“Then why do vou always cancel on me? Marie doesn'c give up.

‘Becavse | also have my ducies,” Liam replies. Marie looks ar his chest, refusing o
meet his eve.,

I'm sorry, okav,” Marie stavs stubborn. Liam pulls his hand from hers and tiles
her head, I'm SOTTY, [ will see FOLL S00T) ::nnugh t'.nl-:'u.'?'

Marie Jooks at him and reluctantly nods. Liam lets go of her head and continues
dancing, He wasn't lying: he really misses their secrer dates. The moonlight pic-
nics, the midnighe horse rides,

She just isn't of noble blood. His father wouldn'e Fpprove and what his facher
says goes,

Liam would love to go againse his facher; it he could, he would. Three more
yers, he thinks, when [ am King, | will decide.

The music srops, and so does the dance. He bows and Marie curtsies. He looks ac
Royan and Eliza, 1o see Ryan bow, and Eliza Just stand there like she is 1'n}':||r_'..' her-
self.

‘Lizz, vou have to curtsy,” Marie says. Liam hadn't taken on the nickname him-
self.

‘Not the ball ver.” Eliza simply replics.

‘I am the prince and even [ bow’, Liam says trving to help Maric,

Eliza simply walks to Marie. ‘Please ger me our of this dress” Marie looks over
Eliza's shoulder at Ryan.

‘How did she do? she asks,

Royan nods. ‘Great, almost like she's done it before.

‘T'm a fast learner,” Eliza says withour looking back. Marie pulls her our of the
ballroom, Liam warches her go,

“What is next Rvan? he asks,

Training session,” Rvan replies. ‘Il erain with vou since Lizz is busy.' Liam nods
and walks our of the room,

Afver their warmup, they both grab swords and start working on chac

A few of Ryan’s blows hit so hard, Liam had o handle the sword with two hands
to block his hits. He is focused and skilled.

Liam would never admic ic, but he is berter than him.

He blocks ver anocher hlow, chis time he can’t hold it, He loses his balance and
Falls to the floor. Ryan offers him a hand, and he cakes ic

‘It is very different training wich vou than with Eliza,” Liam savs.

“h }':_‘:ll!'l? How? Rvan asks. “Does she ler yvou win? Liam ];u.:gl'ls. Eliza would ra-
thL'I.' Curve Ot h'.'T T ‘L':.'L"ﬁ thﬂl'l ]L'I: I'Iil'l.'l "u’ri Ih.
ly noc” They take cheir positions again.
*Am | berrer than her chen? Fovan asks in 2 cm'l-:_\' COMTC.
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‘Adso, no.' Liam replies. “You do insult me a lot less than she does!

Rvan laughs aloud.

Liam laughs along with him. *l once told her she didn't have to erain me because
| knew she hated me. She replied thar it was okay, and she needed an excuse 1o
pl_m-;l'l e :m:,"'.r.'a:_.'f

Drespite his laughter, Ryan manages o hlock Linm's blow.

‘That's one of her less detailed ones.” he says, *She once told me to shut up or she
would make me ear my own eveballs” Ryan laughs again,

t's quiet for a second after that, uneil Ryan speaks again, ‘Can [ ask vou something”

'OF course,” Liam replies.

Whart is going on with you and Marie? Rvan strikes, and because of his shock,
Liam forgets o block.

Whart are vou ralking about?

Rvan scofts, “You rL*:|||}' rhink 1 don’t norice? You don't get a lor n[":th‘:*p, youl al-
ways look ae her, and don't ery to fool me with that livtle notebook. We both know
ic's just full of drawings of her.”

He may have asked if he could ask a question, bur T'iE]'l[ now, he was ::hﬂl]::ng' ng
Liam.

They boch know evervrhing he said was rrue, and Liam knows he could go o his
tather abour ir.

That's why he steps closer to him and whispers, “Tell anvone and 1 will have vour
head.”

Il:.'un doesn's back down, ‘Felax, 1 wouldet do that oo Marie. She does deserve
berter than vou, though.

Liam steps back and sighs, *I know, but | don't have a choice!”

They get thmugh the rest of che rraining session without t::-l”-:ing.

Lizz

The noble Lord of Belim had been the viceim chig cime. His murder more brutal
than normal, with his eyes rolling over the floor, steips of his skin lyving all around
the room, and his ears missing, as well as a tew ot his fingers,

‘Dear Ares,” one of the King's men murters behind her. He .'ll'l.l.-':l_".-'.li insisted on her
taking some along. Why? She doesn't know.

Weak stomach? Lizz asks, half mockinglv. She looks over her shoulder. The
POOT man indeed looks like he's abour to chrow up.




You don't” he asks her.

She shrugs, You ger used o i,

‘Do vou need a long ime? the other man asks. He's a bit older chan the other
one and had come with her betore.

You gerting sick too? Lize asks sweetly.

‘Mone of the kills have been this brucal. i all she gers in reply.

Yeah, well,' Lizz looks down at the corpse. "Maybe she chought he deserved it

Why are vou so certain ics a she? the vounger one asks, sounding like he's abour
to throw up.

Tl explain tha lacer,’ Lize promises, “when | tell che King'

The carper is crusted with blood, The body is already in tull rigor mortis, bue ic
hasn't started o rot ver.

Thar gives Lizz a bit of a timeframe for when the murder could have happened.

!";l'll:" :ll‘lillifﬁ- l‘|‘|L‘ gira l'.l I:'I"F]'l T |.'|‘.'|.E AT |'II."T !'i]'l l'Il]lt]t"l.' :l.l'lﬂl TLLTIS :ITI.'I“”I:{ CCF I'|‘n:‘ =i,

1 have evervihing | need.” she declares. "Let’s go. She walks past them our of the
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