Preface
. 
The strong waves pummeled the sand harshly, the cold water reaching her feet. Her eyes looked up for a moment, lying upon the reason she got up in the morning. Looking away from the water went back to the object she held in her hands. 

She fingered the weave of the hat, the colorful detail, the stitching that made it her mother’s. Sighing she placed the hat on her head and took a step into the wet gooey sand. Her bare foot always left an imprint that was to be washed away moments later, like everything else in her life. 

Nothing was special about today, really. She always came to the beach to mourn her mother. Today just happened to be the anniversary for her death, the day she handed her daughter a beautifully wrapped present with a delicate little tag that read ‘Amber.’ Amber kicked the sand lightly, annoyed that these thoughts always came back when she didn’t want them to. 
The thoughts that always made her stop and wish that her mother didn’t have to die on her birthday. That she had never made that visit to the garden to stop and pick those flowers, the ones that were meant for her. How the gardener had screamed so loudly that all of us inside could hear him, “No Madame, don’t eat that!” Those were the last words she heard before her mother dropped to the ground, her death caused by a cleverly placed berry. 

It was routine for her mother to stop at that same place in the morning, routine to pick those same roses that popped up every morning. It was routine for her mother to pick that same plant above the roses, the one with the blue berries. Somebody had given the gardeners the order of planting a different plant there, one with poisonous fruit. 
Nobody believed that though. The gardener said he planted the fruit there on his own and let himself be locked away and hung. The water splashed her feet gently as Amber continued to grip the hat. This hat was the last thing her mother ever gave her, the present for her thirteenth birthday four years ago. 

She knew who really ordered that gardener to plant those flowers, who should have been lynched by now. But as what was said before, nobody believed her. The vile murderer remained in the kingdom, laughing at this tragedy. But of course, who would possibly believe that such a beautiful and fragile woman could commit such a deed? 

Who would possibly accuse the Kings own sister of murdering his wife?
But of course, only Amber thought this, and no one else
. Her aunt knew how to manipulate men in a way nobody could really understand. Any male that was cursed with looking at that woman would fall in love with her instantly. Obviously the gardener had fallen for her and died knowing that he was hung to protect the woman he loved. 

Amber hated thinking this, for she knew that knowing this information was going to get her nowhere near avenging her mother’s death if she didn’t have any proof. It wouldn’t matter anyway – Velma would never be put away. 
Why was that? Because the blood that ran through her veins may be evil, but it was blue. And royalty was never accused of something so despicable. She herself could walk into the palace with a deadly sword and murder anybody she saw, leaving hundreds of witnesses. And for some reason nobody would report her because they knew if they did, they would be hung. 

Because blue-bloods would never do something like that. They were a pure people, a peaceful people, which was sometimes true. But there was always one person who never belonged, who wanted to see how much they could get away with. 

This outcast wanted to see if they could get away with murdering  their only true friend in this world, the one who blessed  them with this life. And they  got away with it. 

And that was because they
 were royalty. They were a people who could murder each other with no consequences whatsoever. So if Velma could do it, why couldn’t she?
Chapter One
Amber spat at the ground, angry for thinking such thoughts as much as she didn’t want to
. Taking off her hat she fingered its beautiful design as she looked up at the dreary sky. The clouds had completely masked the sun. 
Swinging her hat by her side, Amber began to walk home. The wind whipped her honey hair into her face 
Spitting out stray pieces of hair she scowled, hating that weather like this made her so sleepy. She yawned loudly, stretching her long arms high in the air. 
That was when the wind decided that it wanted her hat. Amber’s eyes widened as her most precious possession slipped from her fingers so easily in a matter of seconds. Spinning around she sprinted into the water, grabbing at the air. “No!” She cried, leaping as high as she could. The hat ignored her request and continued to fly farther and farther away. 

Amber continued to jump and run. The hat did various flips in the air, as if it was dancing. As if all this time they were together, it wanted to get away from her. The four years she’d treasured it, the one thing that made life worth living wanted to leave her.  

Amber fell into the water, letting the liquid slap her in the face mercilessly. She didn’t care. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she looked up at the sky, where the sun would be. “You couldn’t be content with taking just the sun, now could you?” she screamed at the sky. “Take my soul, if you may?” She yelled between sobs. “It doesn’t matter anyway. It’s just a stupid hat.” She mumbled to her self, dropping into the water face down. She dared to look up at the sky once more to watch it disappear into the clouds. Her hot tears mixed with the cold sea water as she flipped onto her back and lay there, staring at gray. Nothing but gray. 

Above that gray was the heavens, where her mother was. But after she died she wasn’t going to meet her there. To go there you’re soul had to be clean, and hers was gray. Nothing, nothing but gray.

*


*


*
Two boys walked along the beach, gripping each other’s hands. The smaller one skipped joyously as he stared up at the sky, a clear and beautiful blue. He ran ahead, skipping along the sand in a happy fashion. 
“May I ask why you are skipping, Edward?” the taller boy chuckled. Edward turned around and gave his brother a toothy smile. “What?” he frowned. Edward shrugged and laughed. 

“Don’t tell me you never have one of those days,” his eyes sparkled as he dropped into the sand. “You know, when you’re so happy to be alive?” His brother joined him in the sand and had his two hands carry his head as he lay down on the beach floor. 

“Not really, no.” He smirked. Edward rolled his eyes and got up, taking the other boy with him. 

“I saw something this morning wash up on the beach.” He explained. “I wanted to show you, Roy.” Roy looked at his brother quizzically. 

“What did you see?” he asked as he detached his hand from Edward’s. The small boy ran off, his brother right on his tail. 

“I looked out my window this morning, and I saw it over there.” He pointed ahead. “I took you out here in case it was some dangerous animal or something.” Roy laughed. 

“Of course – why else would you take me to the beach?” Edward ignored him and ran ahead towards an object that suddenly came into view. “Is that it?” he called curiously. Upon obtaining no answer he raced towards the object with his brother. 

Edward was already at the object, and was wearing it on his head. Roy stared at his brother and took the hat off of him disgustedly. “Do you have any idea where this hat could have come from?” he asked. Edward stuck his tongue out. 

Roy dusted off the pounds of gooey sand that had glued itself to the hat. “You want this?” he asked curiously. “It’s actually quite nice, despite all the crap.” 
He bent down and held the hat carefully in the water so the tide would clean it off. 

Edward examined the hat more carefully as all the gunk washed off, marveling at its amazing detail. Some of the thread embroidered into it was torn and had washed away, but all the words were completely readable. 

“It says… something.” He looked up at his brother expectantly, hoping he would read it to him. Roy removed that hat from the water and shook off the water hastily. “What’s it say?” he asked. 
Roy shushed him and tried to find the words his brother was talking about. 

Princess Amber 

Kingdom of Sangel
Happy Birthday, My dear 

“Oh.” Was all Roy could mouth. He cleared his throat and stood up, walking back to their house. His brother jumped around him excitedly and followed him. 

“What does it say?” he asked eagerly. Roy sighed and glared at the hat, twisting the doorknob as he entered the house. 

“We… ah… can’t keep the hat, Edward.” He smiled apologetically to his little sibling. Edward frowned and looked up sadly. 

“Why?”

“It belongs to some one else.” He explained. “And we should return it.” He told his brother nobly. Edward raised his eyebrow and stared at the pretty hat. “Sorry, Ed.” He apologized. 

Edward sighed and plopped onto a nearby couch. “It’s fine.” He mumbled.  Roy walked away from his brother made his way to the kitchen, where his mother was.
“Hey mom.” He greeted, sidling up to her. The woman looked at him, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “What are you making?” he asked. 

“Food.” She responded bluntly. Roy nodded, expecting no less from his mother. “Why?” he shrugged. 

“I don’t know.,” His mother gave him a curious look but said nothing. “So I need to go away for a while, have to return something…” he looked up at his mother, waiting for her response to cross her face.

“Return what?” she asked, noticing the hat he held. “That dirty thing?” She laughed. “Who would possibly want that back?” she asked. Roy glared at her.

“So can I go?” he asked as if she said nothing. His mother took her knife and chopped up some fruit and shoved it into a bowl. 

“Sure, Roy. Just be back before dark.” She told him. “Can you manage that?” Roy nodded and rolled his eyes.

“You act as if you don’t trust me mom.” He accused. His mother cut up some more fruit and put it into the same bowl. 
“I trust you.” She told him right before him right before he slipped out the door. She caught his eye as he left. “Just be back before dark.”  

The Kingdom of Sangel was where everybody he knew lived. It was quite a peaceful place, and there was usually no crime committed. That’s why those couple of years ago – when the queen died – everybody was so surprised. Anybody who was smarter than a toothpick knew that she was murdered by her step-sister, there was no question. 

But anybody who accused the step-sister was executed immediately. Did the princess even realize how evil her aunt really was? Roy shook his head. Everybody in the kingdom was always so blind to all the bad things their family was doing. They were all idiots, every single one of them. 
The path to the castle wasn’t actually far at all, and Roy lived relatively close to the palace. To walk there would take no more than two hours, and he could return home before dark. Maybe collect a reward from the princess, if she was generous enough… princesses usually are. Roy smiled at the thought of a reward as he clutched the hat tighter. 

Before he asked to see the princess he went over to a nearby shop to buy a small bag to hold the hat, so the guards wouldn’t simply see it and take it from him and he gets nothing. Dropping the hat into the bag Roy made his way to the large Kingdom. 

Eyeing the annoying large gargoyles at the top of the castle Roy approached two burly men standing at the front gate. ‘I’ll simply tell them that I came upon her hat at the beach and generously cleaned it off… reap my reward and be on my way.’ He told himself. 

“Excuse me.” He called as he approached the two guards. They both looked at him skeptically, wondering what he wanted. “I have something to give to the princess.” He told them. 

And that’s when everything happened way to fast. One guard pushed Roy to the ground while searching through his bag. The other guard held him firmly by both arms and led him inside as soon as the other man found the hat. “Some thieves are so stupid.” One guard commented.

“We haven’t had a good hanging in a while.” The other one said. “Finally we’ll have a good show to put on.” Both of them gave out their booming, masculine laughs. 
Roy’s head was spinning. Thief? Hanging? In a state of panic he looked at both guards repeatedly, not believing what was happening. “Whuh…” was all he could manage to get out. The taller guard, a handsome brunette man glared at him. 

“Shut up.” He sneered. Roy shut his mouth and looked at his surroundings. They were going down some stairs into a large, dark room. He recognized multiple cells built into the walls, all empty. 

“Let’s put him in the back one.” The other guard suggested. Roy was too dazed to even look at the man. His mind remained on the word he said before. Hanging. Hanging. 

Before he knew it he was being thrown onto the cold, wet floor in the back of the dark room. A single torch sat near the stairway, which were several yards away from him. ‘Breathe.’ He told himself. ‘Just breathe.’ He breathed deeply, trying to clear his thoughts. 
Okay. So he tried to return a hat, and now he was going to be hung. He gulped and backed away into the corner of the room, staring at the dirty gray bars that were so close to him. It was so dark that he could barely see what was in the room. He looked around, straining his eyes to make out the shape of the furniture. 
There was a plank of suspended wood, supported by two loose chains. Like hell he was going to sit on that. Looking around once more, he noticed that the bench was probably the only thing in the room, besides him. 

Clutching his stomach, he couldn’t control it from doing back flips. At that moment he felt like he was going to die. He laughed at that. That was ironic, really. He might as well get prepared for the inevitable. 

So the hat had been stolen, yes?  And he just happened to be at the wrong place at the wrong time. This sort of thing happened to so many other people. Who would know that he would be one of them? 

Roy held his head, groaning. His mind was racing and it was making his head ache. He leaned over and fell backwards onto the slimy floor and discovered the more he thought about it the harder it was to remember to breath. ‘So don’t think about it.’ He told himself. 
A tear escaped his eye. Lose his life, might as well lose his manhood. Its so amazing how in a split second you realize the most horrible thing that could ever have graced your mind: ‘I’m going to die.’ 

*


*


*
The color from Amber’s face drained as soon as she heard the good news.
 After taking a deep breath she held her head for a moment, staring at the two men who stood before her. “You found the thief?” was what she was able to squeak out. 

Both guards nodded eagerly. “Trying to reap a reward for stealing your hat.” One of them laughed. “As soon as he said he had something to give you we were all over him.” He gave the princess a toothy smile. 

Amber dropped down onto her silky pink couch. “Shut up, Lyle.” She spat. Lyle shut up. “So he just came here with the hat and asked to see me?” ‘He must have seen the embroidery in the hat and came to return it.’ She looked up at both of the guards. 

How could she tell them that she totally made up the thief story just to protect her image? She clenched the hat in her hands, her knuckles turning just as white as her face. “Well, I’m glad the thief was caught.” She forced herself to say. “He’s down in the cells right now?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am.” The other one told her. “But we wouldn’t want you to go down there – be in the presence of such scum.” He told her. Amber glared at both of them as she got up and left the room.
“Nobody likes a hypocrite.” She spat as she left them, making her way down the long, flawless stairs that were decorated by a spotless white rug. The high ceilings of her home towered above her, the greatest artists having painted on them. 

Striding through her home Amber ignored the stares and surprised expressions as she approached the dungeon doors. She had so set this right and talk to the prisoner and tell him that he had nothing to worry about, that he wasn’t going to die. 
As she opened the heavy wooden doors Amber took the torch off the wall and wandered further down the hall of cell blocks. Her eyes lay upon the last one, containing the boy who so graciously returned her hat. 

Amber lifted her dress to avoid having it drag along the slimy floor. Pulling up a nearby chair she faced the only cell that held a prisoner. She looked up into his eyes and greeted him. “Hi.” 

Chapter Two 

Roy looked up at the beautiful girl sitting before him. Immediately recognizing her long, flowing yellow dress he identified her as the reason he was in a cage. “As soon as I heard you were down here I went to come see you.” She told him. 

The boy placed his hand on the wet wall and lifted himself up, making his way over to the front of the cell. When he was as close as possible to the princess he dropped onto the floor. “I didn’t steal your hat.” Were the first words that came out of his mouth. 
Amber smiled at him guiltily. “I know.” She whispered quietly. Roy raised his eyebrows. 

“You know? Then why am I still in here?” he demanded. Amber looked away from the boy. God, he’s striking. She thought miserably. “Please look at me.” He pleaded. “I was simply trying to return to you something that was clearly very important.” 

Frowning, Amber got up from her chair and clutched the greasy bars that kept him in the cage. “I know.” She told him once more. Roy was clearly confused. 

“Why am I in here then? Did I do something to offend you?” he asked. “If you know I shouldn’t be in here, why am I in here?” She took a deep sigh and turned around. 

“I told everybody that the hat was stolen so when I came home crying, I wouldn’t look pathetic. If I had told them the hat was simply picked up by the wind, nobody would understand the reason for my sadness and every body would lose their respect for me.” 

Roy narrowed his eyes at the young girl. “So I’m going to die because you don’t want them to lose their respect for you?” he asked angrily.

“Yes.” She admitted. “But, I promise you… ah…”
“Roy.” He told her.

“I promise you Roy, you will not die here. I’ll do everything in my power to set you free.” 

“So you’re going to tell everybody the truth?” he asked hopefully. 

“No.I’ll just say that they’ve got the wrong guy.” 

 Roy frowned
*


*


*

“So you guys have the wrong man.” Amber explained to the two guards. “I remember the thief was much shorter, and I got a very good look at his face. Roy is innocent.” Lyle snorted. 

“This criminal has a name?” he laughed. Amber glared daggers at the guard. Lyle stopped laughing, “Look, there hasn’t been a good hanging in a while and everybody is looking forward to it.”

“Murdering innocent men shouldn’t be entertainment.” Amber growled. 

“It’s been like that for years. You can’t change anything, sweetheart.” He touched her arm gently and Amber jerked it away. 

“Where’s Brent?” she asked. Hurt crossed Lyle’s face as he pointed at the door to the next room. Amber hovered over to the door and yanked it open. Brent immediately stood up from his chair as she entered the room. “Brent.” she called as she strode over to him, touching his arm gently. “The boy in the cells,” she began, “He doesn’t belong there. We must let him go.” She told him in a soothing voice. 
Brent looked at Amber and shook his head. “No.” Amber growled. 

“Why?” she asked. Brent shrugged. 

“Because I said so.” He smirked. “Now shoo.” Amber couldn’t believe her ears. 
“Oh, so I’m a dog now?” she glared. Brent held is hands up in defense. 

“I never said that.” 

Amber ignored him. “Lyle was right – we haven’t had a good lynching in a while. Maybe instead of Roy we could hang you instead!” and with those words Amber turned her heel and left the room. 

She didn’t know why she had this burning desire to set Roy free. She barely knew the, 
but her guilt was getting the best of her. Her mother died while doing something nice for her. This situation was the exact same thing. Amber didn’t want anymore murders to be because of her; so she can’t let Roy die.

She won’t let Roy die. 

Before she knew it Amber was already slamming the door to her room. She would have to tell Roy that her plan failed and that he was still stuck down there. She shivered as she flew herself onto her bed, burying her face in the pillow. The guilt was eating her alive, tearing her apart little by little. 
Amber tried to ignore this and concentrated on getting herself to sleep. She closed her eyes and rolled over on her side and began to snore softly. 
The next morning Amber hopped out of bed and slid down the staircase and went straight to the dungeon. Roy was still there, sitting in the corner of the last cell. “Hey.” She greeted as she pulled up a chair. Roy looked up and smiled at her. 

“Am I being set free?” he asked in the same hopeful voice he had yesterday. Amber took a deep breath. 

“No.” she answered. His face fell. “But that doesn’t mean anything, because you are getting out of here.” He sighed and sat down once again on the hard floor, gazing into the eyes of the princess. 

“How is your father?” he asked, trying to be casual. Amber shrugged.

“He’s fine, I suppose. All he does is sit around all day and shout out orders. He’s a relatively boring man.” Roy laughed lightly and Amber smiled. 

“Do you like your father?” he asked. 

Amber shrugged once more. “He’s okay, once you get to know him. I mean, he loves me with all his heart and junk but we never get to spend time together.”

“That’s sad.”

“It is.” Silence interrupted their conversation for a couple of moments. “What about your father?” Roy yawned as he clung to the greasy bar.

“He travels. He should come back in a couple of months, like he told us.” He explained. “My father takes a lot of interest in his work.” Amber nodded. 

“So does mine, as you can see.” She looked into his eyes and saw a faint sparkle. 

“Heaven forbid, I suppose we are a bit similar, aren’t we Amber?” he grinned.

Amber laughed. “Why is that so hard to believe?” she smiled. “It’s not like I’m perfect. I have my own flaws, you know.” Roy shrugged. 

“Everybody always talks about how beautiful and generous you are.” He told her. “I would have never dreamed you would have any flaws.” 

Was he serious? Did he actually think she was perfect in any way, shape or form? “You think I’m beautiful and generous?” was all she could think to say. Roy was taken aback by the question. 

“Ahh… Well…” he scratched the back of his head, blood rushing up to his cheeks.  “You, er, are very pretty.” He looked down at the floor, refusing to say anymore. Amber laughed, fingering her pajamas. The silk gently ran through her fingers as she questioned the boy yet again. 

“You live with your mother, yes?” she asked. Roy nodded. “I bet she is just as pretty as I am.” After she said that Roy mumbled something incomprehensible in response. “Pardon?” 

The boy’s face was already red enough and he let go of the bars. “So what’s the deal with getting me out of here?” he finally said.
“I’m trying my best.” She told him. “I’m going to have to bend a few straws, though. A lot of people are looking forward to your hanging.” She laughed. 

All the color in Roy’s face suddenly disappeared as soon as she said those words. His bottom lip quivered and he looked away. “Sorry.” He mumbled, barely audible. Amber immediately regretted saying that. 

“You know I’m never going to let that happen, Roy!” she promised. “You are on the absolute top of my list of things to do.” Her prisoner looked back at her with pleading eyes. 

“You promise?” he asked. Amber nodded as he looked around curiously. “How come when ever you come in here there are no guards?” he asked. 
Amber chuckled. “There are no guards down here in the day time.” She rolled her eyes as if that statement were so blatantly obvious. “What would be the point? There’s only one prisoner.” Roy’s eyes shifted towards the ground. 

“If you want I could have them come here tomorrow so you could have some company.” She smiled. Roy gave her a weak smile back. 

“No thank you, Amber. I’d rather have you as company every day rather than those two filthy idiots.” He told her with distaste as he muttered those last couple of words. 

The pretty girl burst out laughing. “You just made my day.” Roy smiled at her, his eyes sparkling. 

“You’re not fond of them?” he asked. Amber shook her head. 

“No – as you said, they’re complete imbeciles. I would give anything to have them in here instead of you.” Roy sighed. 

“That would be nice.” Amber smiled as a loud ringing burst though the castle. “I have to go to breakfast.” She reached inside the cage and gently squeezed his hand. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

*


*


*
Roy slept in his corner, as usual. A couple of hours ago the guards let him out for his restroom break (the closest thing Amber could get him to being free) and now he was to be snoring peacefully in his dirty little cell.

But he couldn’t sleep. Those guards wouldn’t shut up. 

Brent and Lyle stood a couple yards away from him, discussing things Roy didn’t care enough to listen to. Yawning quietly he shifted himself to lye down on the slimy floor, but that did nothing for him. Most nights here he usually didn’t get a wink of sleep. 

“Which one are you going to use during breakfast?” he heard a voice mumble. 

“She said it didn’t really matter – they’re all lethal. He’ll drop dead as soon as it hits his tongue.” Was the other voices response. 

“You should use the clear one so he doesn’t get suspicious. You don’t want him to wonder why his drink is blue.” 

“It could be some sort of a blueberry.” 

“Like the one that killed his wife?” he chuckled. Roy’s eyes were wide open as he eavesdropped on the conversation. Who are they going to kill? Why are they going to kill him? “Maybe I should do the pouring Lyle; you’re always too tired in the morning anyway. You’ll probably pour the poison on his head.” 

Lyle growled. “Velma is giving me a lot in return if I do this for her.” 

“What ever you say. I just don’t think she should have trusted you with the job.” He could imagine Brent smirking. “Why couldn’t Velma just kill her brother herself, anyway? He trusts her more than anyone else.”

Velma. Amber mentioned before that she was the aunt she hated. Velma was her father’s sister.  

And Amber’s father was the king.

And the King was who they were talking about – who was going to be murdered tomorrow
. 

This was not good.

*


*


*

As usual Amber skipped down the long, cascading stairs and headed towards the dungeon. The people who surrounded her stared at her curiously and she entered the darkest place in the kingdom. 

Roy jolted out of his corner as soon as he heard the large door creak open. “Amber?” he asked anxiously. Amber emerged from the darkness, clutching a brightly lit torch. 

“Hey.” She greeted. “How was your sleep?” Roy shook his head, waving away the question. 

“Amber, they’re going to murder your father.” He told her, getting right to the point. The princess stared at him for a moment and cocked her head, her shiny blonde hair falling over her shoulders. 

“What?” she asked confused. Roy reached out of his cage and grabbed the young girl’s collar, bringing her closer to his face. 

“Lyle and Brent – the guards that were here last night – were talking about how they were going to murder your father at breakfast. They’re going to put something in his drink, something lethal, and as soon as he drinks it he’s going to die.”

Amber gazed at him for a moment, processing this information. “… Huh?” She raised her thumb to her mouth, biting her nail. “Lyle and Brent love my father. Why would they murder him?” she frowned. 

Roy shook his head furiously. “Does it matter?” he shouted. “If you don’t get to him in time the king is going to drop dead! What time is breakfast?” As if on cue the bell rang though out the castle and Amber sprinted out of the room. 

Running through the Foyer she raced into the kitchen and shoved open the doors into the dining room. Brent and Lyle were there as Roy said, serving the drinks. 

Lyle smirked as he placed the King’s drink next to him, watching the King raise his eyebrow. “You know I don’t enjoy changes, Lyle. There should be no reason my drink is blue in color.” 

Lyle nodded. “I know sir, but this is a new flavor. You should most certainly try it.” His eye sparkled as the king eyed the glass and brought it to his lips.

Amber tackled her father, the drink flying from his hand and spilling all over the rug. “Look what you did, Amber!” Her father scolded. “Maria!” A young woman was at his side in an instant. “Clean up this mess.” 

“Wait.” Amber told Maria sternly, motioning towards the family cat. The fluffy animal licked the blue liquid curiously and suddenly became very still, collapsing onto the rug. Everybody stared at the cat and then at the king and then at the blue liquid. 

“I…” he started. Amber watched her father stutter. “I… but… it… Amber?” Amber shook his head. 

“I didn’t save your life, Dad. It was the boy down in the dungeon. He overheard Lyle and Brent discussing their plans to end your life.” And like with Roy, everything happened in a matter of seconds. Brent and Lyle were seized by several other guards and the rest of them went to the dungeon to fetch Roy. 

Never in her life had she broken a promise. 

And she wasn’t about to break one today. 

� Change, not a great starting sentance


�Yes, we  KNOW that no one believed her. You don’t have to keep repeating it.


�Don’t use “they” so much, please.


� Rework to sound better.


� Would medieval people say crap?


� Color draing happens when something  BAD happens


� The what?


� This whole paragraph seems a bit awkward.





