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Weapons Collection 

Vriska stepped into the private, family dining room in the royal wing of Winstead Palace 

and drew in a deep breath of the meaty scent of roast sausage, subtle warmth of fried eggs, and 

the yeasty smell of the array of muffins, rolls, and other items the palace staff had laid out for 

breakfast.  

There were a lot of parts about someday becoming a princess of Escarland that she found 

daunting—like the balls and social engagements—but having such an abundance of food served 

up for her enjoyment at every meal was not one of them.  

“Vriska, dear, how are you feeling this morning?” Julien’s mother was the only one in the 

room, and she glanced up from where she sat at the table as Vriska entered.  

“Fine. Just a little sore.” Vriska toyed with the edge of the sling that she wore to rest her 

injured shoulder. At least she’d only have to wear the sling today. Thanks to the elf healer, the 

bullet wound she’d received the previous evening was well on its way to healing. Not like 

wounds she’d endured where she’d had to spend weeks healing all on her own.  

Elves. They were handy to have around. Sometimes. Though the elf healer Nylian was 

far snootier than Melantha.  

Vriska picked up a plate, transferred it to the hand of her injured arm, then started dishing 

out her food. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Julien’s mother sink back into her chair, 

as if she’d been about to jump up to offer to help but had thought better of it.  

Good. Vriska didn’t need her food served to her like she was some invalid. Sure, her 

shoulder was aching a bit after she’d had to twist around to get dressed that morning, but it was 

nothing she couldn’t handle.  
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As she took a seat next to Julien’s mother, Paige entered the room with the two boys 

Bertie and Finn in tow. The ensuring chaos of hungry boys and busy mother thankfully took 

attention off Vriska.  

Vriska concentrated on her food and let the noise flow around her. Blast, but she was 

hungry. Battles—and getting shot—always gave her such an appetite.  

As she started on her second piece of toast, Julien strode into the room, looking no worse 

for the wear after his near-abduction last night. His gaze landed on her, and a smile creased his 

beard. He strode across the room, leaned over, and kissed her temple. “Good morning. Your 

family has returned to their home safe and sound.”  

While her family had entered the palace last night and spent the rest of the night camped 

out in her sitting room, they had refused accommodations or the invitation to join Julien’s family 

for breakfast. Instead, they’d eaten a simple meal sent up on a tray, and Julien had kindly 

volunteered to see them home. Not that they needed the escort through the streets of Aldon, but 

Vriska felt better knowing that Julien was looking after her family for her.  

“Linsh.” She grinned up at him. At least he knew better than to ask after her arm first 

thing in the morning. “I’m still waiting for my real kiss.” 

Julien shifted and peeked at his mother before he lowered his voice into that slightly 

husky one that made Vriska’s skin tingle. “Later.”  

“I’ll hold you to that.” Vriska tried to put a note of flirtation into her voice, though she 

wasn’t sure she managed it. Flirting wasn’t really her thing. But with Julien, she wanted that 

little thrill that went through her when he gave her that charming grin of his at her attempts.  

As he was doing now. After holding her gaze for another moment, he turned and headed 

for the sideboard laden with the breakfast feast.  
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And that was another thing she liked about him. He knew when to flirt, but he also knew 

when food took priority over flirting.  

After wrangling Bertie and Finn into their seats and setting plates in front of them, Paige 

dropped into a seat across from Vriska with her own plate before her. “Whew. I’m so glad 

Princess Bella is gone. Well, I suppose she hasn’t left. But it is nice to have a casual family 

breakfast again.”  

“Casual, but not relaxed.” Julien set his plate on the table, that quirked grin still on his 

face, and took the seat next to Vriska.  

“True.” Paige reached over and cut Finn’s sausage for him.  

“Is Averett still asleep?” Julien’s mother pushed aside her plate, dabbed at her mouth 

with a napkin, then laid the napkin neatly over her plate.  

“No.” Paige shook her head and sighed. “He was up early and has already begun meeting 

with Master Wendee, General Bloam, and a few of the senior members of Parliament for how to 

deal with Princess Bella and Mongavaria.”  

“Sounds like fun.” Julien grimaced and gave an exaggerated shudder.  

Vriska resisted the urge to shudder as well. As strange as it was to marry a prince, at least 

she was marrying someone who, in all likelihood, would stay merely a prince. She’d never have 

to rule a kingdom at his side. Just protect it, which was how both of them preferred it.  

“What sounds like fun?”  

Vriska glanced over her shoulder as Edmund strolled into the room, Jalissa tucked close 

to his side. The gesture looked romantic, but by the way Jalissa kept shooting Edmund a look 

that was a mix of concern and exasperation, he was likely using Jalissa to steady himself.  
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“Meeting with Parliament.” Julien motioned to Edmund with a forkful of egg. “Should 

you be out of bed?” 

“Yes,” Edmund said at the same time as Jalissa gave an emphatic, “No.”  

Vriska couldn’t help but grin a bit at that. She had been so worried about fitting in to this 

family. And, yes, there were discussions of Parliament and stuff like that over breakfast. But here 

when it was just the family, they could shed the masks they wore as royalty and just be 

themselves. And while she didn’t exactly like the royalty part, she could fit right in to the normal 

people behind the masks.  

Edmund started toward the sideboard, but Jalissa steered him toward the table, the clench 

to her jaw more forceful than Vriska had ever seen from the elf princess. “No, sit. I will make a 

plate for you.”  

“I am fine.” Edmund braced himself against the chair but didn’t sit.  

Julien’s mother pushed her empty plate away and stood. “Both of you sit down. I’ll fetch 

plates for you. You both should be resting after your ordeal.”  

Jalissa hesitated for another moment before she sank into the seat on Vriska’s other side.  

Edmund took the seat next to Jalissa, his face a little pale.  

Vriska could understand the urge to pretend everything was fine when wounded. After 

all, she was sitting here with her arm in a sling pretending she couldn’t feel the ache of her 

healing shoulder.  

Edmund slouched in his chair, glancing first at Julien, then at Vriska. “So, Julien, have 

you shown Vriska your weapons collection yet?”  

Julien froze. “Uh, no.”  

Vriska turned to him. “You have a weapons collection?”  
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And he hadn’t shown it to her yet? Or even talked about it? She had a vague memory that 

he had mentioned something about having a replica weapon or two when they’d been sparring 

during their morning practices in Kostaria.  

But they had been rather busy since arriving in Escarland. The rather punchable princess 

of Mongavaria had kept them distracted.  

Julien shifted in his seat, his face going a hint red. “The weapons collection is…” His 

voice lowered further. “…in my bedroom.”  

Edmund rolled his eyes. “The weapons are hanging on the walls of your sitting room, not 

your actual bedroom.”  

Julien stirred his eggs on his plate, still not looking at Vriska, as he muttered down at the 

table. “It still wouldn’t be proper.”  

Vriska snorted. Humans and their overblown sense of properness.  

Julien’s mother set plates in front of Jalissa and Edmund. “We’ll all go right after 

breakfast. That would be proper enough.”  

“Mother.” Julien gritted out, his face going even more red.  

Smiling with a hint of mischief, his mother patted his shoulder as she rounded the table to 

return to her seat.  

Why was Julien so uncomfortable talking about his weapons collection? Was it simply 

because of his own overblown sense of human propriety? Humans weren’t quite as bad as the 

elves, but they did have different things they were uncomfortable with.  

Jalissa finished her bite of eggs and gestured to the sling around Vriska’s arm. “How is 

your shoulder?”  
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“Healing.” Vriska shrugged, stretching the aching muscles. “Elven healing magic is 

effective.”  

Jalissa’s mouth twitched in one of her serene elven smiles. “Yes, it is. Since meeting 

Edmund, I have become increasingly thankful for that fact.”  

“But you love me anyway.” Edmund draped one arm across the back of Jalissa’s chair.  

Jalissa gave a quiet huff, though a smile remained on her face.  

Vriska looked away, though the mushy romance stuff didn’t bother her as much as it once 

had. Strange, that.  

When they all finished breakfast, Vriska found herself herded down the hallway, 

surrounded by Julien’s family.  

Julien halted in front of a door, his face still tinged red. “Um, well, this is my room.”  

He swung open the door and stepped aside, gesturing for everyone else to enter.  

Vriska glanced at Julien before she strode inside. As soon as she stepped into the room, 

she forgot all about Julien’s discomfort, his family’s ribbing, or anything else for that matter.  

Two of the walls were decorated with rows upon rows of weapons. From pole axes to 

halberds to various swords and daggers. They were not of troll design, and she was not familiar 

enough with Escarlish history to guess what time periods the various weapons might have been 

from.  

One wall held weapons that were tarnished with age. These must be actual historical 

weapons. The other, larger wall held weapons that appeared shinier and newer.  

Vriska turned in a slow circle, taking in all the shiny, gorgeous weapons. So much 

glinting danger all lined up on the walls.  
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Vaguely, she heard Edmund and Jalissa quietly talking, though she was too focused on 

the weapons to pay any attention to what they were saying.  

Julien halted next to her. “Well, this is it. My weapons collection.”  

“It’s beautiful.” Her voice came out breathy and weak.  

“This wall is all actual historical weapons. They aren’t actually mine but borrowed from 

the royal vault.” Julien pointed at the wall of slightly tarnished weapons, then at the other wall. 

“And these are replicas, so they are actually mine. Some were gifts. Like that elven dagger, 

though that one is real. Farrendel gave it to me. And some I commissioned. The benefit to being 

a prince with coin I can indulge on something like this.”  

He had a prince’s wealth, and he chose to use it to commission weapons. If she hadn’t 

already been falling in love with Julien, then she definitely was now. Could there be anything 

more handsome than a man who decorated his walls with gorgeous, shiny, sharp deadly 

instruments of war?  

“Why didn’t you want to show it to me?” Vriska tore her gaze away from the weapons 

long enough to glance at Julien.  

He shifted, his gaze going back to the weapons rather than staying on her. “Besides the 

fact that it is in my room?”  

“Besides your human propriety, yes.”  

“I guess my fascination with historical weapons isn’t something I admit to many people.” 

Julien shrugged and crossed his arms as if trying to be more nonchalant than he felt. “Most 

people in Escarland would find it…odd.”  

“And you thought I would find it odd?” Vriska crossed her own arms and finally tore her 

eyes away from the weapons to focus more fully on Julien.  
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“No.” Julien’s mouth quirked into a smile briefly before it disappeared. “But the 

collection is…well, it is a bit personal.”  

Vriska couldn’t help it. She laughed. Of course that was the problem. Julien liked to be in 

the background, and showing off his weapons collection, even to her, drew too much attention to 

himself. “I know. It’s uncomfortable. That’s how I felt the first time I brought you home to my 

family and you saw where I grew up.”  

Julien relaxed and took her hand, smiling that charming yet still slightly embarrassed 

smile of his.  

She was still getting used to the feel of his fingers in hers, but she kind of liked it. And 

she really liked the sight of all those weapons.  

She was falling in love with him. She had realized it last night when she’d chased after 

the princess and the smugglers to rescue Julien. But even in the light and calm of day, that 

warmth still remained in her chest.  

A knocking sound broke the moment. Vriska turned in the direction and scowled at 

Julien’s brother Edmund. She was going to take back every nice thing she had been thinking 

about him.  

Sometime in the last few minutes, Julien’s mother had disappeared. Edmund and Jalissa 

were now partially out the doorway.  

Edmund grinned and grabbed the door handle. “You have five minutes. You can thank 

me later.” With a wink from Edmund—and an eyeroll from Jalissa—the two of them stepped out 

of the room and closed the door after them.  

Never mind. Edmund was officially her favorite future brother-in-law.  
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When she turned back to Julien, he was scratching the back of his neck, the red look back 

to his face.  

Ugh. Was he going to go all uncomfortable now that they both actually liked each other? 

They’d been alone together plenty of times in Kostaria, but apparently it was different now that 

they were in Escarland where being alone together was something to be gossiped about.  

She grinned and gestured to the wall. “So when I marry you, what’s yours is mine, 

right?”  

Julien laughed, the discomfort bleeding away. “No way. I might consider letting you 

choose one or two to claim as your own, but these are mine.”  

All right, that was fair. She wasn’t about to go around sharing her weapons either. As 

Julien had said, weapons were rather personal. “Fine, fine. I understand. The weapons are off 

limits.”  

“But there are two more walls in this room.” Julien gestured. “Plenty of space for you to 

decorate with your own weapons when…” He trailed off, as if realizing they had strayed into 

rather personal territory again.  

But that was good, right? Healthy. They had spent so long talking about if they got 

married. It was progress to start talking about when they got married. And what their life together 

after the wedding might look like.  

It was still an uncomfortable topic, especially since she hadn’t exactly admitted to Julien 

yet that she was falling for him. She would have to do that, and soon.  

But until she figured out how she wanted to go about that, their five minutes were 

wasting. And she didn’t want to use the entire five minutes talking, as nice as talking with Julien 

was.  



10 

 

“I’ll hold you to that.” Vriska grinned and eased a step closer. “Now, you still owe me 

that proper kiss.”  

“Do I?” Julien wrapped his arms around her and tugged her close.  

Her knees were already weak from all the beautiful weapons on the wall, and she let 

herself lean into Julien’s strong arms.  

He leaned down and gave her a tiny peck on the lips.  

She scowled at him. “What was that?”  

“A proper kiss.” Julien’s grin held a teasing edge.  

“You know what I meant.” Vriska toyed with the collar of his shirt. “I want a real kiss 

this time.”  

Then, he kissed her. And if her knees went even more weak, well, it was a really good 

real kiss.  


