
 

A Promise Not To Die 
 
 
Faye waited for death. Or Gray. Whichever came first. The bloodpact was slowly killing 
them both. A year ago, they’d sliced their palms and exchanged blood in a vow. A vow 
to help Gray cross a deadly desert. They had yet to fulfill their bargain in full.  The 
bloodpact was sapping Faye’s memory… What hadn’t they completed? Now the pact 
was taking its final toll. Odaren waited at her side, watching the sky with a puzzled 
expression.  

“What’re we waiting for again?” He asked. 
“Gray,” Faye replied. “He’s coming.” 
“How do you know that?” 
“I don’t,” she answered honestly. “I’m simply hoping.” 
Odaren grumbled, kicking the dirt.  The courtyard was empty, save for a few 

gray-robed Neophytes walking the stone path that meandered through the yard.  Bits of 
magic sparked in their hands. “Hoping,” Odaren repeated. He stuck out his fat lower lip 
like a petulant child. “I don’t like it.  Don’t like just standing here.” 

“I’ve run out of cards. If there were something else I could do, believe me, I would 
do it.” Faye was suddenly light-headed, and she tilted on her feet, trying to remain 
upright. 

Odaren steadied her. “Are you all right?”  She lifted a brow at him. “Sorry. Dumb 
question.”  Odaren mopped at his forehead with an already damp cloth before tucking it 
in his vest pocket. “Can’t ever say the right thing.  Not when it counts, at least.” 

Odaren was a curious fellow.  Stout in stature, with a cannonball stomach and 
oily strands of hair that fell into his bulbous eyes, he wasn’t much to look at.  His round 
cheeks, grimy with dirt, were streaked with trails of sweat. He, too, looked ready to 
topple from exhaustion, but he stayed firmly by her side.  

When she had met him, he’d been a different man.  Back then, Odaren had 
attempted to lure her to the Shadow King’s lair to be killed. She had only gone because 
Halvos, the Shadow King, had something of hers.  The only thing that mattered. 
Leah—her sister.  Somehow, along the way, their relationship had changed.  Now, 
surprisingly, she depended on Odaren of all people. 

“Go already,” she told him.  “You’re no use here.” 
His face grew red. “I’m not going anywhere.” 
“Yes, you are.” 
“Where would I go? Besides, this is stupid. You’re just going to stand here in the 

open waiting for him?” 



“Yes,” she said, looking to the sky. “Yes, I am.” 
“You know he could be anywhere. For all we know—” Odaren swallowed his 

statement. It didn’t matter. She knew what he was going to say.  Gray most likely wasn’t 
in Farbs at all.  Why should he be?  That’s where her vision said he would be.  What if 
they were just delusions?  Fever-dreams brought about by her sickness. “I don’t get it. 
Why here?” Odaren pressed. 

Faye couldn’t explain it.  She just felt...pulled here somehow. She eyed Odaren. 
“What?  Why are you looking at me like that?” he asked. 
“Like what?” 
"Like you're debating whether to stick me with your dagger or give me a hug.” 
“You wish…on both accounts.  You reek of the sewers of Narim. I’d rather not get 

close enough for either.” 
Odaren didn’t point out that she was already leaning on him. Heavily. Instead, he 

groused, “Trust me, mistress. You aren’t a wafting rose yourself.” 
“You should go,” she ordered. “I may look bad, but the two of us together? We’re 

drawing eyes.”  Sure enough, across the barren courtyard, she spotted a pair of Devari. 
Unfortunately, they saw her too and turned to head towards her. “Go.” 

“Where?” 
“Find where Davian is hiding,” Faye ordered. “I was to meet him here a week 

ago.  If I survive this, I think it’s time we have that fated meeting.” 
Odaren’s teeth ground at the mention of Davian. “If you were to meet him in 

Farbs a week ago, why would he still be here?” He asked. 
Faye sighed. “He won’t leave.  Not yet, at least.  He needs me.” 
“What for?” 
Now Faye grinned, though even that took more energy than she could spare. 

“To build an army.” 
“An… army? For what purpose?” 
“Why else? To dominate the world."  Odaren stared at her, his mouth ajar.  When 

Odaren didn’t move, Faye planted her hands on her hips.  “Well? What’re you waiting 
for?” 

“Just don’t die, all right?” 
The corner of her mouth tightened, and despite herself, she felt a warmth in her 

chest.  “I’ll do my best.” 
Scrubbing his chin, Odaren sighed. "I’ll be back before you know it.” He waddled 

towards the warrens of Farbs and the city proper. The two approaching Devari changed 
course to follow the thief. 

As soon as she was alone, Faye staggered backwards and then fell.  Lying on 
her back, she stared up at the blue sky and the scattered, slow-moving clouds.  The 



blue turned to black as cloying darkness seeped into her vision from all sides.  Death 
was coming, and despite all her strength, now alone, Faye was afraid. 

“I’m sorry, Gray.  I tried.”  And she had. 
With that final thought, Faye closed her eyes. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Si’tu’ah 

 
Gray rode on the archwolf towards his salvation.  Towards Faye and the only way to 
stop the bloodpact. He leaned into Gaia’s fur, urging the flying magical wolf of light 
faster. Nothing could compare to the archwolf’s speed, yet he still feared it wasn’t 
enough.  

The city of Farbs, the Great Kingdom of Fire, appeared on the horizon.  Moments 
later, the city was in full view - a sprawling complex of adobe buildings and colorful 
awnings sitting in the heart of the baking Rehlias Desert.  Gray reached the city and 
flew over the walls and thousands of people. 

“Faye,” Gray uttered through clenched teeth. “I’m not going to die. Not yet.” He 
repeated this as a mantra as wind and sand stung his eyes. 

At last, he saw the tremendous black spires of the Citadel. 
The Citadel was the home of the Reavers, majestic threaders of the spark, as 

well as Devari, warriors who wielded the ki.  The last time Gray had visited the Citadel, 
Sithel and his dark Reavers had sunk their talons into the black spires.  Along with 
Darius, Ayva, and Zane, he had vanquished Sithel and his foul evil.  Now the city was a 
beacon of hope.  

She has to be here. Beneath him, Gaia beat her enormous golden wings, going 
faster.  Gray was dimly aware that crowds gasped as he passed above them. Men and 
women pointed, and guards shouted.  None of it mattered.  

Gray passed over the Citadel’s black walls, scanning fervently. Distantly, he 
watched archers nock arrows as he flew over ramparts.  Luckily, they stayed their hand. 
Gray circled the courtyards, pressing Gaia faster.  The darkness in his veins burned as 
if it sensed her and— 

In one of the farthest training courtyards on an empty field of dirt, he saw her. 
She lay on the ground, motionless. 

His heart stopped. 



Gray landed in a rush, dust puffing from Gaia’s wings, and fell to Faye’s side. 
She was bandaged, her black shirt torn, leather armor ripped.  Blood stained her 
clothes, but he couldn’t see any cuts or obvious wounds.  Beneath her skin, however, 
her veins pulsed with the same dark evil.  Terror filled him.  She couldn’t be dead.  They 
were tied.  If Faye died, so did he.  Gray lifted her gently. “Faye,” he called, “wake up. 
Please.  You can’t die.  Not yet.” 

Faye didn’t move. 
“No,” he seethed. Then, Gray delved inward.  Something in him pulsed with 

energy.  A churning vitality deep within, both spark and flow.  Then, with every ounce of 
his being, he willed the energy into her.  The nexus in his mind’s eye shrunk--some of 
his lifeforce ebbing, and he marveled as an orange mist left his mouth and flowed into 
Faye’s parted lips. 

Faye gasped.  Her eyes shot open, then squinted against the light. “Gray? I was 
having the most pleasant dream.” 

Elation filled him, and he couldn’t help but smile. “Oh really? Of what?” 
“Darkness.  Nothing.  Pure oblivion.” 
“Well, at least I know you’re the real Faye.” 
She finally seemed to see him, to take in what had just happened.  Gray was still 

holding her in his arms.  She was warm and...fragile. It was surprising. With all Faye’s 
boldness and tough exterior, she appeared impenetrable.  Now in his arms, all her 
thorns, that pretense that you would burn if you got too close, fell away. Her black shirt 
was torn. Flakes of blood were still drying on her cheek. She lifted a brow. “You can 
help me up now.” 

Gray cleared his throat and sat up, quickly helping her to her feet. 
Faye gave him a crooked smile.  “You look awful,” she said as she pulled her 

shirt closed.  “Really awful.” 
Gray groaned. “How sweet. You know I did just save your life.” 
Faye narrowed her eyes to curious slits. “What’d you do?” 
He wasn’t sure himself. “I don’t know, however you owe me.” 
“I’m not in the business of owing anyone anymore.” 
“What gratitude.” 
Faye shook her head with a small laugh.  A rare smile lit her beautiful face. “I 

can’t believe you made it. You’re actually here...” 
“I am.” 
“Unless…” Faye began, and her visage darkened. “You’re just another illusion, or 

I’m already dead.” She lunged forward, quick as a snake striking, and drew her dagger. 
She pressed it to his throat. Gray didn’t move an inch. Staring into his eyes, Faye let her 
dagger bite, just a little. Then she looked down and leapt back. A droplet of blood 
coated her small dagger, rolling down and falling to the dirt. 



It was Gray’s turn to smile. “A pinch would have worked just fine.” 
“I had to be sure,” Faye said, eyes tightening with mirth. “We’re going to live.” 
Gray frowned. “Not likely.”  
“Oh, don’t be so melodramatic.” 
Gray’s dizziness and nausea roared forth.  With it came fear. “Farhaven is 

carrying out the bloodpact, Faye. I can feel the last of my life slipping away,” he said, 
and looked to his arm, his muscles spasming with the inky essence beneath his skin. 
“We have to complete it.” 

“What’re we waiting for?” 
Gray shook his pounding head. “We’re missing something. My memories, why 

can’t I remember?” It felt like reaching into a well, certain for water and drawing an 
empty bucket. He ground his teeth in frustration, and then he saw Faye’s eyes filled with 
the same confliction. “It’s not just me, is it?” 

“No. I feel it too. Memories are slipping away.” Faye clenched her eyes. 
“Childhood memories are slower to fade, unfortunately. Recent events, however, are 
fading.” She looked around at her surroundings. “How did I get here? Why am I alone? I 
know I should remember, but I don’t.” 

The notion was terrifying. “What’s happening?” 
“Our memories are part of who we are.  The bloodpact’s draining our spark. Soon 

we’ll remember nothing.” 
“Will we get them back when the bloodpact is done?” 
Faye shook her head. “No idea. But we better try to remember and quickly. What 

can you recall of that day?” 
Gray strained to remember, closing his eyes. Little bits were flashing in his mind. 

Words. I will guide you.  He opened his eyes, shaking his head. “I made you promise to 
be our guide to Farbs.  You swore to keep us alive.  That was it.” 

“That’s right,” Faye looked at him as if remembering, “Then you left me for dead.” 
Gray snorted. “What a conveniently selective memory. How about before that? I 

pulled a shard of Dalic’s spear from your body. You would’ve died.  I saved you.”  He 
dredged the memories back, as if from a great depth. Now he remembered. He, with 
Kirin’s help, had withdrawn a fragment of metal from her body and closed a terrible 
wound.  Of course, the injury had occurred in a fight where Faye had nearly sacrificed 
herself—dueling an impossibly strong warrior named Dalic.  Faye’s injuries had left 
them slowed. Worse, her presence had been a wedge driving the rest of the group 
apart.  They had decided, though it was mostly Ayva’s idea, to leave her and continue 
their journey without her. “Besides, we left you with food,” he argued. 

“My my, what a benevolent deserter of a half-dead woman.” 



“Enough!” Gray said as his body trembled from the pain of his sickness, “All of 
this is a blur. Not to mention, rehashing old wounds is a waste of precious breaths. 
Breaths you and I are running out of.” 

Faye crossed her arms across her chest. “Fine. What now?” 
“I’m trying to remember. What did you and I promise but didn’t fulfill?” Gray 

growled. He hated the cloudiness of his thoughts, feeling like a film over his mind. 
Think! Was he losing his memories too quickly? The feeling was eerily familiar, knowing 
he had lost his memories before as Kirin. Not again, he pleaded. 

Gray looked up and realized the courtyard that was empty a moment ago was 
filling up quickly.  Neophytes had come to gaze, servants who had been walking the 
corridors peered from windows in the great keep that loomed over them, and some 
were pouring out to see them, though they kept their distance—standing at the bottom 
of the broad steps. “What do they want?” 

Faye sniffed.  “I don’t think it’s us they’re watching.” She gestured over his 
shoulder. 

The archwolf stood majestically.  She never wasn’t majestic.  Even just standing, 
Gaia seemed like royalty.  Divine even.  Gaia was twice the size of a draft horse, and 
her colossal muzzle and golden eyes were a sight to behold. Wings of pure light fanned 
out from her sides, wider than six men with arms outstretched. She was a legend come 
to life.  

Whispers from the swelling crowd rose until it was a hum, and still more 
gathered, watching the archwolf with fascination and ignoring both him and Faye.  Well, 
not ignoring him entirely. Several in the crowd muttered about them and Gray spotted 
others pointing fingers. 

“Great, we have an audience,” Faye said. 
As she spoke, Farbian guards streamed in from the gate behind them.  Ahead, 

he saw a group of Devari descend from the staircase that led from the keep.  Leading 
the Devari was a familiar face, and yet it slipped through his fingers.  The leader pointed 
angrily to Faye.  The guards and the Devari pushed through the crowds, storming 
forward, flanking Gray and Faye from both sides. 

Gray cursed.  They didn’t have time for this.  
Faye rolled her eyes.  
The Farbian guard shouted, “In the name of the Great Kingdom of Farbs, under 

the service of the Patriarch, we charge you to lay down your weapons and come with us 
peacefully.” 

Faye made no move to comply. “We’re having a conversation.  Don’t interrupt,” 
she snapped without turning. She turned to the Devari. “That goes for you too, Dimitri.” 

Dimitri… Yes, Gray thought. That was it. Dimitri’s brother, Nelwar, had died in the 
fight for the Citadel. Dimitri stepped forward.  “I’m not yours to command.” Then Dimitri 



called to the Farbian guards, “I recommend you back down, captain. This is none of 
your business.  This is a Citadel affair and Devari’s domain.”  Again, he looked pointedly 
at Faye.  “I can handle this one.” 

Oddly, Faye winced, looking sheepish. 
Gray spoke, “Don’t come any closer.  We—” Before he could say another word, 

Gray fell into a coughing fit, doubling over with violent dry hacks. Through coughs and 
tears, he saw the Farbian captain step closer—the captain’s gleaming white plate 
blinding Gray. The guard captain raised a red-tasseled spear.  “This one is an intruder. 
You may have dominion within these walls, Devari, but he passed first through our 
gates. All flying mounts must land in a rookery and pass inspection.  The Citadel rules 
at the will and whim of Farbs, not the other way around.  So unless you wish to oppose 
Farbian law, the boy answers to us first.” 

“My my, you’re popular,” Faye said to Gray with an arched brow. 
“Apparently,” he agreed under his breath, finally gaining control of his hacking fit. 

He wiped the spittle from his mouth, weakened but just glad it wasn’t blood.  “If these 
buffoons don’t leave us alone, we will die in some god-forsaken infirmary or guard post 
thanks to their valiant efforts.”  Again, the sickness rose, the nausea was unbearable. 
He retched, but there was nothing to sick up.  His stomach had been empty for what felt 
like weeks.  Instead, he fell to his knees dry-heaving, fingers digging into the sand as he 
coughed and sputtered. 

The crowd of onlookers began to whisper. 
“Death.”  
“He’s dying.” 
“What’s wrong with him?” 
“Sickness…” The last word was said fearfully, and Gray sensed a brittle tension 

in the air.  The crowds edged back. 
Dimtri watched behind his bushy, square-jawed beard.  Through the ki, Gray 

sensed sympathy from the Devari.  “I know the young man,” Dimitri said.  “He comes 
with us.  Besides, unless you’re blind, you must see that he’s at death’s door.  If you 
take him, he dies, and I see no good in questioning a corpse.  We, on the other hand, 
will take him to our healers.  Reaver Ethelwin will cure him.” 

“No—” Gray began, but again fell into a fit of coughs. 
The leader of the Farbian guards laughed scornfully.  “He isn’t just sick, that 

cough speaks of something foul and catching.  If he carries the plague, it’s Farbian 
business. Our business.  For the good of the kingdom, we will need to quarantine him 
until we know otherwise.” 

Dimitri snapped, “Throwing words around like that risks the lives of thousands to 
hysteria and mass panic. And I won’t say it again, you aren’t taking him.” 



The Farbian captain of the guard snorted. “Enough of this, take those two,” he 
ordered his men. 

Dimitri took a threatening step forward and the two Devari at his side, an older 
gray-haired man with a komai braid of silver and a young boy that couldn’t have been 
much more than sixteen summers, pulled their blades. “Another step and you’ll see the 
mettle of a Devari.”  

Gray had enough of grown men and their childish bickering.  He growled, lurched 
to his feet, and shouted, “You talk as if we aren’t here!  You don’t understand, either of 
you.  No one can heal us. No one. Not Ethelwin, not even Ezrah, and it is no plague! 
You must leave us be—” He stopped, mid-sentence. 

The guards eyed him with growing mistrust, their hands white-knuckled on their 
spears, vacillating between him and the three Devari.   At another time, he wouldn’t 
blame them, but carting him away was useless and would only be his demise. The 
Devari weren’t much better.  No Reaver was going to cure his rising sickness.  It was a 
darkness borne of Farhaven, something deeper and more powerful than any mortal’s 
magic, and could only be cured by satisfying his bloodpact. How in the seven hells 
could he convince them?  What he wouldn’t do for his grandfather Ezrah to arrive right 
now and make all this right.  He looked up to the dark keep, knowing his grandfather 
was in there, somewhere in that labyrinth of corridors. Then it dawned on him.  He didn’t 
need to convince them, or for Ezrah to appear, he just needed time.  

“Find Ezrah,” Gray declared.  “Tell him his grandson is here. I’ll remain here. But 
if you take us now, we’ll both be dead and you’ll answer to an Arbiter.” 

At this, Gaia strode forward.  The archwolf positioned herself between the Devari 
and the Farbian guard. Then she pawed the ground and fanned her wings in a dazzling 
display.  Gasps escaped the crowd as they backpedaled. 

Dimitri stared at Gray long and hard, then motioned to his brethren. “Find Ezrah.” 
At this, the younger Devari dashed away to do his bidding. Dimitri sheathed his sword 
and crossed his arms. “You have until he comes back.” 

Growling, the Farbian guard captain cursed and stalked back, leading his men to 
the Citadel bailey wall.  The wall ringed the dirt courtyard along with a few silverroot 
trees. From their shade, the guards watched, glowering from a distance and biding their 
time.  Meanwhile, the Devari stepped back, closer to the broad steps that led to the 
Citadel. Above, the black keep loomed, and Gray prayed Ezrah would find them soon. 

Gray had bought them a brief respite.  Now he needed to figure out what they 
were missing, despite his fading memory. What were they missing? He felt as if he 
could reach out and touch it, to grasp it. “You have to remember,” Gray said, gripping 
fistfuls of his hair in rising frustration. “Something, anything.” 

Faye sighed. “I can’t,” she said, falling to one knee. “Shame too, I always thought 
I’d die at the point of a sword, not like this…”  



Memories flashed in Gray’s head. 
Faye ran a finger along the smooth steel of her blade. Fondly, almost caressing. 

“I wish to teach you si’tu’ah. It is the sand tongue. In your language it means ‘The Way 
of the Sword.’”  

“Why?” he asked.  
“I enjoy a challenge, and a sparring partner is a rare thing for me. Back in Farbs, 

no one will play with me, and I miss the practice.” Something in the way she said the 
word “play” gave Gray pause to wonder how many of her “playmates” were still alive. 

“Si’tu’ah,” Gray said aloud. “That’s it… You never finished teaching me si’tu’ah.” 
Faye laughed, until her crazed laughter became a cackle, tears forming in her 

eyes and her body doubling over.  The crowd edged back, afraid of the diseased two, 
especially the woman with the maniacal laughter.  When she caught her breath, Faye 
spoke, “Farhaven has a sick sense of humor.” 

Still dubious of her sanity, Gray asked, “What’re you talking about?” 
“No use wasting any more time.  If I’m to teach you si’tu’ah, and considering most 

devote a lifetime to becoming a master, we best begin.”  With that, Faye withdrew her 
sword from its sheath on her back, directing it at him.  “Well? What’re you waiting for? A 
formal invitation? Where’s your blade?” 

Morrowil… Blade of wind. “It’s…” Gray shut his eyes, yet nothing came up.  The 
memory was gone. Guilt tore at his insides as he admitted, “I… I don’t remember.”  

“Relic or not, you need a sword.” 
“Any weapon will do?” 
She gave a nod. 
Gray motioned to Dimitri who was still watching.  “My friend, might I borrow your 

blade? I promise to return it in the same condition.” 
Dimitri hesitated, then glanced to the insignia on Gray’s wrist. “For a brother.” 
Brother.  Gray’s own gray cloak and the black insignia on his wrist were both 

symbols of a Devari, a warrior who can wield the ki, a power much like empathy.  He 
thanked Dimitri, took the blade and scabbard, strapped it to his waist, and returned to 
Faye. 

Gray pulled the Devari's blade from its sheath, arms shuddering with the effort.  
“Listen closely,” Faye began, and her voice took on a storytelling air.  She circled 

him as she spoke, rasping and grim, “Si’tu’ah is the path of the knowing warrior—not its 
literal translation mind you, that’s much different, but it’s readily accepted as its true 
meaning.  It’s known by other names as well: the way of the wise warrior, the clever 
champion, or cunning combatant—it all boils down to the same thing, a warrior who 
focuses not on strength of arms, but on wit and guile.”  She rubbed her brow as if trying 
to think of a place to begin.  “There are a million complexities I cannot begin to explain 
about the path.  I have neither the time, the knowledge like some masters, nor you the 



intelligence to comprehend them all.”  Gray grumbled.  Still, he bit back any retort, 
knowing now wasn’t the time. Faye continued, “Suffice it to say, there are rules to 
si’tu’ah. You must master the most important lesson. Do that, and perhaps we won’t 
die.” 

“How do I do that?” 
“You must recognize and show understanding of each rule without me explaining 

them to you. As your first lesson, explain to me why should I not just divulge si’tu’ah’s 
rules here and now?” 

“Being told something means nothing.  I would simply be repeating you.  Seeing 
it in action and understanding it through application is the only true way to learn.”  As he 
said the words, a bit of vitality returned to his leaden limbs. He felt as if he could stand 
straighter, breathe easier.  He wasn’t healed, not by a long shot.  Nevertheless, he felt 
as if he could fight, as if the words alone had unlocked something. 

Faye stood straighter too and looked baffled by his answer. “Yes… But how did 
you--” 

Gray shrugged.  And then… Mura. He remembered dueling with Mura on the 
waterfalls long ago. He smiled, glad for the memory. “Someone taught me that lesson a 
long time ago.  Is… that one rule down? Two to go?” 

Faye rolled her eyes. “That wasn’t a rule, just common sense.  Now I’m going to 
attack you.” 

Gray couldn’t use his power.  Each time he touched the flow, he felt drained. 
It was more than likely that simply touching the nexus would kill him. 
Faye’s blade swung far faster than he was expecting for her diminished strength, 

and he barely raised his sword in time to parry.  His arms trembled and knees quivered. 
Faye glanced at his legs with a knowing smile, and she kicked at his knee.  He moved 
it, but the movement caught him off balance and he stumbled and fell to the ground. 
“Get up,” Faye said sharply. 

He did. 
Again, she swept for his legs, this time with her sword.  The advantage was clear 

as the reach was longer.  This time, Gray saw it coming. He stabbed at her stomach. 
Faye pulled her strike. She sucked in a breath, dodging the tip of his sword by a fraction 
before smacking it aside. She added a little twist that gave her parry a jolt.  It almost 
sent his blade flying from his grip.  If he hadn’t let the blow propel his blade in a circle, 
he would have been disarmed. 

“You are far better than I remember,” Faye commended. 
Gray growled, trying not to be sick.  He ground his blade into the dirt to keep from 

collapsing. “I see what you’re doing.” 
“You do?” She asked. “Then enlighten me.” 
“You attacked my legs because they were my weak point.” 



“Very good, that’s the first and easiest lesson of si’tu’ah.  Find the opponent’s 
weakness and use it against them.” 

“Seems simple enough.” 
“Is it?” Faye said. “Tell me, then, what is my weakness?” 
He assessed her body.  “Um…” 
“No,” Faye said.  “Not my physical weakness.  I’m asking for something deeper. 

What is my weakness? My true weakness.  This is the real first rule of si’tu’ah, the true 
test.  Anyone can see a wound or a lame gait and call it a weakness. However, this rule 
goes much further than simple physical appearances.  One’s true weakness is on the 
inside.” 

Gray understood.  He felt his vision darken; his mind was cloudy, but he forced 
thoughts through the haze.  What was Faye’s greatest fault?  She was proud. No, that 
wasn’t it. Pride could lead to hubris or goading. Faye was too clever, skeptical, and 
stubborn for that.  Then what? Faye felt… dark.  He saw in her gaze a weight and 
sorrow so deep that it would break strong men.  Yet Faye wouldn’t give in to despair. 
She wasn’t naive like him either, he admitted reluctantly.  He saw flickers of hope in her, 
of the ability to overcome her past torments, but she wasn’t idealistic—never that. Then 
what? He grew frustrated.  She had no fault.  No… There was something he was 
missing.  Gray had a flashing memory of Faye amid the chaos that had been the final 
battle on the sands for the return of the Citadel, darkwalkers and Reavers against 
Reavers.  It had been chaos, but through the tumult and the fog he had seen her.  Face 
bloodied, her expression full of anguish—and in her hand she’d held a severed head. 
Darkeye’s head.  Darkeye had been something to her.  Something more than just a 
man. 

“Who was he to you?  Darkeye…” 
“Less than a man, more than a monster,” she said, and a sorrowful look came to 

her eyes.  “And my father.” 
Her father. Gray felt the fuzziness of his thoughts grow cloudier.  “You killed your 

own father.  Why?” 
She gave a mirthless smile.   “I had to,” she said, almost in resignation. Yet there 

was anger there too, still simmering just below the surface.  “My father intended to tear 
the fabric of this world apart.  He wished to rule, to crush all those who were weaker, 
and usher in an era of darkness as the Master of Shadows. And… he had something. 
Something precious to me.” 

What in the seven hells could be precious to Faye?  Not her own life clearly, but 
someone else's?  She had no friends, or none that he could imagine.  Faye viewed 
friendship… loosely.  “Tools to be used then tossed aside,” she said to him once. Then 
what?  “He--” He started. Then the bloodpact wrenched at him with sudden fierceness, 
an explosion of pain that blotted out all thought.  His vision dimmed, fading in and out. 



This was it.  He was going to die.  Gray staggered and fell to his knees.  On his arms, 
through his chest and higher up his neck, he felt the black poison spread, snaking 
towards his head. His thoughts grew so cloudy he could scarcely think. 

Across from him, Faye fell to her knees too.  He saw her eyes were pleading, 
hoping he could put the puzzle pieces together, but the pain.  Oh gods… It was too 
much.  The bloodpact was going to take them now.  This was it. 

His weakness. 
No.  He wouldn’t die yet.  He couldn’t.  He still had his friends to save. 
Gray forced his thoughts to work.  “He had someone precious to you.  Your 

mother?  A brother?” Faye, kneeling though wracked by pain, didn’t change.  “A sister.” 
There it was.  For the briefest moment, he saw anguish, guilt, and sorrow flash 

across her features.  He wouldn’t have seen it if he wasn’t looking, and maybe it was 
the ki, but it was clear.  He was right.  “Your sister, that’s your weakness. He used her 
against you, made you who you were. You mentioned how he was ruthless.  It was him, 
wasn’t it?  He taught you to kill, how to be a weapon, all while using your sister to make 
you do his bidding.  She’s your weakness.” 

At that, the pain abated—not fully, but some, and Gray gasped, taking a full 
breath for the first time in what felt like days.  The dim world gained color and clarity. He 
could see Faye more clearly.  “Congratulations,” she said, breathless from the pain. 
“You’ve learned the first lesson of si’tu’ah: exploit your opponent’s greatest weakness.” 

Gray looked down at his arms, hoping.  The black pulsing veins seemed less 
violent, as if they were shrinking.  Learning the lesson had diminished some of the 
poison in his body and his thoughts didn’t feel so sluggish, as if his memories didn’t feel 
like they were slipping away. It was the same feeling as before, though greater. His life 
was returning. “Did you know that would happen?” 

“Hoped,” she admitted, “but I wasn’t certain.  We’re not out of the woods yet, far 
from it.  It seems fairly obvious now: each rule will help complete the bloodpact until it’s 
no more.  It’s a good thing too, as you wouldn’t survive the next ones in your weakened 
state.  I fear the hardest trial is still to come.  This strength won’t last, not until we’re fully 
healed.” 

“Gray!” Dimtri called.  “Your body, look!” 
Then he saw what the Devari was pointing at, what the scattered onlookers 

watched in awe… an orange essence.  It was leeching from his bones like heat 
evaporating into the cold air.   The air was warm, yet this wasn’t heat, but life. It was his 
spark that of which all living beings were comprised—the thing that gave them life. 
Gray’s life was literally draining out of him.  

Faye’s eyes tracked the orange essence that floated away like steam from their 
bodies. “My, my…” she whispered.  From the crowds, the whispers and gasps grew. 



“It’s a little macabre, but quite beautiful, wouldn’t you say? We’ve been set on a timer. 
Now it truly begins.” 

The words should have inspired fear. Instead, for the first time in too long, he had 
a clear mind and purpose.  He pushed aside his pounding head, aching muscles, and 
sick stomach, and rose, shakily.  He saw Faye watching him until he stood over her and 
he extended his arm, a grim set to his features. Something in her gaze as she looked up 
at him… He had seen it before. He had seen it when she’d first looked at him long ago 
when he’d stood between her and Darius and fought without a moment’s hesitation, 
giving his all. 

“There you are,” she said with a strange smile, sounding nostalgic, “I see you’re 
back.” 

“I am,” Gray said simply.  “Let’s begin." 
Faye took his outstretched hand and rose to her feet with a smile.  

 
 


