
  
    [image: Faerie Descent]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Linda Jordan

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Notes on the Moon People

        Bibi’s Bargain Boutique

        Infected by Magic

        The Bones of the Earth Series Book 1: Faerie Unraveled

        The Bones of the Earth Series Book 2: Faerie Contact

        The Bones of the Earth Series Book 4: Faerie Flight

        The Bones of the Earth Series Book 5: Faerie Confluence

      

        

      
        Come on over to Linda’s website and join the fun!

        LindaJordan.net

      

        

      
        Don’t miss a release!

        Sign up for Linda’s Serendipitous Newsletter while you’re there.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Faerie Descent

      Bones of the Earth Book 3

    

    
      
        Linda Jordan

      

    

    
      Metamorphosis Press

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2016 by Linda Jordan

      All rights reserved.

      

      Published by Metamorphosis Press

      www.metamorphosispress.com

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1 ~ Dylan

          

        

      

    

    
      Dylan stood with the other water spirits in the throne room. The smoke from the fire pits made his eyes burn and his lungs ache.

      Still he waited.

      Shifting his weight to the other side, glaring at Egan.

      Egan sat on the magnificent golden throne, the copper braziers behind him blazing with flames. Smoke filled the room, unable to find the outlet far above. It was as if the fire Fae needed all the spectacle to prove he was good enough to be the Luminary.

      That couldn’t be a good sign.

      The Luminary had become more scaled since Dylan had seen him last. Did that come with aging? If so, then the fire spirit had aged decades in only months. Perhaps it came from running so much power.

      Egan’s forearms were covered with red, yellow and black scales as was the entire top of his head and his bare back. Egan wore golden armor over his chest, shoulders and back, sort of a vest. He also wore a red leathery skirt with a metallic sheen, which reminded Dylan of soldiers from ancient Rome.

      Most Fae enjoyed showing off their beautiful bodies and wore no clothing or perhaps just a little something to accent a particular feature they liked about themselves. A scarf to show off their long necks. Tall gloves to show off long arms. Occasionally a transparent fabric wrapped around their bodies to add some mystery.

      Egan was clearly wearing clothes as armor.

      Feeling threatened?

      He was talking to groups of Fae, getting their reports. Lassair, his consort, and a powerful fire spirit healer sat beside him, listening, but not speaking. She looked angry though. Her jaw clenched and her normally unlined face furrowed where eyebrows should be. Fire Fae had no brows, or hair of any kind.

      The throne room was crowded with Fae. Mostly fire spirits. They were often lizard-like and red skinned. Some had yellow or orange scales, not scaled as much as Egan though.

      There were a few earth spirits in the room and they resembled their close kin. Two millennia old tree spirits, still young, their skin not furrowed and bark-like as the elders’ skin. The stone people with angular cheekbones and eyes like crystals.

      The only water spirits in the throne room were those he’d come with. Like him, they were smooth and flowing. Their softness belying their strength. Water Fae normally had pale skin, often in shades of green and blues.

      Missing from the throne room were the most beautiful Fae of all, the air spirits. Those glowing ethereal Fae, whose beauty made everyone gasp. Their long wavy hair often braided and beaded with gold and silver beads. Their transparent wings could fan the flames of fire Fae, cool water spirits and move fresh air to plant spirits.

      They’d mostly vanished when Egan took power. In the confusion that ensued, people thought they’d simply left the court in a huff. Now, it was clear something else had happened, darker and more sinister.

      The offspring of the Fomorians were waging war on Faerie.

      Who was fighting this war if there were so many gathered here?

      The room had changed since he’d been here last. When he left it had been stone. Now it was formed of various metals. The copper walls and massive mirrored columns reflected the light and heat, making it nearly too bright and almost too hot to bear.

      Especially considering Dylan had just come from the deep sea.

      The room now held no plants, no water and the air felt so hot as to be stifling.

      Egan’s power was out of control again.

      Was it the strain of the war?

      Dylan sensed the other water Fae were as uncomfortable as he was. He looked at them. Most of them were looking at the floor. Especially Kerr and Mairsile. Kerr’s arms were folded in front of him, Mairsile’s fists clenched with fury.

      The only one he knew to be calm was the elder, Meredith. Very little riled her. Yet she would be the only one of them to give Egan hell.

      She stood silently, still dripping. The long, thick, silvery blue braids draping over her greenish lumpy body, down to her knees. She was slightly hunched from many millennia of life. She was probably the eldest Fae in this room. There were a few others in the palace, he knew. Most of them preferred to be farther away. Out in their natural element.

      In the human world, Egan had spent time owning and running a successful cafe. Dylan thought the Luminary would have learned a thing or two about delegating. Making them all stand around and wait for him was unconscionable.

      There was no time for this. The offspring of the Fomorians were gathering.

      The heat in the metallic room made Dylan’s damp skin and waist length hair dry quickly. His pale skin felt itchy from the salt drying on it. And it was getting a decidedly pink tone to it. He was out of his element.

      Then Egan stood and excused those he was talking to, “My friends, I must speak with the water Fae. They are drying out and miserable. And something tells me their news is pressing.”

      Meredith raised her head and stared into Egan’s eyes.

      So, she hadn’t been waiting after all. She’d been sending to him, interrupting him.

      The water Fae moved closed to the throne and the other Fae made room.

      “We have found them,” she said.

      “How many are there?” asked Egan.

      “Two just off the coast. Three in the deep abyss. We believe.”

      “You believe?” asked Egan.

      “It’s very difficult for us to go that deep. The water pressure that far down is intense and painful. Even the fastest water Fae slows down to the pace of a very young human child just beginning to walk. We could not survive an attack of any predator, let alone the Fomorian offspring. We cannot fight them that deep. And there isn’t any cover for camouflage.”

      Egan nodded. “Is there enough cover for two or three of you to go down and count them? Just to see what we’re up against?”

      “Is the difference between three or four Fomorians worth the lives of however many go down into the Abyss? Because we would likely lose the majority of those of us who swim down,” said Meredith, challenging him.

      Egan sat up and looked at her. Reappraising the situation.

      “No, I guess not. Three or four of them is more than we know how to deal with.”

      Meredith nodded, satisfied.

      Dylan could sense the remaining liquid on the water Fae turning to steam.

      He could smell hair singeing, his mouth felt dry and pasty. He would have to leave soon.

      Meredith said, “You’re doing it again Egan.”

      “What?”

      “Not controlling yourself. It’s far too hot in here. Take care,” she said.

      He looked startled, but recovered quickly, “It’s not your place to criticize me.”

      “Well, someone has to. Do you see anyone else who has the nerve? Or who cares enough about you? Look around. Where are all the plant spirits? And the other water spirits? If you chase everyone away with your heat and anger, Faerie’s demise is just around the corner.”

      “What makes you think the plant and water spirits aren’t off on assignments?”

      “Your being defensive won’t help. The plant spirits aren’t here because they can’t tolerate your heat. The same with the water. Look at Mairsile. She’s losing all her water into steam. Dylan is about to faint, but he considers you a friend so he’s here,” she said to Egan. “You must gain control of yourself before you can steer Faerie to a victory. We need all of us to win this war.”

      Meredith turned to Dylan and the others. “Shoo, all of you. Go out to the fountains. I’ll be out shortly.”

      Dylan wanted to leave, but he had to hear Egan’s reply. The others fled from the room.

      Egan asked, “Is it true my friend?”

      Dylan nodded, unable to speak his mouth was so dry.

      “Then please leave. Go find water. Faerie is sorely depleted by the absence of our air spirits. Our home is out of balance.”

      “Have you found them yet?” asked Meredith.

      “It seems the Fomorians have captured nearly all of them. Skye is hidden in her human body in Glastonbury, and the elder Aura is here, afraid to leave the palace or fly. But the others… Hidden, captured or lost to us?” Egan held his hands up.

      “Where do the Fomorians have them?” asked Meredith.

      “I’ve been unable to find that out. I believe one of the winds probably has them. They’re always on the move. I don’t see a way out of this,” said Egan.

      “You must find a way,” said Meredith. “What do the elders say?”

      “Nonsensical things. I can’t understand their thinking,” he said, as if pushing away anything to do with the elders.

      “Well, you will find a way. There is no alternative. We must leave you now. To rest and renew. I will return later to find out what other tasks you have for us. Think hard on the best use for us.”

      Meredith turned and walked out, not waiting for him to dismiss them.

      Dylan followed her, the scent of his singed hair overpowering the smell of the smoky room. His eyes burned.

      They moved more quickly as they got closer to the door and the cooler air in the passageway hit them. Dylan could almost breathe again, without feeling like his lungs were being seared.

      Once outside the palace, the temperature cooled even more. It became bearable, although still hot. They moved around to the back of the palace. There was a pool filled with fountains. Fresh water flowed into it from a stream and out towards a lake.

      Dylan and Meredith joined the other water Fae there.

      He slipped into the warmish water and felt his skin suck in the water, replenishing itself.

      “At least his heat hasn’t affected the water too much,” said Meredith. She dove into the depths of the pool, completely submerging.

      Everyone else joined her and they sat on the bottom of the deep end.

      “What will he do with the information you gave him?” asked Kerr, sending to all of their minds as it was not a private conversation.

      “There is nothing he can do. Except wait them out. The Fomorians can’t be reached in the Abyss. They must know that. But every day there is the opportunity for more of them to gather.”

      “Do you think there are more?” asked Lynette, a tone of alarm reaching her sending. “Is there something we can do?”

      “I don’t know. And there’s nothing to do that I can think of yet, my dear,” said Meredith. “The only thing that’s worked against the Fomorians in the past is outsmarting them. It’s time to use our minds and come up with a plan.”

      “There’s danger down that route,” said Kerr.

      “Yes, there is,” said Meredith, acknowledging his point that this was going behind the Luminary’s back. “But the alternative is to let Faerie fall when the Fomorians attack. And they will attack. If they are able to release their imprisoned ancestors from us, then everything we’ve done will be lost. And we will be exterminated.”

      They continued to sit in the depths and talk treason.
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      Meredith paced the gardens around the palace. Smelling the sweet pink roses and overpowering honeysuckles. The nearby world was approaching the depths of winter, but here in Faerie, summer still reigned. As it nearly always had.

      Perhaps the lingering summer was due to the heat Egan exuded.

      The sky above was gray. The clouds looked heavy, full of water. Rain was coming. Meredith smiled at the thought. She loved rain. The smell, the feel of water falling from the sky onto her skin. It was truly magical.

      Meredith stepped off the path and entered the sacred oak grove that was nearly a thousand years old. It was dark and quiet beneath the trees. Little light came to the forest floor so there was no undergrowth.

      Her body felt tight with nervousness. She was about to swim out into the open ocean, predators and all.

      Gathered there, seated on massive boulders in a circle were the other elders. The oldest of them all.

      Alana, Brian and Ogden, all earth spirits. Alana was of the stone people, she looked as hard as a rock. Impenetrable. Brian of the hills. Tall and stately, always strong and formidable. Ogden, a dryad of the oaks. He was in his element here among these rugged trees who’d lived so long. His face was nearly as furrowed as their wrinkled bark. His hair down to his ankles, tied with leather, ornamented with strands of green moss.

      Conley, a fire spirit. Nearly covered with orange and brown scales as fire elders were. His mind was keen and his actions honorable.

      Lastly, there was Aura, the only remaining air spirit who’d stayed near the palace. She glowed with long life and her white hair was intricately beaded with silver beads. She wore a pale blue gauzy scarf around her waist and silver chains around her ankles and wrists. Her face beautiful, but filled with sorrow. She’d lost all the other air spirits.

      Only Skye remained and she was in England. Hiding in the human body she’d made to conceal herself. Living among humans and serving as an ambassador of sorts.

      “Greetings,” said Meredith, bowing deeply and then sliding on top of a smooth boulder. “Thank you for coming.”

      “I do not know what you hope to accomplish by meeting like this,” said Brian.

      “I hoped we might come up with a plan to save Faerie,” said Meredith.

      “Why was the Luminary not invited?” asked Alana.

      “Because some of us can’t be around him for long,” said Meredith. “He’s assured me yesterday that he has no plan to deal with the offspring. If they reach the vault and release the old gods, then Faerie will be lost. Unless we can come up with a way to restrain them.”

      “We have been searching for such an answer since the day Egan took power,” said Aura. “We have not found one.”

      “Meredith, you were gone from Faerie for millennia. You left when Faerie was closed. Then you returned, removed your brother from the throne and installed Egan. Now you are unhappy with the way he is leading. Why do you not simply take the throne for yourself?” asked Conley, his scales growing darker.

      “Careful of the heat, Conley,” said Ogden. “My trees cannot tolerate it.”

      Conley nodded, but continued to stare at Meredith, challenging her.

      “I left when Faerie was closed, you are right. I didn’t agree with the action. I didn’t believe we should abandon the world to humans and their machines. I made a human body and lived among them. I don’t regret my actions. I learned about humans. It was only when I was back in my own skin, swimming, that the Fomorians took me. Those Fomorians that we’d all thought were long dead. They captured many Fae, most were tortured and killed. Eight of us escaped, one of them Egan. We returned to warn Faerie that the Fomorians were still alive and killing Fae. Some of them were already here, loosening the boundary anchors. I had no intention of removing my brother from the throne. I hadn’t even known he was Luminary until I returned. He refused to take action against the Fomorians, even though they were intent on bringing down the boundaries and invading Faerie. Egan took action. He didn’t consult me. He simply acted to save Faerie. I used his power, and that of others, to disable the Fomorians and entomb them, alive, in the vault beneath the front courtyard of the palace. I don’t regret that either. No one came forth with a better idea.”

      “But you did not anticipate that those same actions might wake their offspring?” asked Brian.

      “I didn’t even know their offspring were still alive. Since the Fomorians had mated with Fae, I’d assumed their offspring were mortal, like us. That they’d died over the long ages. What I do know is that the old gods’ offspring are formidable. They have qualities from the best of both lines. Perhaps not as strong as the Fomorians, but they’re more crafty in the ways of the world. We are lucky they don’t know how to use human technology.”

      “You have spent too much time among humans,” said Conley.

      “And you, too little.”

      “You have cleverly avoided addressing Conley’s accusation about wanting the throne,” said Alana.

      And there it was. Conley and Alana would stick together. They were aligned.

      “I have no desire to be Luminary. I would not be good at it. I have far too little patience. And wisdom. I believe the Luminary must be young enough to be willing to work with the humans. Their numbers are vast. We cannot afford to ignore them and their ignorant destruction of this world we all share.”

      Her words seemed to satisfy Conley.

      “I just want to save Faerie,” said Meredith. “And I fear we don’t have much time. The longer we wait to act, the more time it gives the Fomorians to attack us.”

      “At least we would get them all if we wait,” said Aura.

      “We have no guarantee of that. They might attack in waves,” said Brian.

      “Do you have a plan?” asked Alana.

      Rain began to fall. Some of it dropped between the leaves, wetting her just a bit. The air freshened. She noticed the rain hitting Conley evaporated almost immediately with a hissing sound.

      Meredith held out her hand catching a few drops and licked them up.

      “No,” said Meredith. “If I did have a plan, I would be making it happen. All that I know is that in the old stories, the Fomorians were originally defeated by letting them become us. We lived side by side with them for a very long time. Assimilating them. Then when Egan took power we captured them by using our wits. We aren’t as strong as they are. We can’t out-muscle them. Which is what Egan is trying to do.”

      They nodded.

      “I agree, we must use our minds,” said Alana.

      “I believe the elders carry the wisdom of Faerie. We are the ones who will come up with a solution. But we must do it quickly,” said Meredith.

      “I still think Egan should be a part of this,” said Conley.

      “He is too busy,” said Alana. “He is running a war.”

      “I agree, he should be included,” said Brian.

      “I cannot bear his heat,” said Ogden.

      Meredith said, “I cannot either, not for long.”

      Aura said, “I think he should be part of this as well. I am not strong enough to mitigate his heat for the two of you. The loss of being able to fly freely and the absence of my kind has left me weak.”

      “Do we need to bring Skye back to help you?” asked Meredith.

      “No. She is safer hiding among humans. And she is performing a valuable service. We may need the humans in all of this.”

      “What do you mean, need the humans?” asked Alana.

      “I think they may have a part to play in this war. This negotiation with the offspring. I cannot see if yet though. It is just a feeling,” said Aura, fluttering her transparent wings.

      Meredith hadn’t considered that.

      She’d simply thought that humans and Fae needed to work out an arrangement. And that Faerie needed to guide humans’ development. To put a limit on their expansion in the natural world.

      “I do not see humans having a part of any of this,” said Ogden.

      They talked for a time, not coming to any agreement. But they were talking at least. None of them would go up against Egan. Some of them might even inform him she was talking treason.

      Egan was a powerful Fae and Luminaries in the past had been quick to punish Fae who caused dissension. Sometimes even killing them. But this wasn’t treason, not to Meredith.

      Not when the Luminary was unfit to rule. The problem was, there was no other contender. No other Fae who had the necessary skills to fight the Fomorians.

      Hours later, they left. One by one. At least deciding to consider the question and to meet again tomorrow.

      Meredith continued on the path down to the lake. She dove in, swimming through the rushes, scattering schools of small fish.

      The water was colder here. Murky from the mud at the bottom, but her eyes adjusted. She reveled in the cool wetness.

      Meredith found the center of the lake and floated there, far below the surface, barely moving. She felt other water spirits and fish join her. Giving support as she pondered the questions brought up in the meeting.

      What role could humans have in this war? She didn’t hold out much hope that technology could conquer the Fomorians’ offspring. Humans always put great store in their inventions, but how does one subdue the wind, or the sea?

      She had no answers. That didn’t mean it was time to stop looking.
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      Dylan sat in a stream near the edge of Faerie. The flow was narrow, he could hold out his arms and reach both banks. But it was cool and secluded from any other Fae.

      And he could pretend it was the day he’d met Solange.

      He’d been here trying to cool himself and had fallen asleep. She’d come upon him and thought he was drowning. Pulled him from the water and then she had noticed he wasn’t human.

      She was the first human who’d seen him in his natural form. And she hadn’t been repelled. Instead, Solange had been fascinated.

      They’d spent that day together, exploring Faerie. She’d returned several days later to celebrate the Summer Solstice. What a day and night that had been. Then she’d gone back to Seattle and work.

      She’d been out twice since then. And would be coming again soon. He was to meet her at the Winter Solstice. At this spot.

      He could hardly wait. The anticipation was painfully sweet.

      Dylan sighed and watched a wren hop from branch to branch on a nearby rose bush. Normally at this time of year, the bush would have hips on it, not flowers. But Egan’s heat was spreading throughout Faerie, keeping it abnormally warm.

      Or was it global warming affecting Faerie?

      Dylan didn’t know.

      He just wanted to think about Solange. The smell of her skin when sunlight hit it. The fullness of her thick hair. The taste of her lips.

      His fingers itched to paint her. To capture her essence in color. When he’d been masquerading as a human, he’d made his living painting. He missed the discipline of spending time every day working with the colors and textures. The water and the paint.

      But there had been no time for that here.

      He wanted to talk her into staying in Faerie and would have tried already. If the war wasn’t going on. He couldn’t put her in danger.

      It would be hard for her to give up her human life. She was a journalist, with a life in Seattle, friends and family. And because of the war, he hadn’t asked. Not yet.

      If ever there was a time for Faerie to be open, this was it. He almost envied Skye, living in England.

      But she was living in a human body. And she wasn’t doing it to follow a lover.

      It was tempting to leave, but he couldn’t turn his back on Faerie.

      Not if he had a use here.

      Meredith would unravel this tangled knot. She’d find a way to get to the Fomorians’ offspring. To stop this war. He had faith in her and the other elders.

      It would take some time. They’d been working on a solution since Egan had taken power, hadn’t they?

      They’d known the Fomorians couldn’t be kept in the vault forever. The Fomorians would escape somehow. There was too much power there to stay encased. Faerie would have to change. Have to find a way to live peaceably with them.

      But that was the problem, wasn’t it?

      The Fomorians didn’t want peace. The winds wanted free reign to wipe all life off the earth if they wanted to. The drought that was Balor, their leader, wanted to kill everything. Who knew what Domnu wanted, the mother of them all, the great abyss of the sea?

      How does one live peaceably with those who threaten your existence?

      Dylan stood, the water sheeting off him. He stepped onto the low bank, walking on the moss, watering the land.

      He pulled his loose, wet hair back, leaving it tangled. He should ask someone to braid it for him. He’d never been good at that.

      He walked towards the tall hollies that topped the hill. They were ancient trees, gnarled and twisted, but beautiful in their own way. The sharp, prickly floor of leaves crunched beneath his hardened feet.

      He touched the deeply grooved bark, leaning against one of the trees.

      Egan was a stopgap measure. He was waging war, stalling for time.

      While someone else came up with a way out of this mess. The elders? Meredith?

      Egan was powerful and smart, but his real skill was action. Not strategy.

      Not for a tangled mess like this.

      Dylan closed his eyes and whispered to the tree, “Send strength, endurance and power to those who need it. Our elders. Help them find a path through this maze. Help them find a way out that keeps all of us safe.”

      A momentary sense of fear shot through him.

      The forest became absolutely silent.

      Then the earth began to shake.

      Dylan stayed in close to the tree trunk, hoping to avoid being hit by any falling branches.

      The forest around him cracked. The very stones nearby split.

      It went on for what seemed like hours, but he knew it could only be seconds.

      Then it stopped.

      He wasn’t a dryad, but even he could tell the trees felt panicked.

      “Be calm my friends. Fear gets you nowhere.”

      Dylan was about to step out into the clearing when the shaking began again. Sharper, but not as long. A huge branch from far above cracked and fell through other branches, taking several with it.

      He moved around to the other side of the tree, watching the debris fall through the crown of the majestic tree. The large branch hit the ground with a loud thunk and itself made the ground shake.

      Had it been an earthquake or a Fomorian?

      He had no idea.

      But it was time to return to the palace.

      To see what he could do to help.
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      Meredith was still floating in the center of the lake when she sensed the wave of panic just before the earth moved. It felt as if they were all in a very large glass of water that a giant had picked up and dropped.

      Water spirits and fish were shaken and smacked into one another as the water settled. No one had time to get out of each others’ way.

      The fragile fish had several fatalities.

      Tree limbs from far above dropped into the lake. On the far end, there was a landslide and two large boulders ended up underwater.

      The Fae huddled together, trying to check for injuries.

      Meredith swam for shore, feeling the earth move again and the water rise out of the lake, then splat down again.

      For a moment, she thought it might be safer to stay put.

      But she couldn’t.

      If this was just an earthquake, then she would have overreacted. But if it was a Fomorian, then she needed to get to the palace.

      As soon as she hit land, Meredith ran, through the deserted oak grove, dodging downed branches. Then on the path to the palace.

      Her worst fear was that the vault had been compromised.

      She ran to the front courtyard first, out of breath and legs aching. Her body wasn’t meant for running.

      There she found about twenty Fae, including Egan.

      The gardens and fountains which had been made atop the sealed vault were gone. Destroyed by the Fae, she hoped.

      Leaving the stone vault exposed.

      Several Fae were still checking for cracks. One opening had been found and most of the Fae were pouring their energy into it, sealing the crack before it could be made larger.

      Egan stood, arms crossed, the scales on his forehead accentuating the frown on his face.

      “Is it still sealed?” she asked.

      “Yes,” he said. “But the crack was large. Large enough for a quick-thinking wind, fog or sea to escape.”

      “But you don’t know,” she said.

      “I don’t know that they’re all still in there, no,” said Egan, meeting her eyes.

      One or more of the Fomorians could have escaped. Had one of them caused the quake? Or one of their offspring? Or had it been natural?

      Other Fae gathered around the courtyard, their faces lined with worry. More than a couple were bleeding or injured from something falling.

      Meredith saw then the large crack that extended from the courtyard and continued to the palace and up the side.

      She pointed at it, nudging Egan.

      He said, “I know. I was inside. It’s worse in there. But it can be fixed. This I’m not so sure about.”

      Meredith’s heart sank. He was right.

      But the palace in Faerie had existed for millennia. Since the beginning. It changed with every shift in power, but it had never, ever been damaged.

      Something pure and perfect was broken.

      She wasn’t sure it could ever be repaired.

      The sound of thundering hooves on stone filled the air. A dozen horses and riders appeared on the road coming out of the forest.

      Fae walking on the stone road quickly moved aside.

      The warriors were dressed in leather and metal armor similar to Egan’s. But they weren’t fire Fae. They were all stone people.

      The powerful horses were heavy, but fast, with luxurious manes and tails flying in the breeze. Some were black, others chestnut and bay. Blagdons and pintos were also represented. Their feathered feet were unshod, the hooves strong.
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