudypky» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 15).

“Bleeding skies, Asher” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 18). — «Knami nebeca, Auwepe» (Bohdan, 2026,
p. 18).

The culmination of physical exertion and psychological breakdown is often portrayed through
scenes of intense verbal confrontation, requiring our careful lexical alignment in the target text. The
author frequently merges aggressive vocabulary with emotional stimuli to create an immersive
depiction of a character reaching their absolute limit. In the first example, the overwhelming anger
caused by perceived injustice is expressed with the insult asshole, which we translated using the
evocative equivalent npuoypxy. This choice perfectly encapsulates the internal chaos and the
character's complete disregard for royal authority. The second example illustrates an outburst of raw
aggravation, where the fictional curse Bleeding skies is rendered as Kusmi nebeca. The accompanying
emotional consequence of this vocalization is maintained through our precise translation of the
culturally specific swearing, emphasizing the sheer desperation of the moment. Together, these
strategies highlight the necessity of navigating the complex intersection of high-speed narrative
action, profound emotional turmoil, and linguistic taboos during translation.
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Thus, the comprehensive translation analysis of the selected chapters reveals that reproducing
modality and psychological states in a polyphonic text is a highly demanding process. The primary
difficulty lies in the necessity to maintain the distinct, individualized voices of the three main
characters while simultaneously conveying their complex internal struggles and dynamic interactions.
As our practical research demonstrated, dealing with epistemic and deontic modalities required a
meticulous selection of target language equivalents to reflect the characters' strategic thinking and
moral dilemmas. Furthermore, the successful adaptation of their emotional reactions, ranging from
the refined syntax of royal figures to the colloquial profanity of an assassin, heavily depended on our
ability to navigate lexical restrictions and stylistic registers. By carefully balancing grammatical
transformations with adequate lexical substitutions, we managed to preserve the original narrative
tension, kinetic energy of combat scenes, and profound psychological depth inherent to Brigid
Kemmerer's multifaceted fantasy universe.

2.3. Translation techniques and strategies used in the translation process

Having explored the stylistic and psychological dimensions of the protagonists' narrative
voices, we must now examine the specific translation techniques employed to recreate these
phenomena in the target language. In our practical translation process, we systematically relied on
the comprehensive classification proposed by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir (2002). Their
framework defines translation techniques as dynamic, functional procedures utilized to achieve text-
level equivalence. Specifically, to accurately convey the nuanced expressions of epistemic, deontic,
and dynamic modalities defining the characters’ emotional states, we heavily depended on a
combination of lexical and syntactic transformations. The most frequently applied procedures
included transposition, modulation, and linguistic amplification. These techniques were absolutely
indispensable when dealing with complex syntactic constructions that lacked direct, natural
equivalents in Ukrainian. By analyzing selected excerpts from our practical translation of the fantasy
novel, we will demonstrate how the strategic application of these three primary methods allowed us
to successfully navigate the fundamental structural differences between English and Ukrainian while
preserving the original modal meanings and psychological tension.

“I expect that the sight of my power now will remind her just how vulnerable her position is”’
(Kemmerer, 2025, p. 5). — «Iladaro, suo mocei cunu 3apas naeaoac i, AKUM XUCMKUM € il cmaHosuujes
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 5).

“I have a handful of flame, but she doesn’t care” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — «V mene 6 scmeni
nonym's, ane i 6aidyncey (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“I still have no idea what to believe about his killing orders” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 7). — «4
00ci He 3Halo, wo it dymamu npo tioeo nHaxazu eéousamuy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 7).

According to Molina and Hurtado Albir, modulation involves a change in the point of view,
focus, or cognitive category in relation to the source text. We found this technique particularly
effective for translating epistemic and volitive modalities, where literal translation would result in
unnatural phrasing. In the first example, the epistemic verb expect conveys a calculated assumption.
A direct translation would sound overly formal or misdirected in this context. Therefore, we applied
modulation to shift the focus to a mental assumption, utilizing the introductory word /"adaro. This
semantic shift perfectly preserves the character's internal certainty while sounding highly natural.
Similarly, in the second example, the dynamic modality indicating the princess's complete disregard
for danger is expressed through the active verbal phrase doesn't care. We translated this utilizing the
predicative adverb 6aiioyarce, completely shifting the grammatical category and perspective from an
active action to a state of being. This modulation accurately reflects her fearless psychological state
during the intense confrontation.

The application of modulation extended beyond single words to encompass complex modal
phrases that define a character's cognitive dissonance. In the third example, King Kai's profound
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internal confusion regarding the assassin's true motives is expressed through the idiomatic modal
construction have no idea what to believe. A word-for-word rendering would fail to capture the heavy
psychological burden of this realization. By employing modulation, we transformed the phrase into
He 3naro, wo 1 oymamu, SUbstituting the concept of believing with the continuous process of thinking.
This subtle cognitive shift allowed us to accurately convey the epistemic uncertainty tormenting the
protagonist. Throughout our translation process, modulation served as a crucial instrument for
adapting English modal concepts into the Ukrainian linguistic reality. Instead of forcing unnatural
syntactic structures upon the target text, we continuously altered the semantic focus, ensuring that the
characters' internal voices, their doubts, and their desperate decisions were represented with absolute
psychological authenticity and appropriate emotional resonance across all narrative chapters.

“She’s ready for it, because she’s got a hairpin in her other hand” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6).
— «Bomna 00 ybo20 2comosa, 60 6 Opyeiil pyyi y nei mnuabka 05 éonoccsy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“I can’t block without the risk of setting her dress on fire” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — «A ne
Mooy 6noKyeamu, He pusukylouu nionaaumu ii cyknio» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“Dane will have his guards execute you” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — «/etin nakasce sapmi
cmpamumu mebey (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“I need him to be able to talk” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 13). — «Meni nompiono, w06 6in miz
2osopumuy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 13).

Transposition, defined by Molina and Hurtado Albir as a change in grammatical category
without altering the core meaning, was extensively used to restructure English modal syntax. In the
first example, the dynamic indication of possession she's got a hairpin utilizes a verbal construction
typical of English syntax. We applied transposition to convert this into the prepositional phrase y nei
wnunvka, shifting the grammatical center and omitting the verb entirely to match Ukrainian syntactic
norms. The second example demonstrates a structural transposition addressing dynamic modality
combined with a negative condition. The English prepositional phrase featuring a gerund without the
risk of setting was transformed into a Ukrainian adverbial participle phrase ne pusuxyiouu nionarumu.
This grammatical shift from a noun-based construction to an active verbal form significantly
enhanced the narrative pacing of the combat scene. It allowed us to maintain the rapid flow of the
physical altercation while precisely communicating the strict situational limitations imposed upon the
king's defensive magical abilities.

Furthermore, transposition proved essential when translating complex modal predicates and
causative constructions. In the third example, Princess Jory issues a deontic threat using the causative
structure will have his guards execute. Since Ukrainian lacks a direct grammatical equivalent for this
specific causative form, we employed transposition, rendering it through the active verbs naxaorce
cmpamumu. This shift clearly preserves the authoritative modality and the strict hierarchy of power.
The fourth example illustrates a challenging syntactic structure where a modal verb is embedded
within an infinitive clause: need him to be able to talk. To accurately convey this intertwined deontic
and dynamic modality, we applied a complex structural transposition, converting the English
infinitive clause into a Ukrainian subordinate clause wo6 esin mie 2oéopumu. This profound
grammatical restructuring was strictly necessary to avoid a clunky, literal translation. Through
consistent application of transposition, we successfully adapted the rigid English modal syntax into
fluid, natural Ukrainian sentences without losing the original narrative tension.

“I won't believe Nikko is alive until I see him myself” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 7). — «...i ne
nosipro, wo Hixko scusuil, doxu He nobauy tioco na eénacui oui» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 7).

“I should be relieved” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 7). — «4 mae 6u eiouymu nonezuenmnsny
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 7).

“I'm trying not to hurt her” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — «s namaeaiocs ne 3aé0amu iii 60110»
(Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

Linguistic amplification, which involves adding linguistic elements to express information
that is merely implicit in the source text, was frequently utilized to clarify modal nuances. In the first
example, the emphatic pronoun myself reinforces the protagonist's volitive modality and absolute
distrust. To convey this strong emphasis in Ukrainian, we applied linguistic amplification, translating
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it as the idiomatic phrase na eracui owi. This addition intensifies the emotional weight of his
skepticism. The second example illustrates deontic modality expressed through the passive
construction should be relieved. To make this psychological state sound authentic in the target
language, we amplified the structure by introducing the active verb of perception, resulting in mas 6u
siouymu noneawennss. Similarly, in the third example, the dynamic intention not to hurt was translated
using the amplified collocation re sasoamu 6ono. By strategically expanding the lexical units, we
successfully explicated the characters' deeply rooted emotional intentions, ensuring that the target
audience fully comprehends the specific cognitive boundaries restraining the protagonists.

In summary, the translation of modality in a polyphonic fantasy novel demands a highly
flexible and analytical approach to both syntax and semantics. As our practical translation analysis
demonstrated, strict adherence to literal translation is fundamentally inadequate when dealing with
the intricate psychological landscapes constructed by Brigid Kemmerer. By utilizing L. Molina and
A. Hurtado Albir’s classification as our methodological foundation, we systematically applied
transposition, modulation, and linguistic amplification to resolve severe structural discrepancies
between the languages. Modulation allowed us to naturally shift the cognitive perspective of
epistemic and volitive expressions. Transposition provided the necessary tools to completely
restructure rigid English syntactic models into fluid, dynamic Ukrainian sentences, perfectly
preserving the rapid pace of combat and formal dialogues. Finally, linguistic amplification enabled
us to explicitly render the emotional depth implicitly hidden within the original modal verbs.
Together, these three translation techniques ensured the absolute preservation of the characters'
unique voices and their profound internal struggles throughout our target text.

Beyond grammatical restructuring, the translation of emotional and expressive vocabulary
demands careful strategic planning, particularly when reproducing conversational styles and slang.
The novel's polyphonic structure relies heavily on the distinct linguistic registers of the protagonists,
with Asher’s narrative perspective introducing a radically different paradigm characterized by
colloguialisms, cynicism, and profanity. This stark contrast is essential for his character development
and highlights his marginalized social status compared to the royalty. According to L. Molina and A.
Hurtado Albir, achieving functional equivalence in such contexts requires a delicate balance between
literal meaning and stylistic impact. To successfully render these emotionally charged lexical units
into Ukrainian without violating target language norms or losing the original text's raw energy, we
primarily employed strategies of generalization, particularization, and compensation. These
translation techniques allowed us to adapt the gritty realism of the source material while maintaining
an appropriate level of expressiveness, ensuring that the target text accurately reflects the intense
psychological pressure and conversational spontaneity inherent in the fantasy narrative.

“Fuck. I should 've tied his boots together” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 14). — «iosxo. Tpeba Oyno
36's13amu tiomy 1 wepesuxuy (Bohdan, 2026, p. 14).

“She was trying to save your life, asshole” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 15). — «Bona namaeanacs
spsimysamu meoe xcummsi, npudypky» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 15).

Generalization, defined as the use of a more neutral or broader term in the target language,
served as our primary strategy for handling profanity and severe insults. Direct equivalents of strong
English expletives often carry a significantly harsher pragmatic weight in Ukrainian, which could
potentially disrupt the intended aesthetic balance of the young adult fantasy genre. In the first
example, the sudden realization of a tactical error triggers the explicit interjection Fuck. To maintain
the emotional charge without violating cultural norms, we applied generalization, translating it as the
milder curse Jiovxo. This effectively conveys the character's profound frustration while lowering the
stylistic register to an acceptable level. Similarly, the second example features the direct insult
asshole, aimed at the king. We utilized the Ukrainian noun npuodypxy, which generalized the offensive
severity. This deliberate lexical moderation ensures that the intense anger is communicated clearly,
but prevents the dialogue from crossing the boundary into excessive vulgarity that might alienate the
target audience during highly emotional scenes.
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“He’s glowering at me. ‘Fuck you. ” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 8). — «Bin atomo enunae na mexe.
— Ta nimoe mu.» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 8).

“Bleeding skies, Asher ” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 18). — «Knami nebeca, Auwepe» (Bohdan, 2026,
p. 18).

The strategy of generalization was also instrumental in translating aggressive conversational
formulas and culturally specific fictional swearing. Asher frequently resorts to defiant phrases to
mask his vulnerability and reject authority. In the third example, the highly confrontational phrase
Fuck you is employed as a direct challenge. A literal rendering of this vulgarity would introduce an
inappropriate level of obscenity into the Ukrainian text. Consequently, we applied generalization,
adapting the expression into the conversational equivalent Ta niwios mu. This choice successfully
captures the hostile, dismissive intent of the original phrase while softening the lexical blow. The
fourth example demonstrates the translation of Bleeding skies, an author-created curse specific to the
novel's fantasy setting, uttered by the king in a moment of extreme exasperation. We generalized the
specific violent imagery of "bleeding™ into the broader, universally understood curse word Kusmi.
This technique allowed us to preserve the emotional outburst and conversational rhythm without
overcomplicating the target text with literal, yet pragmatically awkward, translations of fictional
profanity.

““You are a liar,” she grates out” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 6). — « ‘Tu 6pexyn,’ — yioums éona
kpizb 3y6uy» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 6).

“‘What did you do?’ the princess demands” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 9). — « ‘IlJo mu 3po6us?’ —
sumazae 6ionoeioi npunyeca» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 9).

Conversely, particularization, which involves using a more precise or concrete term in the
target text, was crucial for accurately reproducing emotional nuances embedded in reporting verbs.
English literature often relies on concise verbs to denote both the action of speaking and the
accompanying emotional state. In the fifth example, the anger and physical exertion of the princess
are described using the phrasal verb grates out. Since Ukrainian lacks a direct single-word equivalent
that conveys this specific acoustic and physical tension, we applied particularization, expanding the
concept into the descriptive phrase yioums 6ona xkpisw 3y6u. This accurately reconstructs the auditory
harshness and constrained fury of the original utterance. In the sixth example, the verb demands
indicates a strong, authoritative inquiry. We particularized this verb by translating it as the explicit
verbal phrase sumacae sionosioi. This semantic narrowing ensures that the target audience
completely grasps the princess's forceful attempt to reclaim control over the chaotic situation,
reinforcing the psychological authenticity of her specific aristocratic narrative voice.

“Well, this went poorly ” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 17). — «Tax, ye 6yr0 kencexo» (Bohdan, 2026,
p. 17).

“Yep” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 32). — «Aea» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 32).

“He’s too damn fast” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 10). — «Bin 3anaomo, 6 dica, wieuokuit» (Bohdan,
2026, p. 10).

Particularization also played a significant role in capturing the casual, unpolished nature of
colloquial speech, especially within internal monologues. In the seventh example, the narrator
summarizes a failed combat maneuver with the phrase went poorly. To maintain the conversational,
slightly ironic tone, we particularized the standard translation into the more colloquial Ukrainian
expression 6yno kencoro, Which perfectly fits the character's cynical worldview. The eighth example
features the extremely informal affirmative Yep, serving as a dismissive response to a serious
accusation. We translated this using the exact stylistic equivalent A2a, capturing the necessary brevity
and disrespect inherent in the original dialogue. Finally, in the ninth example, the emotional
intensifier damn is used to emphasize the opponent's speed. We applied a particularizing translation,
utilizing the phrase ¢ 6ica, which functions as a strong emotional amplifier in Ukrainian colloquial
syntax. These targeted lexical choices were vital for establishing a distinct conversational rhythm,
preventing the dialogue from sounding overly formal or artificial in the target language.

“Now you 're just being a pain in the ass” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 18). — «Tenep mu npocmo
ckaoka 6 oyni» (Bohdan, 2026, p. 18).
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“Chin up, Stripes” (Kemmerer, 2025, p. 29). — «Buwe noca, Cmyzacmuiry (Bohdan, 2026, p.
29).

Lastly, compensation was utilized to recreate stylistic effects and idiomatic expressions that
could not be translated directly without losing their pragmatic impact. Molina and Hurtado Albir
define this technique as introducing a source text element of information or stylistic effect elsewhere
in the target text. In the tenth example, the highly conversational idiom pain in the ass expresses
severe annoyance. To preserve this vivid imagery and low register, we compensated by utilizing the
established Ukrainian colloquial equivalent cka6xa ¢ oyni, which successfully mirrors the original
pragmatic intent and emotional frustration without sacrificing the natural flow of the dialogue. The
final example involves the sarcastic nickname Stripes, referencing the physical scars of the assassin.
We compensated for this morphological play by introducing the substantivized adjective Cuyeacmuii.
This translation perfectly retains the mocking, hostile tone of the soldier's remark. Through the
strategic implementation of compensation, we ensured that the unique stylistic coloring, sarcasm, and
interpersonal friction of the original text were seamlessly integrated into our translation.

To provide a comprehensive evaluation of the translation process, it is essential to conduct a
quantitative and qualitative analysis of the specific strategies implemented throughout the selected
chapters. The practical application of L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir’s methodology yielded a
diverse distribution of translational shifts, directly reflecting the dual nature of the novel's stylistic
challenges. As illustrated in detail within the statistical breakdown (see Annex B), the identified
transformations can be broadly categorized into two primary functional groups. The first group
addresses the structural and semantic discrepancies related to the category of modality, encompassing
both the objective reality and the subjective psychological states of the protagonists. This specific
category accounts for exactly 65% of all applied translational shifts in our research. The second group,
constituting the remaining 35% of the total transformations, focuses heavily on the pragmatic
adaptation of emotional, expressive, and conversational vocabulary. This statistical distribution
confirms that achieving functional equivalence requires continuous navigation between rigid
grammatical restructuring and flexible stylistic moderation.

Within the framework of modality translation, syntactic and semantic transformations
constituted the absolute majority of all applied techniques, underscoring the fundamental typological
differences between the English and Ukrainian languages. Transposition emerged as the most
frequently utilized procedure overall, accounting for a significant 32% of the analyzed examples. This
high frequency is primarily justified by the constant necessity to completely restructure English modal
predicates and complex infinitive clauses into natural Ukrainian sentences without disrupting the
rapid narrative pace. Modulation also demonstrated a substantial presence, making up 24% of the
statistical distribution, proving indispensable for translating epistemic and volitive modalities where
a direct literal transfer would distort the character's cognitive perspective. Furthermore, linguistic
amplification, while less frequent at 9%, played a critical role in explicating implicit emotional
intentions and physical limitations. Together, these three specific techniques formed the
methodological foundation for accurately reproducing the profound psychological dissonance and
strategic calculations defining the royal narrators throughout the demanding text.

The qualitative analysis of the expressive vocabulary translation reveals a distinct reliance on
pragmatic adaptation strategies, directly correlating with the necessity to maintain the novel's specific
target audience parameters. Generalization was predominantly applied, comprising 16% of the total
transformations, to manage the high frequency of profanity and coarse slang within the assassin's
narrative perspective. By substituting severe English expletives with milder Ukrainian
colloguialisms, we preserved the rebellious tone while adhering to strict cultural norms.
Particularization followed closely at 12%, proving vital for accurately capturing the intense emotional
nuances embedded in English reporting verbs and conversational descriptors by narrowing broad
semantic fields to precise Ukrainian equivalents. Lastly, the implementation of compensation, which
accounted for the remaining 7%, ensured that the bitter irony, sarcastic nicknames, and colloquial
idioms integral to the protagonists' interpersonal friction were not lost. This targeted stylistic
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adaptation guarantees that the target text retains the raw emotional energy and social contrasts of the
original material.

Thus, the practical translation analysis of the selected chapters from Brigid Kemmerer's novel
demonstrates that adequate reproduction of a polyphonic text necessitates a complex, multi-layered
methodological approach. Utilizing the classification proposed by L. Molina and A. Hurtado Albir
allowed for a systematic resolution of severe linguistic and stylistic challenges encountered during
our work. Our statistical and qualitative findings indicate that the translation of modality relies heavily
on structural transposition and semantic modulation to adapt rigid English constructions into fluid
Ukrainian syntax. Simultaneously, the exact preservation of the characters' highly individualized
voices — ranging from aristocratic formality to gritty street slang — demands the careful, deliberate
application of generalization, particularization, and compensation. By strategically balancing strict
grammatical precision with necessary pragmatic adaptation, we successfully recreated the intricate
psychological depth, dynamic combat sequences, and profound emotional conflicts defining the
original fantasy narrative, ensuring a highly immersive and authentic reading experience for the target
audience.
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CONCLUSIONS

This thesis involved translating selected chapters from the novel Warrior Princess Assassin
by Brigid Kemmerer, analyzing its literary features, and examining the translation techniques
employed throughout the process. Several key conclusions can be drawn from the research .

1. Warrior Princess Assassin stands as a complex blend of high fantasy and political
thriller, characterized by intense psychological depth and a uniquely contrasting magic system that
mirrors universal themes of creation and destruction. A defining feature of the novel is its
sophisticated polyphonic narrative structure, which divides the storyline among three distinct
protagonists: Jory, Kai, and Asher. This shifting perspective highlights the subjectivity of truth within
a politically volatile environment, allowing the author to contrast aristocratic courtly duties with
military pragmatism and the raw struggle for survival at the societal bottom. The stylistic density of
the source text-balancing continuous, high-stakes action with deep emotional vulnerability and a
compelling “enemies to lovers” romance-creates an immersive atmosphere where magical elements
deeply amplify human struggles. Consequently, translating this dynamic text requires a highly
meticulous approach to capture not only the political suspense but also the strictly individualized
linguistic registers and nuanced psychological states of each narrator without losing the novel's
original tension and emotional impact.

2. The primary challenge during the translation process lay in accurately reproducing the
characters' complex psychological states and their highly individualized narrative voices through the
linguistic category of modality. Jory’s aristocratic background dictated the use of elevated syntax and
epistemic modality to reflect her strategic, formal approach to conflict. Conversely, Kai’s military
laconicism was preserved through strict deontic and dynamic imperatives, stripping his dialogue of
emotional embellishment to reflect his unyielding authority. Asher’s perspective presented the
persistent challenge of translating cynical slang, requiring precise adaptation of volitive modality to
convey his rebellious nature and traumatic past. Furthermore, translating high-paced combat
sequences and visceral trauma required maintaining rapid narrative velocity through dynamic verbs
and precise somatic vocabulary. The accurate transference of these modal categories was critical in
depicting the profound cognitive dissonance between the protagonists' logical obligations and actual
emotional distress. Ultimately, maintaining these strict socio-linguistic markers ensured that the text
preserved the empathetic connection and gritty realism.

3. To resolve the severe structural discrepancies between English and Ukrainian, the
translation heavily relied on the methodological framework proposed by Molina and Hurtado Albir
to achieve text-level equivalence. For the translation of modality, syntactic and semantic
transformations were strictly essential, with transposition emerging as the most frequent technique
(32%) to restructure rigid English infinitive clauses into fluid Ukrainian syntax without disrupting
narrative pacing. Modulation (24%) proved indispensable for shifting cognitive perspectives
naturally, while linguistic amplification (9%) was effectively used to explicate implicit emotional
intentions. When addressing expressive vocabulary, pragmatic adaptation strategies were
systematically utilized to respect the fantasy genre's target audience. Generalization (16%) was
crucial for moderating profanity while preserving its emotional charge, whereas particularization
(12%) captured the exact semantic nuances of reporting verbs. Finally, compensation (7%) allowed
for the seamless integration of sarcastic nicknames and colloquial idioms. This strategic balance of
grammatical precision and stylistic adaptation successfully recreated the novel's intricate
psychological depth, emotional conflicts, and dynamic sequences.
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ABSTRACT

This translation project analyzes the Ukrainian translation of selected chapters from Brigid
Kemmerer’s novel Warrior Princess Assassin. The research focuses on the challenges posed by
translating a polyphonic narrative structure and accurately reproducing the characters' psychological
states across various modalities. The study employs the translation techniques proposed by L. Molina
and A. Hurtado Albir, which are central to rendering the distinct linguistic registers — ranging from
aristocratic formality to cynical slang — and the emotional intensity of the protagonists. Each
translation technique was carefully examined in terms of its effectiveness in maintaining the original
narrative tension, dynamic pacing, and creating an equivalent impact in the target language. The
analysis involved comparing both the source and target texts, with examples illustrating how
grammatical and stylistic transformations were applied to specific passages. The ultimate goal was to
identify the most suitable strategies for conveying the book's complex socio-political atmosphere and
psychological depth while preserving the integrity of the author’s multiple narrative perspectives.

Key words: translation analysis, polyphonic narrative, modality, psychological state,
translation techniques.

AHOTALIA

Le#t nmepexnananbKuil IPOEKT aHATI3y€e YKPATHChKUI Mepekiiag oOpaHuX pO3ALIIB 3 pOMaHy
bpimkin Kemmepep «Warrior Princess Assassiny. JlocmiKeHHS 30CepeKEHO Ha BHUKIMKAX,
NOB’S3aHUX 13 MEPeKJIaJoM MOJi(OHIYHOI HAPATUBHOI CTPYKTYpH Ta TOYHMM BiATBOPEHHSIM
TICUXOJIOTIYHOTO CTaHy MEPCOHAXIB 3a JOIMOMOTOI0 PI3HUX THUITIB MOAAIBLHOCTI. JIJIsi MPaKTHYHOTO
BTUIEHHS TEpeKiajy BUKOPUCTAaHI MepeKIajalbKi npuilomu, 3ampornoHoBaHi JI. MouiHoro Ta
A. Yprago Anp0ipoM, fiKi € IEHTpalbHUMHM JAJs aJ€KBAaTHOI Iepenadl BIAMIHHUX MOBJIEHHEBHX
PETiCTpiB — B1Jl apUCTOKPATUYHOT (hOPMANBHOCTI 10 IIUHIYHOTO CIEHTy — Ta eMOLiHOi Hampyru
nporaroHictiB. KoxeHn mpuiiom mnepekyiagy Oyjio peTenbHO MPOaHalIi30BaHO 3 TOYKU 30py HOro
e(peKTUBHOCTI y 30epeKeHHI OpUTiIHAIBbHOI HAPATUBHOI JMHAMIKH Ta CTBOPEHHI €KBIBAJICHTHOTO
BIUTMBY B TEKCTI MEpEKIIaay. Y Mpoleci aHadi3y MOpIBHIOBAIMCS BUXITHUN Ta MEPEKIaICHUN TEKCTH
3 MPUKJIAJAAMU, SIKI UTIOCTPYIOTh 3aCTOCYBaHHS I'paMaTHYHMX Ta CTUJIICTUYHMX TpaHchopMariil 1o
KOHKpPETHHX ypHUBKiB. OCHOBHOIO METOIO OyJIO BHM3HAYEHHS HAMKpalIuX CTpaTeriil Juist mepenadyi
CKJIQJIHOI COLIaJIbHO-TIOJMITUYHOI aTMochepu Ta ICHUXOJOTIYHOI TJIMOMHM KHUTH, 30epirarouu
LTICHICTh aBTOPCHKOT MHO’KWHHOI HAPATUBHOI MEPCIIEKTHUBH.

KurouoBi cioBa: auaniz nepexnady, MHOMCUHHUL HAPAMUS, MOOANbHICMb, NCUXOJIOCIUHUL
CMau, nepexnacaybKi mexHiKu.
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STYLISTIC AND MODAL MARKERS OF THE PROTAGONISTS' NARRATIVE VOICES

Linguistic
Feature

Princess Jory

King Kai

Asher

Dominant
Register

Elevated, formal,
aristocratic, heavily
reliant on courtly and
diplomatic terminology.

Military, laconic,
authoritative, completely
devoid of stylistic
embellishments or
politeness.

Colloquial, cynical,
rebellious, characterized
by the heavy use of slang

and profanity.

Typical
Modality
Types

Epistemic modality
(strategic assumptions,
calculations) and Deontic
modality (moral
obligations, unfulfilled
duties).

Dynamic modality (focus
on physical actions and
abilities) and Deontic
modality (strict,
unarguable directives).

Dynamic modality (focus
on physical limitations
and trauma) and Volitive
modality (stubborn
refusal, resistance).

Syntactic
Features

Complex sentences,
complete and correct
grammatical structures,
formal declarations even
during moments of
extreme physical distress.

Short paratactic
structures, direct action
verbs, impersonal
infinitive constructions
utilized for military
commands.

Fragmented sentences,
conversational brevity,
omission of personal
pronouns, frequent use of
rhetorical questions and
irony.

Textual
Examples

“I expect that the sight of
my power now will
remind her just how

vulnerable her position

is”
“You could have acted
with honor”

“I am committed to this

alliance”

“Sit, Princess”
“Hold the border”
“I need him to be able to
talk”

“I won't believe Nikko is
alive until I see him
myself”

“Fuck you”
“More than fair, my ass”
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APPENDIX B

FREQUENCY OF TRANSLATION TECHNIQUES APPLIED IN THE TEXT

- Compensation; 7%
Linguistic
Amplification; 9%

Transposition; 32%

Particularizatio
12%

Generalization; 16%

Modulation; 24%



