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Arrivals 

By K. M. Shea 
This short is actually the first scene of Snow Queen: Sacrifice, but instead of being told from 

Farrin’s Point of View, it is told from Tenebris Malus’s. Tenebris was an interesting character to 

write because of his cruelty and the inner workings of his mind, but readers don’t get a chance to 

see the way he thinks because Farrin is blind to much of it and Rakel—who probably has the best 

handle of his character—sees him rarely and speaks with him even less. I hope this scene—and 

the revealing of Tenebris’s price—interest you, and provide a new scope to see the Chosen 

through. 

 

Tenebris Malus squinted when he and his retinue emerged from the forest and rode into 

the snow-covered field that edged around the Fighting First’s camp. The regiment was lined up 

in orderly rows, the officers arranged pretty-like. 

As usual, the Runt has impeccable control over his troops. It was one of the many reasons 

why Farrin Graydim was so valuable. Out of all of Tenebris’s colonels, Farrin was undoubtedly 

the only one who could have made the rank in a real army, and he was the only one who could 

have successfully spearheaded the Chosen’s sweep north. 

But he didn’t. I’ll have to see why that was… 

Farrin shouted something, and the Fighting First rippled as the soldiers saluted. 

Tenebris chuckled. “He is a showy one.” In no time at all Tenebris and his men reached 

the edge of the Fighting First’s forces. Tenebris’s head rang with pain as he dismounted from his 

horse and tried to settle his helm in a more comfortable position. 

“Tenebris!” Sunnira—one of Tenebris’s earliest friends—broke ranks and ran up to him, 

throwing her arms around him. 

With ease of practice, he laughed and kept his body relaxed, even though Sunnira’s slight 

weight made him close to toppling over. He had to be especially careful with her. Sunnira was a 

healer—some of the most dangerous magic users for Tenebris to encounter. It was one of the 

reasons why he had sent Sunnira—the best healer in the army—north with the Runt. “You look 

well, Sunnira. I hope you have been taking care of my army.” 

“Of course,” she said. 

Tenebris patted her hands and passed off the reins of his horse to a soldier. He stretched 

his neck and strolled towards Farrin Graydim. 

Farrin held his salute. “Sir.” 

“At ease, Farrin,” Tenebris said. He slapped Farrin on the shoulder and smiled genuinely. 

Working with Farrin was as close to relaxing as Tenebris could come. He’s the only colonel who 

is too stupidly loyal to stab me in the back. 

“Thank you, sir.” Farrin motioned for his regiment to drop the salute. They complied. 

Yes, the perfect soldier he is. “Still as well organized as ever—and a sight for sore eyes. 

Kavon lets his mercenary troops run wild like savages.” Tenebris nodded—making the pain in 

his head increase twofold. “I cannot fault him. Those without magic are little more than 

animals—though it is good to see you have broken yours into submission.” 

Farrin straightened his shoulders. “It is our honor to have you with us.” 

“I’m sure.” Tenebris shielded his eyes from the brilliant sun. “It has been too long since 

I’ve ridden with you and the Fighting First. I look forward to speaking with you—and Sunnira.” 

Knowing it was expected of him, Tenebris smiled at her. 

Sunnira cocked her head. “What took you so long to come?” 
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Tenebris held genuine affection for Sunnira, but as one of his earliest friends she had a 

pesky habit of asking questions others wouldn’t dare to utter. I should have trained that habit out 

of her when I first met her. The Runt is almost as taken with me, and he never asks irritating 

questions. 

“Varmints started stirring in the south just when I thought it was time to come north.” He 

made a show of sighing. “I stayed to help Grimick stamp them out, but they’re worse than sewer 

rats.” 

“Varmints?” Farrin asked. 

“Some farmers and commoners playing rebel. Though they should be easy to crush, 

they’ve burned two outposts and reclaimed several villages—all in the name of their beloved 

Snow Queen.” Tenebris frowned. “We razed a few villages, but they still prowl around in the 

hills. In the end, I decided it would be quicker to kill their ‘hero’ than to keep hunting them down 

individually.” 

“I see,” Farrin said. “Shall I take you to your quarters, sir?” 

“Yes, thanks, Runt.” Tenebris walked shoulder to shoulder with Farrin—Sunnira still 

held his arm, and three of Farrin’s magic user officers fell in line behind them. 

“Released,” Farrin shouted. 

The foot soldiers and the rest of the magic users broke out of formation, like a bunch of 

ants searching for food. 

Watching the swirl of activity, Tenebris kept his voice relaxed and unbothered. “I must 

say, Runt, I am upset. It isn’t like you to leave an enemy alive.” 

“I regret that I have disappointed you.” 

Yes, he’s the perfect guard dog—doesn’t get angry, doesn’t make excuses, just accepts 

his failure. Maybe I should try and get more Sarthe-trained gladiators after Verglas has fallen. If 

I can get more men like him, it would be worth the hassle. Tenebris slapped Farrin’s shoulder 

again. “Don’t take it to heart. You haven’t ever failed me before. You were bound to do so 

eventually—though I must admit, I didn’t think your lesson of humility would come from a thin-

skinned, worthless princess.” 

“With all due respect, sir, no one who has met Princess Rakel would call her thin-skinned 

or useless,” Farrin said. 

Interesting… “We’ll see. In the meantime, I’ve changed my mind about the Verglas 

citizens.” 

Farrin’s posture didn’t shift, but Tenebris noticed the slightest lift of his brows. “Oh?” 

“Yes,” Tenebris said. “We’ll have to cull most of them.” 

“Cull?” a boyish voice asked. Tenebris glanced back at the three officers trailing them. A 

young man—barely more than a boy, swallowed hard. “I-I beg your pardon, sir.” 

He fears me? Good. Loyalty to the Runt and fear of me will keep him in line. Inspiring 

loyalty was another one of Farrin’s uses. His officers were so loyal he had them eating out of his 

palm, so Tenebris was careful to assign him all the bleeding-heart types who—unlike stupidly 

loyal Farrin—might question Tenebris’s actions. In turn, the officers were stupidly-loyal to 

Farrin. If I weren’t certain of his loyalty it could be dangerous, but Farrin would never betray 

me.  

“No harm, boy,” Tenebris said. “I meant we’ll have to kill ’em. They’re too stubborn and 

too prone to hope. They’ll make lousy slaves unless we limit their numbers.” 

Farrin stopped outside a large black tent. “Do you really think it is necessary to found our 

country with such slaughter?” 
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“Necessary? No. But it will make it easier.” Tenebris swatted his free hand through the 

air. “And with the way this war has carried on, we need all the help we can get. I planned for us 

to hold the entire country by now. As my officers were unable to achieve that, we’ll have to cut 

corners where we can.” 

Farrin stared at him—an unusual gesture. Normally Farrin accepted orders without so 

much as blinking. Tenebris knew Farrin didn’t much care for slaughter, so this would be a 

punishment for the colonel. He arched an eyebrow and gave Farrin a toothy smile. “Next time 

don’t fail me.” 

“Farrin did his best,” Sunnira said. “The problem is Princess Rakel. She was much 

stronger than any of us could have predicted.” 

Ahh yes, the princess. Tenebris shrugged. “That’s an easy fix. Once she’s killed, the 

resistance will run out of traction.” 

Sunnira shook her head. “You need to be careful with her, Tenebris. Farrin did well 

against her because of his magic, but she could trample anyone else.” 

If it had been anyone else, Tenebris would have been irritated—no one told him his 

limits—but Sunnira acted as she did because she had been smitten with him for a long time. It 

was charming—when she wasn’t getting in his way—and it put him in a good mood. He grinned 

and pinched Sunnira’s cheek. “You think she’s better than me, you impudent brat?” 

“I think she’s a monster,” Sunnira said. 

“Well, it’s a good thing I am one as well.” Tenebris pointed to the tent. “Is this it?” 

“I hope it meets your expectations, sir,” Farrin said. 

“I’m sure it will. Give me a few hours to get settled, and I’ll meet up with you and your 

little trainees for dinner,” Tenebris said. “That means you, too, Sunnira.” 

Sunnira kissed Tenebris’s cheek. “You don’t need to tell me—you aggravating man. I 

have patients to attend to.” She winked at their leader, waved to Farrin, and drifted off. 

Farrin bowed. “Welcome to the First Regiment, sir.” 

Tenebris was about to go into his tent, but he noticed that Farrin didn’t leave, he only 

turned to his subordinates and said, “Dryden and Bluff, you’re on scouting duty.” 

Tenebris wanted to groan. Go away. The moment he entered his tent he was likely to 

collapse. He didn’t want the Runt around to hear the sound. 

“Sir?” the boyish officer said. 

“I want you to make a wide circuit of the camp and see if you can sense Princess Rakel. 

Dryden will be your escort,” Farrin said. 

“You think she’ll attack us?” 

“It is unlikely, but with Tenebris in our camp, we will take no chances.” 

The reasoning produced a slight smile in Tenebris as he gripped the flap to his tent to 

help him stand. That’s Runt, always…his thoughts trailed off. There was a distant, glittering 

smear clumped against the top of a mountain. It was beautiful, but what caught Tenebris was the 

feeling that leaked from it. Hope, purity, and maybe even love. Tenebris tensed, and he felt his 

dark magic pulse inside of him. 

“Say, Runt, what is that shining spot?” he asked. 

“That would be the ice-castle Princess Rakel constructed during her exile,” Farrin said. 

“She made that?” Tenebris asked. 

“Yes.” 
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“I see.” His magic roared and thrashed like a caged animal, and Tenebris stalked into his 

tent. The flap barely settled back into place before he sank to his knees—trembling with pain and 

fury. 

He flipped his helm off his head and clenched his hands into fists when air caressed his 

open, oozing head wound. He clenched his teeth to keep from growling. Curse my price! Curse 

such a limit! His lips peeled back in a soundless snarl. 

Tenebris Malus knew without doubt he was one of the most powerful magic users alive. 

The trade off, however, was that his price was painful, and weakened him. 

Whenever he used a great deal of his magic, a horrible wound opened on his head. It 

could not be healed with magic, and it festered and was slower to close than a typical wound. 

Normally he could avoid activating his price, but the first battle he had with Verglas forces—the 

Battle of Gaula—required a huge amount of magic from him, and had inflicted a serious injury 

on him as a result. Even now, months later, the open scab had significantly shrunken, but it still 

wasn’t healed. 

It was why he hadn’t come north sooner: he didn’t have the strength to keep up his façade 

and make the journey north. No one knew of Tenebris’s price. When he freed himself from life 

as a slave, he had slaughtered everyone who knew of him—including the healer who had tried to 

heal his head-wound on occasion. That was before the Chosen, before Farrin, even before 

Sunnira. 

If anyone knew of Tenebris’s price, they probably would have recommended that he 

travel with Farrin, regardless. With Farrin, he did not have to be on his guard and watch for signs 

of mutiny as he did with his other Colonels. However, if he was honest—a rarity—Tenebris 

knew it was easier to be around his backstabbing colonels than Farrin. 

A cold sweat broke out on Tenebris’s forehead as he forced himself to stand. He’s just a 

runt. A tool to be used. For the briefest moment Tenebris was assailed by the image of a younger 

Farrin, covered in blood—none of it being his own—looking at Tenebris with eyes of adoration 

as Tenebris held out his hand to him. Occasionally, guilt assailed Tenebris. He had done Farrin a 

disservice; the Runt would have been better off staying a gladiator slave in Sarthe instead of 

following him into the darkness. 

Tenebris eased himself into a chair and shot a dark glare in the direction of the ice-castle. 

Even though he couldn’t see it, he knew where it was. It pulsed with purity. “The Runt is mine—

heart and soul.” He ground his teeth. But his valiance is a double edged sword. If this princess 

has magic like that… “I’ll drown her in darkness.” Tenebris muttered. “I’ll squeeze her until her 

magic runs dry and all hope suffocates with her. This land will be mine, and I’ll not rest until the 

world pays for the pain they’ve inflicted on magic users.” 

Though his words and resolve were rock solid, the darkest part of his soul shuddered. For 

if he was darkness…the feeling of the princess’s magic was light. 

 

The End 
 


