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The mountains stretched endlessly below them, a landscape of stone and snow that looked more beautiful than anything Iden had seen before. He leaned forward against Tempest's neck, feeling the steady rhythm of the griffon's wingbeats, the cold wind numbing his face despite the thick scarf wrapped around his mouth and nose. 
It had been three days since leaving Ironcliff. Three days of flying, sleeping rough in whatever shelter they could find, rationing their supplies. Three days of watching the horizon for pursuit that never came but felt inevitable.
They should have been there by now, but Tempest had to stop more frequently to rest his wing than they had anticipated. Iden glanced to his right where Lieutenant Vale flew on Grimfeather. To his left, Severin rode Goldwing, the young female griffon showing more energy than her older companions but still clearly feeling the strain of sustained flight.
They'd been pushing hard, knowing that every hour counted. Ironcliff was besieged by the Scavenborn. And somewhere ahead, Skyreach waited—unaware, unprepared, and possibly already infiltrated like Stormwatch had been.
You're spiraling again, Tempest observed.
I know.
It won't help.
I know that, too.
They flew on in silence, broken only by the wind and the distant calls of mountain birds. The terrain below grew rougher—jagged peaks that looked like teeth trying to bite the sky, valleys so deep their bottoms disappeared into shadow. This was The Titan’s Spine, the massive mountain range that connected the eastern and western Eyries.
Around midday, Vale signaled for them to descend. They spiraled down toward a sheltered valley where a small lake offered fresh water and relative concealment from aerial observation.
Landing was a relief. Iden's legs had gone numb from the cold and hours of gripping Tempest's sides. He slid off the griffon's back with less grace than he would have liked, stumbling slightly as sensation returned to his feet in painful tingles.
"We need to rest," Vale announced, her tone brooking no argument. "The griffons are exhausted, and we're not much better. An hour, at least."
"We don't have an hour," Severin said, though he was dismounting as well, his movements stiff. "Every minute we delay is another minute Skyreach remains unprepared."
"And every minute we push without rest brings us closer to falling out of the sky," Vale countered. She was already unpacking their limited supplies. "Dead messengers deliver no warnings."
Severin looked like he wanted to argue, but Goldwing made a soft chirping sound and pressed her head against his chest, clearly seeking comfort and rest. His expression softened. "Fine. One hour."
They settled in the valley, the griffons drinking from the lake while the humans shared dried meat and hard bread. The food was tasteless but necessary. Iden forced himself to eat, knowing his body needed fuel even if his stomach was knotted with anxiety.
"Tell me about Skyreach," he said to Vale between bites. "You said you have connections there?"
"My sister married a Skyreach rider five years ago. Commander Aldara is... difficult, but fair. If we can get an audience with her, she'll at least listen." Vale paused. "Though whether she'll believe us is another question entirely."
"Why wouldn't she believe us?" Severin asked. "We have evidence. Testimony. We're bonded riders, not random refugees."
"You're also the son of a dead High Commander and a former stablehand." Vale's tone was matter-of-fact rather than cruel. "Skyreach is traditional. Old money, old families, old ways. They've stood for three hundred years. They'll think they're untouchable."
"Stormwatch stood for a hundred years," Iden said quietly. "And it fell in less than a day."
"I know. But people are good at believing bad things only happen to others." Vale took a drink from her waterskin. "We'll need to be strategic. Use Severin's family connections to get the meeting. Use my sister's influence to get Aldara's ear. And use you—" she nodded at Iden "—to prove that the impossible has already happened."
"Use me how?"
"You bonded with a griffon everyone said was unbondable. You survived Stormwatch's fall. You made it to Ironcliff in time to save it. You're living proof that the old certainties are wrong." Vale's expression was serious. "That might convince Aldara. Or it might make her dismiss everything we say as the ravings of people too traumatized to think clearly."
"Comforting," Iden muttered.
"I'm not here to comfort you. I'm here to help you succeed." Vale stood, brushing crumbs from her riding leathers. "And success means being honest about the challenges we face."
They rested for exactly one hour, then reluctantly mounted up and launched again. The afternoon flight was harder than the morning—the wind had picked up, and clouds were gathering to the west, suggesting a storm might be coming.
Can you sense anything wrong? Iden asked Tempest. Like you did before the storm at Highridge Pass?
No, nothing. But we should remain vigilant anyway.
They flew through the afternoon, gradually descending from the highest peaks into the foothills. The terrain below became more hospitable—forests instead of bare rock, the occasional glimpse of a road or settlement.
As the sun began its descent toward the western horizon, Tempest suddenly tensed.
Riders. Coming from the north. Fast.
"We’ve got company!" Iden shouted to the others. "North!"
They all turned to look. At first, Iden saw nothing but sky and clouds. Then, emerging from the distant haze, came three griffons flying in tight formation.
"Scavenborn?" Severin asked, his hand going to his sword.
"Can't tell from this distance," Vale said. She pulled out a small spyglass and studied the approaching riders. "No banners. No identifying marks I can see. They're flying patrol patterns though.”
“What should we do?” Iden asked.
"There!" Vale pointed to a dense patch of forest below. "We can lose them in the trees if we move now."
They dove, sacrificing altitude for speed. The forest rushed up to meet them, and Iden had to trust Tempest completely as they wove between trees at speeds that made his eyes water. Branches whipped past, close enough to touch. The canopy closed above them, blocking the view of the sky.
They landed in a small clearing, all three griffons breathing hard from the sudden exertion. Above, through gaps in the leaves, Iden could see the three unknown riders circling.
"Did they see us?" Severin whispered.
"Probably," Vale said. "The question is whether they're hunting us specifically or just running a general patrol."
They waited in tense silence. The griffons above circled once, twice, three times. Then, to Iden's relief, they continued on their original heading, disappearing to the south.
"Not hunting us specifically then," Vale said, lowering her sword. "But this close to Skyreach, any Scavenborn patrol is concerning."
"Could they have been Skyreach riders?" Iden asked.
"Not flying unmarked. And not this far from the Eyrie without banners." Vale's expression was grim. "I think we just had our first confirmation that the Scavenborn are active in this region."
"Then we need to move faster," Severin said.
"We need to move smarter," Vale corrected. "If the Scavenborn are patrolling this area, flying in open sky makes us targets. We should stick to the valleys, use terrain to mask our approach."
It was sound tactical advice, but it also meant slower progress. Iden could see the conflict on Severin's face—the desperate need to warn Skyreach warring with the practical necessity of staying alive long enough to deliver the warning.
"We should do it Vale's way," Iden decided. "Slow and careful. We're no use to Skyreach if we're captured or killed before we arrive."
Severin looked like he wanted to argue again, but finally nodded. "Fine. But we fly until full dark. Every hour counts."
They remounted and continued, this time staying low, using the terrain to hide their approach. It was slower, more exhausting, requiring constant vigilance. But it would keep them alive.
As darkness fell, they made camp in another sheltered valley. It was too risky for a fire, so they ate cold rations and huddled together for warmth, taking turns on watch.
Iden drew the second watch, sitting with his back against Tempest's warm bulk while the others slept. The stars wheeled overhead, bright and clear in the mountain air. In the distance, he could hear the occasional call of night birds and the whisper of wind through the trees.
Do you think we'll make it? he asked Tempest.
To Skyreach? Yes. We're close now. Maybe half a day's flight.
That's not what I meant.
I know. Tempest was quiet for a moment. Do I think we'll convince them? Do I think we'll save the Eyries? Do I think we'll survive what's coming?
Any of those.
I don't know. 
Iden had learned at Stormwatch that trying wasn't always enough. That good intentions and desperate courage could still end in fire and death and failure. But what was the alternative? Give up? Abandon the mission? Let the Scavenborn roll over the remaining Eyries unopposed?
He couldn't do that. Wouldn't do that.
So they'd keep flying, keep warning anyone who would listen, and hope it was enough.
The night passed slowly. Iden's watch ended, and Severin took over. Iden tried to sleep but managed only a few hours of restless dozing, plagued by dreams of Stormwatch burning and Cadence's betrayal and the Shattered King's bone-white griffon descending like death itself.
He woke before dawn, stiff and cold and unrested. The others were already stirring. They ate quickly, packed their meager supplies, and mounted up as the first light touched the eastern sky.
"Half a day," Vale said, checking her maps one more time. "If we push hard and don't encounter any more patrols, we should reach Skyreach by midday."
They launched into the grey dawn, flying through air that was cold enough to make breathing painful. But the weather held—no storms, no heavy winds, just the steady labor of flight.
The terrain below changed gradually, becoming more cultivated. Farmland appeared, villages, the signs of civilization that clustered around major Eyries. The people down there had no idea what was coming. Had no clue that their entire world was about to change, whether they wanted it to or not.
Iden wondered what they'd think if they knew. Would they prepare? Flee? Or would they do what people always did when faced with unthinkable threats—convince themselves it couldn't happen to them?
Around mid-morning, Skyreach came into view.
It was magnificent. Built into the side of a mountain even taller than the one that housed Stormwatch, Skyreach lived up to its name. The Eyrie seemed to touch the sky itself, its platforms and buildings rising in elegant tiers like a sculpture carved from the stone. Waterfalls cascaded from multiple levels, creating permanent rainbows in the morning sun. The approach was wide and welcoming, designed to showcase the Eyrie's wealth and power.
It was everything Stormwatch had been and more. Which meant it had just as far to fall.
"Beautiful," Severin breathed.
"And completely unprepared," Vale said grimly. "Look at the defenses. They're ceremonial, not practical. This Eyrie hasn't fought a real battle in decades."
She was right. The guards Iden could see were positioned for show, not security. The approaches were wide open. The platforms designed for aesthetics, not defense.
Stormwatch had been a fortress. Skyreach was a palace.
And palaces burned just as easily as fortresses when the enemy came from within.
They flew closer, and guards launched to intercept them—standard procedure for unknown griffons approaching an Eyrie. But the guards' movements were relaxed, almost casual. They weren't expecting trouble.
"Identify yourselves!" the lead guard called out when they got close enough for conversation.
"Lieutenant Vale of Ironcliff, with urgent news for Commander Aldara," Vale responded. "These are Iden of Stormwatch and Severin of House Varen. We carry warnings of imminent attack."
The guard's casual demeanor shifted slightly at the mention of Stormwatch and House Varen. "Stormwatch?”
"It fell," Severin said bluntly. "Almost a week ago. The Scavenborn destroyed it. We need to speak with Commander Aldara immediately."
The guards exchanged glances. Clearly they'd heard rumors, but having it confirmed by the former High Commander's son was different.
"Follow us," the lead guard said, his tone now professional and concerned. "We'll take you directly to the command platform."
They followed the guards through Skyreach's elegant approaches, landing on a platform that overlooked the entire valley below. It was stunning—designed to impress visitors and remind them of Skyreach's power and permanence.
Iden felt sick looking at it. Because he knew that all this beauty, all this confidence, could be destroyed in hours if the Scavenborn chose to act.
Commander Aldara arrived within minutes, flanked by several officers. She was a tall woman in her fifties, with silver hair braided in the traditional style of Skyreach nobility. Her riding leathers were exquisitely crafted, decorated with the Eyrie's crest in silver thread. Everything about her spoke of wealth and tradition.
"Lieutenant Vale," Aldara said with a formal nod. "Your sister will be pleased to hear you're safe. The rumors about Ironcliff being under siege had her worried."
"The rumors are true, Commander," Vale said. "Ironcliff is besieged. And Stormwatch has fallen. We've come to warn you that Skyreach is likely the next target."
Aldara's expression shifted from polite welcome to skeptical concern. "Stormwatch... fallen? That's a rumor. Do you have proof?"
"I'm the proof," Severin said, stepping forward. "I'm Severin of House Varen, son of High Commander Varen. I watched my father die at the hands of the Shattered King. I watched Stormwatch burn. And I barely escaped with my life."
Aldara studied him, and Iden saw the calculations happening behind her eyes. Severin was known to her—at least by reputation. The High Commander's son wouldn't lie about his father's death. But accepting the truth meant accepting that the unthinkable had happened.
"If Stormwatch truly fell," Aldara said slowly, "then this is a matter for the full Council. You'll need to present your evidence to all of us, not just me."
"Commander, there may not be time for—" Vale started.
"There's always time for proper procedure, Lieutenant." Aldara's voice was firm. "Skyreach has stood for three centuries because we don't panic at rumors or make rash decisions based on incomplete information. You'll present your evidence to the Council this evening. Until then, you're my guests. Get cleaned up, rest, eat. You look like you need all three."
She turned and left before any of them could protest, her officers following.
Iden looked at Vale and Severin. "This evening? We need them to act now!"
"She won't be rushed," Vale said, frustration clear in her voice. "That's who Aldara is. Careful. Methodical. Utterly convinced that Skyreach is too strong, too prepared, too well-defended to fall like other Eyries."
"Then we need to convince her otherwise," Severin said. "Fast. Because if the Scavenborn are already positioned in the area—and we know they are, we saw that patrol—then we might not have until evening."
What do you sense? Iden asked Tempest. Any signs of imminent danger?
No. But I didn't sense danger at Stormwatch until it was too late either. The Scavenborn are patient. They'll wait for the perfect moment.
Then we need to make sure that moment never comes.
They were shown to guest quarters—comfortable, well-appointed, everything Skyreach's wealth could provide. Servants brought hot water, fresh clothes, food that was actually warm and flavorful. It was a luxury after days of cold rations and rough camping.
But Iden couldn't enjoy any of it. He kept thinking about the waterfalls he'd seen, the elegant platforms, the confident guards. All of it beautiful. All of it vulnerable.
He cleaned up quickly, changed into the fresh clothes provided, and went looking for Vale and Severin. He found them in an adjoining sitting room, looking as restless as he felt.
"We can't just wait for evening," Severin said as soon as Iden entered. "We need to do something now."
"Like what?" Vale asked. "Storm into the Council chambers and demand they listen? That'll get us thrown out faster than anything."
"We could try to find the infiltrators ourselves," Iden said. "We know they're here. Cadence said every Eyrie has them. If we can expose them before the attack comes, that's proof Aldara can't ignore."
"That's a terrible plan," Vale said, but she was smiling slightly. "Which is why it might actually work. How do we find them?"
"We look for the vulnerable points,” Iden said, thinking it through. “The places where sabotage would do the most damage. And we watch who has access to those places."
Severin was already moving to the door. "The support structures. The water supplies. Anywhere that could be used to undermine Skyreach's defenses."
"We should split up," Vale said. "Cover more ground. But carefully. If the infiltrators realize we're onto them, it might be worse than if we didn’t find them."
"Either way, at least we'll force them to react instead of waiting for their perfect moment," Iden said.
It was risky. Probably reckless. Definitely not what Aldara had in mind when she'd asked them to wait for the evening Council meeting. But waiting felt like slow death. And Iden had learned at Stormwatch that sometimes you had to act, even when you weren't sure it was the right move.
They divided Skyreach between them—Vale would check the northern sections, Severin the western, Iden the eastern. They'd reconvene in a few hours with whatever they'd found.
Iden made his way through Skyreach's elegant corridors, trying to look like a curious guest rather than someone actively investigating. The Eyrie was busy—riders coming and going, servants attending to various duties, the normal rhythm of life.
He found himself in the lower levels, where the practical necessities of keeping an Eyrie running were hidden away from the beautiful public spaces. The support structures here were similar to Stormwatch's—massive pillars holding up countless tons of stone, water systems distributing fresh water throughout the complex, storage areas for food and supplies.
All of it vulnerable and perfect targets for sabotage.
He was examining one of the main support pillars, looking for any signs of tampering, when a voice behind him made him freeze.
"Curious place for a guest to wander."
Iden turned to find a rider watching him from the shadows. The man was perhaps thirty, with the easy confidence of a noble. His leathers bore the markings of Skyreach, but something about his posture felt off.
"Just exploring," Iden said, keeping his tone casual. "Skyreach is impressive. I wanted to see how it was built."
"Is that so?" The rider moved closer, and Iden's hand drifted toward his sword. "Funny. Most guests stay in the upper levels. Only people with specific business come down here."
"I like to understand how things work."
"So do I." The rider smiled. "For instance, I understand how a well-placed charge on that support pillar could bring down the entire eastern wing. Do you understand that?"
The threat was clear. Iden's hand closed on his sword hilt.
"I understand you're Scavenborn," Iden said. "And I understand that whatever you're planning, it's over. Skyreach has been warned. They know you're here."
"Do they?" The rider drew his own blade. "Or do they know that a traumatized refugee from a fallen Eyrie is wandering around their support structures, possibly planning sabotage himself?"
Iden realized the trap he'd walked into. If this escalated to violence, his story—that he was investigating infiltrators—would sound exactly like the excuse of an infiltrator who'd been caught.
"We can end this without fighting," Iden said, though he didn't sheath his sword. "Turn yourself in. Provide intelligence. Help us stop the attack. There's still time."
"Time for what? For Skyreach to prepare?" The rider laughed. "You really think you can stop what's coming? Stormwatch was just the beginning. We have people everywhere. In every Eyrie, every level, every position of trust. The system you're trying to save is already dead. It just doesn't know it yet."
He lunged.
Iden barely got his blade up in time to block. The fight was brutal and close-quarters—no room for fancy technique, just desperate survival in a space not meant for combat. They traded blows between the support pillars, the clash of steel echoing in the confined space.
The infiltrator was skilled, better trained than Iden in formal swordwork. But Iden had something the other man didn't—three weeks of fighting for his life, of learning to adapt or die.
He ducked under a slash, drove his shoulder into the infiltrator's chest, and sent the man stumbling backward. The infiltrator recovered quickly, but Iden pressed his advantage, forcing him back toward the wall.
"Surrender!" Iden shouted, hoping the guards would hear his voice, would understand he wasn't the aggressor. "Drop your weapon!"
The infiltrator's response was to attack with renewed fury, clearly preferring death in combat to capture and interrogation. Their blades met, locked, and Iden saw murder in the man's eyes.
Then guards burst into the chamber, weapons drawn, and everything froze.
"Drop your weapons!" the lead guard commanded. "Both of you!"
"He's Scavenborn!" Iden said quickly. "An infiltrator! I caught him examining the support structures—"
"He's lying!" the infiltrator interrupted. "I found him tampering with the pillars! He's trying to sabotage Skyreach!"
The guards looked between them, uncertain. Two riders, both with weapons drawn, both claiming the other was the enemy.
"Search him," Iden said, lowering his sword slowly. "I'm willing to submit to a full search. Is he?"
The infiltrator's eyes flickered—just a moment of uncertainty. That was enough.
"Bind them both," the lead guard ordered. "We'll let Commander Aldara sort this out."
They were disarmed and bound, then marched through Skyreach's corridors under guard. Iden caught glimpses of shocked faces—Vale and Severin among them—as they were led to what he assumed were detention cells.
But instead of cells, they were brought to a council chamber where Commander Aldara waited with her officers.
She looked at them both, her expression unreadable. “Explain yourselves.”
The infiltrator spoke first, his story smooth and practiced. A guest wandering in restricted areas, acting suspiciously near critical infrastructure, drawing a weapon when questioned. It was believable. Compelling, even.
Then Iden told his version. The warnings they'd brought, the patterns he'd recognized, the confrontation that had followed.
Aldara listened to both without interruption. When they finished, she turned to her guards.
"Search them both. Thoroughly. Check for anything that might indicate Scavenborn affiliation."
The search was invasive and humiliating, but Iden endured it. He had nothing to hide. The infiltrator did.
The guards found it hidden in a concealed pocket—a small package of the same explosive material that had been used at Stormwatch and Ironcliff. Enough to destroy a support pillar. The infiltrator's face went blank. He knew he was caught.
"Execute him," Aldara said coldly. "Then search every inch of this Eyrie. If there's one infiltrator, there are more."
As guards dragged the protesting infiltrator away, Aldara turned to Iden.
"It seems your warnings have merit after all," she said. "The Council will convene immediately.”
Iden was released and reunited with Vale and Severin. Together, they were escorted to the main council chamber where Skyreach's leadership was rapidly assembling.
You found one, Tempest sent to Iden. Maybe that's enough to make them believe.
He was right. Finding one infiltrator proved the threat was real. But it didn't mean Skyreach was safe.
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The council chamber of Skyreach was a masterpiece of architectural ambition—a circular room carved from a single massive cavern, its ceiling open to the sky through an intricate network of supporting arches. Sunlight streamed through the opening, illuminating the polished stone floor and the ring of carved seats where the Eyrie's leadership assembled. 
It was designed to inspire awe and reinforce the permanence of Skyreach's power. Standing in the center of that room, Iden felt very small.
Commander Aldara sat in the highest seat, flanked by her senior officers. Around the ring sat representatives of the major houses that controlled Skyreach—old families with old money and older ideas about how the world should work. Their expressions ranged from concerned to skeptical to openly hostile as they studied the three messengers.
"Let me ensure I understand correctly," said Lord Theron, a heavy-set man with gray threaded through his dark hair. "You claim that Stormwatch—an Eyrie that has stood for a century—has fallen completely to Scavenborn forces. That Ironcliff is currently under siege. And that Skyreach is the next target."
"It’s not a claim," Severin said, his voice steady. "It’s a fact."
"The son of Varen." Lady Cassara, an elegant woman in her sixties, studied Severin with sharp eyes. "We hear rumor of the High Commander's passing. He was a good man. But grief can cloud judgment. Perhaps what you saw was not as total as you believe—"
"There's nothing left," Severin interrupted, and Iden heard the rawness in his voice. "The lower levels collapsed. The walls were breached. The defenders were slaughtered or captured. Stormwatch is occupied by enemy forces. There's no ambiguity in that."
"And yet here you are," another council member said, a younger man with the bearing of a military officer. "If the destruction was so complete, how did you escape?"
"Through the maintenance tunnels," Iden answered. "We knew the passages the Scavenborn didn't. We got out before they could seal all the exits."
"How convenient." Lord Theron's tone was dismissive. "And who are you, exactly?"
"Iden. Formerly of Stormwatch. A rider bonded to—"
"A rider?" Theron's eyebrows rose. "You wear no house colors. Your leathers are borrowed. You look more like a servant than a rider."
"I was a stablehand before I bonded," Iden said, keeping his tone neutral despite the insult. "But my bond is legitimate. Tempest chose me."
"Tempest." Lady Cassara's expression shifted to recognition. "The griffon that turned traitor and killed his?"
"He didn't kill his rider out of madness. He killed him because the rider was working with the Scavenborn." Iden met her gaze steadily. "Which is relevant, because the same infiltration that destroyed Stormwatch is happening here. We caught one of your riders with explosives near a support pillar less than an hour ago."
That caused a stir among the assembled council. Several members spoke at once until Aldara raised her hand for silence.
"The prisoner has been interrogated," she said. "He confessed to being Scavenborn before taking his own life. So we know infiltrators are present in Skyreach. The question is: how extensive is the threat?"
"It's extensive," Vale said, speaking for the first time. "Commander, with respect, the Scavenborn have been planning this for years. Maybe decades. They don't just place one person in an Eyrie and hope for the best. They embed multiple agents in different roles, different levels of access. What we found was just one piece of a larger operation."
"You sound very certain of that, Lieutenant," said the military officer. "What evidence do you have?"
"The pattern." Vale moved to the center of the circle, addressing the whole council. "At Stormwatch, they had infiltrators in the guard rotation, the kitchens, and among the riders themselves. At Ironcliff, the same. Three embedded agents, working independently so that capturing one wouldn't expose the others. It's a sound strategy. And there's no reason to think they'd use a different approach here."
"So you're suggesting we have two more traitors hidden somewhere in Skyreach?" Theron sounded skeptical. "Based on a pattern you've observed at two Eyries?"
"Based on a strategy that works," Iden said. "The Scavenborn aren't experimenting with different tactics at each Eyrie. They've found something that succeeds, and they're repeating it. If we assume Skyreach is different, we're making the same mistake Stormwatch made."
"Stormwatch made many mistakes," Theron said coldly. "Their leadership was weak. Their defenses were inadequate. High Commander Varen, for all his years of service, had grown complacent. That's why they fell. Not because of some invisible network of infiltrators."
Severin took a step forward, his hand going to where his sword would normally be—except he'd been required to disarm before entering the council chamber. "My father was many things, but weak was not one of them. He died defending Stormwatch against overwhelming odds."
"Which rather proves my point about inadequate defenses, doesn't it?" Theron's tone was maddeningly calm. "A properly fortified Eyrie, properly led, doesn't fall to 'overwhelming odds.' It holds. As Skyreach has held for three hundred years."
"Stormwatch stood for a hundred years," Iden said. "And a single day was all it took to destroy that history. Are you willing to bet Skyreach's three hundred years on the assumption that you're somehow different?"
"We are different." It was Lady Cassara who spoke now. "Skyreach is built into the highest peak in The Titan’s Spine. Our approaches are limited and easily defended. Our support structures are reinforced with techniques Stormwatch never used. Our riders are the best trained in the region. We are not equivalent to Stormwatch, and it's insulting to suggest otherwise."
Iden felt frustration building in his chest. They were doing exactly what he'd feared—hearing the warnings but not believing them, finding reasons why the threat couldn't possibly apply to them.
Stay calm, Tempest sent. Losing your temper won't convince them.
Neither will facts, apparently.
"Commander Aldara," Vale said, her tone respectful but firm. "Regardless of how Skyreach compares to Stormwatch in strength or preparation, the fact remains that you have confirmed infiltrators within your walls. That alone should be cause for increased security and vigilance."
"And it is," Aldara said. "I've already ordered a full security review. All personnel are being vetted. Access to critical systems is being restricted. We're taking the threat seriously, Lieutenant."
"But you're not coordinating defenses or preparing for a coordinated assault," Severin said.
"If the Scavenborn attack, we will repel them,” Adara said. “Just as we have repelled every threat for three centuries."
"The Scavenborn aren't like other threats," Iden said, hearing the desperation creeping into his voice. "They don't just attack from outside. They destroy you from within first. By the time you realize the real assault is happening, it's too late to coordinate a response."
"Which is why we're dealing with the internal threat immediately," Aldara said. "Your warnings have been heard and acted upon. But I will not create panic by suggesting that Skyreach is on the verge of collapse. That would do the Scavenborn's work for them."
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