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“Of course, sir. I understand.” Brofi carefully placed the 

phone in its cradle and looked over at his associate, sitting at a 

small table in the far corner, nervously tapping one foot.

“Well? What are our orders?”

“We’re to wait, for the time being,” Brofi replied tightly. 

“His Majesty is—displeased. He’s sent someone else to take 

over from here.”

Instantly, his associate’s foot went still. “Who?”

“Habrel.”

* * *

The next morning, Camden and Ivy dragged themselves 

out of their sleeping bags, blearily ate a quick breakfast, and 

then quietly took down the tent, packed up their belongings—

Camden doing his best not to let Ivy see the jumbled mess he’d 

made of his pack the day before—and set off through the trees 

at a brisk walk, much to Camden’s delight. He had been just 

sure Ivy was going to take off running at a dead sprint again, 

and he was going to have to either spend the day running as 

hard as he could to keep up or else watch her disappear into 

the woods and be left all alone.

Not that he would have blamed her if she had run off and 

left him behind. After all, yesterday hadn’t exactly been an 

ideal first day.

And yet, to his surprise, Ivy was in a good mood, too, 

considering the circumstances. She was annoyed that her 

pack was still in disarray from the previous day’s events, of 

course, (she’d simply been too tired repack it after everything 

B rofi 

stood at the 

window, the phone pressed ner-

vously to his ear as he stared at the 

darkened alley, on the edges of Bonfiel, 

far below. He hardly noticed his reflec-

tion in the glass, his nondescript suit 

nothing like the pale shirt and bright 

silken tie he’d worn two nights ago in the 

Abruzzian square.

“Yes, Your Majesty,” he said stiffly. “Pelimi 

has been—taken care of.”

He listened anxiously to the distant-sounding voice 

on the other end of the line, a knot slowly forming in his 

stomach.
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