
 

In a tunnel under Nexus, after a battle with Tepet Exquisite Tide and an unexpected 

encounter with Three Fates Shadow 

Valeria looked after Three Fates Shadow, the Night Caste fleeing as quickly into the 

gloom as she had appeared. So many questions and so few answers these days…no different 

from any other day since she had Exalted. 

“Okay, another corpse,” Rey sighed, kicking the broken stone that had covered the 

forgotten tomb. 

“It’s not just another corpse,” Jorek said, moving toward her. “Rey, I mean, you don’t 

bury people under rivers with orichalcum headbands…” 

“I mean, it seems to make sense,” Rey replied, shifting away from him slightly. “It’s like 

the ones we found before, when we first Exalted.” 

Jorek nodded. “I thought you meant…” 

“I mean another corpse we don’t know the history of.” Frustration came off her like the 

bonfire glow of her anima. 

“In committing these bodies, I get a bit of their history, but it’s always vague,” Valeria 

said, her calming influence moderating Rey’s pent-up energy only slightly. “It’s always just what 

motivated them the most. This person mistrusted Three Fates Saved, had brotherly love toward 

Three Fates Saved, and believed their legacy would define them.” 

“Eesh.” Rey looked heavenward, glad she wasn’t the one who had to delve into unknown 

psyches. 

“I don’t know how long ago this person died, whether their legacy has been lost in 

legend, or whether we know of this person but don’t realize they are who’s sitting under here, 

underneath everything…beneath this rock, under these buildings.” Valeria looked around the 

dark tunnel, its dampness remaining despite the halted flow of the river. 

“If there were Celestial Exalted here in Nexus since the first age,” Jorek said, “it would 

be hard to avoid notice. At least in deed, even if they never revealed themselves, yeah?” 

“I guess,” Rey said, lifting her brows. “I guess I don’t know too much about the history 

or anything, but I never heard of any.” 

“I guess not. You’ve been here your whole life, Rey?” he asked her. 

“Yeah, never left.” Rey scuffed the remaining trickle of water with her feet, wishing that 

leaving was what she could do right now. 

Ember calmed her with a heavy look. “How much do any of you know?” 

“Not as much as I’d like to,” Valeria said. “Not much about this neighborhood, not much 

about Nexus, other than what everyone knows about Nexus.” 

Ember’s brows drew together. “I worry that anything that I tell you would just simply be 

twisted…” 



 

“The stories they tell in the Blessed Isle,” Valeria said, “are probably akin to the ones 

they tell about us here. That we’re evil and that we’ll only try to take power for ourselves, and 

such things.” 

“It isn’t about evil,” he said, his voice resonant. “It is about hubris. That you are unfit. 

And that you were destroyed, cast down, so that a new age could prosper.” 

“Has it?” Jorek asked. This world they lived in looked neither new nor prosperous. 

“As I said, I’m not certain I’m the best one to give you your history.” 

Jorek nodded while Rey began pacing, moving away from Ember. “Then who might 

know some answers and be willing to tell us mostly the truth?” 

“Starlight Dove knows a lot,” Valeria offered, “but she’s not so good at telling us in a 

direct fashion.” 

Rey looked a little more hopeful. “Maybe Speaks of Silence knows something too. We 

could ask her.” 

“We need ways to contact our friends. They seem able to find us,” Valeria said. Both 

friends and foes alike, it seemed. 

“I don’t know about you guys,” Rey said, stretching and feeling every one of her healing 

wounds. “But I feel like we’re not in a good spot to go look for anyone right now.” 

Valeria agreed, hefting the new spear which felt right in her hands, like it had come to 

her. “I think we should lay low until we can leave Nexus a little more quietly. Maybe take some 

time to make our next plan, rather than getting caught in another trap.” 

“Yep, sounds good,” Rey said, gazing at Ember and finding agreement there. 

“I’m sure you want to check on your dad as well,” Jorek said. “Ember, I’m sure you want 

to check in on Summer Blaze.” 

“My sister can handle herself,” the Dragon-Blooded told him gruffly but then gentled. 

“But that’s not an unwelcome gesture.” 

“I know she can,” Jorek said quietly. 

Valeria stood up a little straighter and thoughtfully fingered the red silk headband she had 

taken from the grave. “Jorek…you know about weapons. Do you know anything about jewelry?” 

The Eclipse Caste took the artifact from her hands and rubbed his thumb across the 

patterns of orichalcum threads sewn through the fabric. “It doesn’t look familiar.” 

Valeria took it back from him, again feeling the power coming off it. There was 

something there, something she would have to consider… However, the spear that she had 

immediately grasped after discovering the grave was a more active power, its call louder for the 

healer. 

Rey looked from the headband in Valeria’s hands to Jorek’s circlet, and fluffed her short 

red hair. “I don’t need no crown.” 

Perhaps one of their group who needed no weapons other than her fists might desire the 

artifact. Valeria offered it to Rey. “It’s not a crown; it’s a headband. It would look nice on you. I 

have a spear now.” 

Rey sniffed and took the treasure like she was handling a child’s paste-gem knockoff, 

turning it this way and that. “I’ll think about it.” Valeria helped the reluctant fighter tuck it into 

her small travel bag. 

“What did you say about this mysterious person whose name we don’t know?” asked 

Jorek. “I think we can assume that they knew Three Fates Saved. Mistrust, brotherly love, my 

legacy—” 

“Will define me,” finished Valeria. 



 

Jorek squatted down near the broken rock and brushed it off, looking for a name or 

inscription and finding nothing. Valeria remembered the parchment she had taken from the grave 

and tucked into her belt, and handed it to Rey for further examination. 

“Someone want to read what it says again?” Rey handed the scrap of calfskin to Jorek.  

Jorek paused, his eyes narrowing. “Rey, you don’t know how read?” 

Unabashed, she shook her head. “Are you interested in learning?” he asked her, the 

parchment forgotten for the moment in his hand. 

“It never really seemed important.” At his look, she continued, “I haven’t missed out on 

much.” 

“How do you learn things? How do you learn from the past? How do you learn from 

other people’s mistakes?” The idea of not reading was so completely alien to the highborn 

diplomat. The more he saw of his Dawn Caste counterpart, the more he learned how different 

their past lives had been. But their different paths had all brought them here, now. 

“I learn from other people’s mistakes because they make the mistake, and I see it 

happen.” Her hand cut through the air decisively. “People’s words don’t mean a lot to me. Their 

actions, though, that’s what shapes a person.” She crossed her arms, daring him to argue. 

Jorek, wisely, didn’t rise to the challenge but took her words at face value, for now. His 

gaze fell to the ancient words written on the parchment. 

For the stone I did not break 

And for the lives I chose to save. 

Valeria considered the ashes that were all that remained of a life. “This was the person 

who decided not to break the rock,” she said, almost to herself. “I told Starlight Dove I would 

spread her tale of someone who chose not to save themselves or a few others because it meant 

saving hundreds if not thousands of lives.” 

Jorek pressed a finger to his lips in thought. “We should definitely take these things 

back.” 

Rey stared at him intently and grinned. “You’re really weirded out that I can’t read, 

aren’t you?” 

“No. No, I just—” Maybe a little. 

“If you’re ever interested, I’m happy to teach you.” Valeria brushed off dust that wasn’t 

there from her hands, the spear in the crook of her arm. “Maybe just the basics so that if you’re 

ever alone and you find an interesting inscription…” 

“Yeah, I guess, maybe the basics,” Rey gave in, grinning again at Jorek, dying to needle 

him some more. 

“You don’t strike me as someone who wants to read ancient history books,” Valeria said 

gently. 

“No, I’m not,” Rey said, looking to Valeria. “In the past, people wanted to kill us. In the 

present, people want to kill us, so that doesn’t really help me. I kind of learn things as I go.” It 

was what had kept her alive so far. 

Jorek pulled back, sensing she was only too happy to give him a fight. “But you’re right, 

Rey. It’s what people don’t say that kind of makes them who they are.” 

The Dawn Caste resumed her pacing. “Someone like Starlight Dove talks and talks and 

talks, and what is she actually saying? Right? But what she does… That’s why I can’t figure her 

out. She’s showing up out of nowhere, she’s getting in a fight with Valeria, but she’s on our side, 

she’s on the Magistrate’s side, but she’s not, she kills the Magistrate, she’s back here…” Rey 



 

stopped and looked around, realizing she may have been rambling. “I don’t get her. I think—I 

think I’m starting to accept that she might be an ally. But…” 

“It’s not so easy,” Jorek agreed. “I think we all have different things that we want. What 

she wants is bigger than any of us. How long has she been here, how long has she been alive?” 

Valeria left the remains of a former life and faced Jorek and Rey. “She knew our former 

selves. She’s seen a lot.  She’s seen much in her time, so I suppose she has so much to 

communicate to us that it’s hard, trying to teach her hundreds of years’ worth of lessons 

learned.” 

Rey gave a wry twist of her lips. She had all the lessons she needed right here in her two 

fists. 
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