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      This is hopeless.

      Elana Ti’Restan leaned against the wooden handle of a pitchfork and stared at the absolute mess of dirty straw in the horse stall ahead of her. She’d only mucked about half the Duke’s stall, and sweat was already streaking the sides of her face and making her auburn hair stick to her forehead.

      How long had she been at this? And why hadn’t the royal stable keepers made these stalls ready ahead of time?

      Because the Aewyn never did anything on a schedule, she sullenly reminded herself.

      Her master, Duke Severan, had received the summons to come to Beldanil, Saelyn’s capital city, only three days prior. Every hand in the palace and surrounding city had most likely been used to polish everything to a shine and ready the coast for the reception of the new Aewyn Jewel Bearer and the entourage of servants that would surely follow in their train. And, of course, in the hubbub, the stables were forgotten.

      It wasn’t often a new Jewel Bearer was appointed, but the role held great significance for both the mer, the Aewyn of El’ae, and the humans who inhabited Saelyn, the kingdom that bordered the sea of El’ae. It had to be a joint effort to honor Arkcim’s chosen prophet, no matter the short notice that often accompanied a new appointment.

      Elana mopped her brow with her dirty sleeve and got back to work.

      “Hurry it up in there, or I’ll give Dimian another year,” hissed Duke Severan. He leaned against the entrance to the barn, holding the reins to a restless stallion. His black eyes glittered hatefully at her from behind a curtain of dark brown hair, and his lips curled in a trademark expression somewhere between a sneer and a smirk as he studied her with disdain.

      Elana ignored him and kept at her work. An empty threat, as usual. She and the Duke both knew who was paying the bulk of her late parents’ blood debt, and it wasn’t her carefree, sea-loving younger brother Dimian. Elana had made sure of that.

      She shoveled forkfuls of horrid, manure-soaked hay into the wheelbarrow until the stall was clean, then padded the floor with a fresh bale of hay and pulled a handful of sugar cubes from her pocket.

      Windy, the stallion Duke Severan had hold of, lifted his head and sniffed the air in Elana’s direction.

      She clucked her tongue, encouraging him to come to her. The Duke let go and watched with crossed arms as the stallion licked Elana’s hands clean and sniffed at the fresh stall. His tail swished—a sign he approved—and he stepped inside after Elana and let her unsaddle him and brush his coat until it gleamed.

      As she finished his flank, a clarion call—three notes in a familiar harmony—sounded outside the barn.

      Elana hurriedly dropped the brush, latched Windy’s stall gate and hurried to the barn entrance. The Duke had gone—much to her relief—and was standing near a gathering of other nobles at the edge of the cobbled street leading down to the white shoreline.

      She seized the opportunity to creep behind a wide tree close to the road. She couldn’t see the ocean from here, but she heard the awed murmurs and pleasant applause from further down the road and around the bend between gleaming houses and shops.

      Her heart leapt and beat faster, and she allowed herself a smile. The Aewyn were coming ashore.

      She’d only seen them in human form twice before, and neither time had as good a view as this, shoved as she always was to the back of the crowd behind men much taller than her and who’d never stoop to such kindness as to allow her a chance to peek at the spectacle.

      Besides, there would be two new Aewyn this time with one royal escort—the crown prince of El’ae himself, Prince Seynan. She’d caught a glimpse of him only once before—the last time Lady Freyza, the former Jewel Bearer, had come for a conference with the king and queen of Saelyn. His glowing, blue-tinted skin and golden hair had caused quite the stir among the young ladies of Saelyn. Though the mer and humans didn’t intermarry, though the Aewyn were tarbier, Arkcim’s pure creatures with intelligence and beauty higher than any human, seeing such beauty never failed to elicit the interest of the gossips and flirts among the other ladies Elana’s age.

      Elana’s nose twitched in disapproval. She had no time for such fancies, what with her forty-year sentence to serve under the Duke. And besides, the Aewyn prince had a haughty air about him that rubbed her the wrong way despite his celestial radiance.

      Still…she wouldn’t mind catching a better glimpse of that radiance— safely, from her hiding spot behind the tree. It’s something you don’t see every day, she reasoned with herself.

      The cheers and shouts of acclaim crept closer, and Elana struggled to keep her body still and calm. The last thing she wanted was the Duke to notice her enjoying herself for a few minutes and scold her about it.

      A shimmering sea-foam gown caught Elana’s eye first as the Aewyn delegation rounded the bend. It contrasted against the Aewyn maiden’s coppery skin and highlighted the Jewels around her neck. Her bronze hair curled and tumbled around her shoulders, thick and abundant, and her honey-colored eyes caught the light in mesmerizing ways. She smiled kindly, her cheeks round and youthful, and as she waved to the crowd on one side of the road, more cheers went up.

      “Lady Ana! Our new Jewel Bearer!” Cried one of the nobles.

      “We welcome you, Most Honored Lady!” Cried another.

      So that was her name. Lady Ana. A short but beautiful name for the most beautiful woman Elana had ever laid eyes on.

      The pale young man escorting her captured Elana’s attention next. In contrast to the cheerful young Jewel Bearer he walked alongside, his piercing blue eyes scanned the crowd almost suspiciously, his lips set in a thin line, his black hair falling just past his shoulders. His garb, a tunic in the same color as Lady Ana’s gown and dark leather breeches, reflected the sunlight off of gold filigree detail around the hems and sleeves.

      And on Lady Ana’s opposite side, not touching her as the darker young man did, his hands folded behind his back, was the crown prince. He stared straight ahead, his golden eyes hard, the circlet of gold in his yellow hair glinting in the light. His shoulders were tense and his jaw set firmly into something not quite a scowl, giving him a rather unpleasant air. Just like the last time Elana had seen him.

      Elana shifted to get a better view of the grumpy prince. Her arms gripped the trunk as she inched as close to the road as she dared. Already she could hear the tittering and high-pitched sighs of the ladies nearest the Aewyn, but the prince paid them no mind.

      The nobles fell into deep bows or curtsies as the Aewyn passed them, now within a stone’s throw from Elana’s tree. Some of the nobles threw flowers or large palm tree branches along their path.

      Duke Severan smirked at the lady Jewel Bearer. He tipped his hat and tossed a wild rose, then sank into an obsequious bow.

      Lady Ana paid him a gracious smile no different than the ones she’d been giving to the other nobles, and yet Duke Severan’s smirk deepened.

      Elana rolled her eyes. She knew well the Duke’s tendencies to think himself a gift to women.

      The prince turned from his forward stare to throw a glance at the Duke—the first time he’d paid such attention to any of the spectators. Elana wondered if the Duke’s ridiculous display had earned him the prince’s disdain.

      The Duke lowered his gaze and placed his fist over his heart—a traditional Saelynite gesture of respect and deference.

      The prince nodded in return and faced forward again, but his eyes had darkened considerably, his frown twisted in a bare hint of a sneer.

      So he, too, disliked the Duke. At least that was one point in his favor.

      Her hand slipped against the bark, and she steadied herself hurriedly against the trunk, nearly toppling to the side of the road.

      All three Aewyn shifted their gazes to her.

      Elana’s face fumed. She froze, entranced by the beautiful Aewyn, immobilized by her nervous fear.

      The nobles began to look her direction, curious to see what had drawn the Aewyns’ attention, and the Duke caught sight of her. His black eyes burned murderously. He shoved his fist to his chest—a reminder to show them the proper deference now that they’d deigned to glance her way.

      Elana gulped.

      Lady Ana’s eyes studied her with concern. The dark young man next to her unpursed his lips, his eyebrows lifting as he took in her dirty, ragged appearance.

      And the prince stared at her with furrowed brows. Confusion and pity battled for control in his eyes.

      Elana began to shake. She knew she should curtsey, apologize, do something other than stare like a mute fish at these celestial beings of grace, but her limbs were frozen and her voice, as always, was trapped deep within her soul by the Black Music binding her to the Duke. Even if she’d had her voice, even if an apology could be given, she wasn’t sure she’d have the wherewithal to deliver it with any sort of grace.

      Instead, she lowered her gaze, took a deep breath, and rested her fist over her heart. Her eyes studied the trio’s slow-moving feet, and only once they’d passed her spot did she dare to glance back up.

      The Lady Ana and her escort faced forward, but the prince turned and threw one last look over his shoulder at her. A reprimand, she was sure.

      Elana let out a shaky breath and rested her forehead against the tree trunk. Fantastic. I get the kingdom’s best view of the Aewyn, and I ruin it by offending the prince himself. Why doesn’t that surprise me?

      She had only a moment to draw in a few more steadying breaths before a strong hand jerked her away from the tree and herded her toward the stables.

      “Of all the ridiculous ways you could embarrass me, you choose to fall on your face in front of the Aewyn,” hissed Duke Severan. “Consider yourself lucky you weren’t standing next to me. And forgetting your place? It’s as if I’ve taught you nothing.” At the entrance to the barn, he shoved her inside.

      She stumbled and caught herself against the support pole, then turned to glare at him.

      “Don’t give me that look,” the Duke growled, his unshaven, week-old beard and feathered hat giving him the look of a grizzled pirate. “Next time, do us both a favor and just stay in the manure where you belong. I want Windy fed, and then I want you to clean up in the servant’s quarters of the palace. There’s to be a meeting with the Aewyn and I won’t have any more incidents.” His eyes flashed silvery-black as Black Music welled up within him.

      Elana’s chest responded with a dull ache—a warning pang. She pressed a hand to her sternum and glared up at him, but he smiled back knowingly.

      “You’ll be preparing my writing tools in the main ballroom in an hour’s time. Left side, third bench from the door. Do not be late or I will make sure you and your brother both pay the price. Understood?”

      Elana grit her teeth against the increasing pressure behind her ribcage and nodded.

      “Very good, my pet.”

      The pressure released, and when she looked up, the Duke was gone.
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      Prince Seynan glanced back again at the unfortunate, dirt-streaked girl who’d eyed him and his companions like alien creatures ready to smite her from existence. He watched Duke Severan drag her mercilessly toward the stables and faced forward again as his frown deepened.

      The girl’s fate was none of his business, but it did seem rather callous of the Duke not to allow her even a moment to tidy herself before coming face to face with Aewyn royalty. Had he been in the maid’s manure-caked shoes, he, too, would have trembled.

      His mind wandered back to a long-forgotten memory of his first proper appearance before the Aewyn court. Though the richly-clad nobles all bowed before him as the youngest prince, though their kindly smiles tried to set his little heart at ease, he’d trembled behind Lady Freyza’s ceremonial train.

      “Little prince,” she’d scolded, the mystical Jewels of El’ae sparkling around her neck as she bent to his level, “is this any way for a future Jewel-Bearer to greet his court?”

      Seynan had caught the eye of Crown Prince Doran, ten years his senior, looking fully-grown in his regalia next to Father and Mother. Doran flashed him a toothy grin, which had boosted his confidence…somewhat.

      His beautiful and capable brother was the one expected to greet the court, not Seynan, whose second-born role destined him for the solitude and solemnity of Jewel-Bearing, a notion Seynan much preferred to the thought of ruling a whole kingdom. It allowed him to lose himself in the study of Music, the wondrous gift of Arkcim’s creative power, and to focus entirely on the secrets of the revered gems the Lady Freyza wore around her neck…and which would someday weigh on Seynan’s chest.

      Lady Freyza seemed to sense his thoughts. “You must face the court with courage, dear one. They will not always like what the Jewels foretell. Nevertheless, you must bear their truth without faltering. To start, you must stop this timid trembling each time a mer dares to smile at you.”

      Her quirked eyebrow and pursed lips completed her rebuke, and Seynan had gathered in a deep breath, puffed out his seven-year-old chest to look more like his confident brother, and swam beside her, willing his fins not to quiver as he did so.

      When Doran went missing just a year later, when the kingdom and its king and queen fell into bewildered grief and looked to Seynan for their future hopes, he’d put back on his brave, stern, unyielding facade and taken on both his Jewel-Bearer training and court education to become the first reigning Jewel Bearer in El’ae history since Crinna and her legendary rebellion.

      Some took it as an omen, harking back to Crinna’s corruption. “Too much power for one mer,” they’d say. Seynan’s mother and father, however, needed Seynan to step up to the role Doran had seemingly abandoned. They needed him to be everything he wasn’t…and so that’s what he’d become.

      Except now, the one thing he’d desired most—to be the Jewel-Bearer—had been snatched from him, forcing him to abandon the one comfort he still had.

      Back in the present, Seynan glanced over at the Lady Ana. Resplendent and warm in her easy, natural way, with the Jewels of El’ae glowing against her coppery skin, she elicited nothing but praise and cries of acclamation from the crowd.

      Juxtaposed against the vibrant young Aewyn woman in Seynan’s mind, though, was the ashen, wrinkled face of Lady Freyza as she lay dying a mere month ago. She’d taken the Jewels from her neck, and they’d flashed red when held near Ana…and gone dark when Lady Freyza tried to confer them on Seynan.

      “It’s a mystery,” Lady Freyza had croaked, her eyes full of apologetic pain as she gazed at Seynan. “But the Jewels never lie. They never misspeak.”

      Seynan had known what that meant. The Jewels had chosen Ana to be their Bearer, not him, and there was nothing he could do.

      He’d railed at Arkcim. He’d wept and demanded answers from the Jewels themselves. He’d kept vigil at Lady Freyza’s tomb for days on end, fasting, praying, and nearly tearing his hair out. He’d stared at the tiny red spark of crystal in the ring on his finger, a ring given him by Lady Freyza that contained a small shard of the Jewels, and held back the urge to curse as it remained dark and lifeless.

      Why, after years of heartache and grief, after countless months of study, after perfecting his gift of Music, had the Jewels preferred Ana, an untrained stranger from Crinna’s lost people who had brought the cursed Eye of the Rogue back from its century-long disappearance? Why was he now duty-bound to the role his long-lost brother had abandoned, which he had no desire and little talent for?

      The cheers and whistles of the crowd faded as they drew nearer the palace. Here, guards and sentinels took the place of the raucous humans who’d greeted them thus far.

      Standing at the stories-wide double door, resplendent in their own violet and gold regalia, the king and queen of Saelyn waited with broad smiles. King Brendan, all dark features and pale skin, stood tall and confident while his queen, Rowena, glowed with a complexion much like Lady Ana’s, coppery and shimmering in the sun.

      Seynan felt eyes on him and glanced to the side.

      Lady Ana, bottom lip between her teeth, looked at him uncertainly.

      He gave her what he hoped was a reassuring nod and stepped ahead of her and Lord Lin to greet the royals.

      “Your Majesties.” Seynan dipped his head in deference.

      “Welcome, Crown Prince Seynan, and also to the honored guests you bring to our gates,” replied King Brendan, his soft, warm tone belying his cold exterior. “We are impatient to meet them properly at last.” Expectation lifted his eyebrows, and Seynan remembered at the last moment what he was here to do.

      “King Brendan, Queen Rowena, allow me to present our most honored Jewel-Bearer, Lady Ana, Countess of Fe’Arla, and her mate, Lord Lin, Honored Scribe and Librarian of El’ae.”

      Lady Ana hurriedly curtseyed, though the natural grace of her movements hid some of her awkwardness. Lord Lin followed her lead and bowed low.

      “What a pleasure it is to see you at last,” Queen Rowena breathed. She took Lady Ana’s hands in her own and patted them affectionately. “And how lovely you look in that gown, Lady Ana.”

      “Oh…thank you.” Lady Ana, a bit flustered, struggled to recompose herself. “Your Majesty.”

      King Brendan’s brow furrowed, worry and confusion battling in his dark eyes.

      Seynan barely stopped himself from scoffing. The Jewel-Bearer never appeared out of sorts, especially not in front of such public and highly-esteemed figures. If Ana had been trained like he had, she would have known that.

      A bit of guilt followed that thought. Had he prepared her better for this meeting himself as Lady Freyza had requested before her death, perhaps Ana would have made a better impression.

      “We can dispose with some of those titles now that we’re all properly acquainted, can’t we, dear?” The queen tucked Lady Ana’s hand into the crook of her elbow and turned to lead her into the palace. “Come along, Your Highness, Lord Lin. I’m sure you could use some refreshment before the council meeting.”

      Seynan exchanged a glance with King Brendan, who merely smiled and shrugged.

      “Best to listen to the queen,” he teased with a wink. He turned and followed his wife inside, leaving Seynan and Lord Lin with little choice but to do the same.

      Seynan withheld a heavy sigh. That hadn’t gone nearly as well as he would have liked, but there it was. No taking it back now. He rubbed the ring on his finger and scolded himself to do a better job preparing Ana for the next duty. If he let bitterness get in the way of obedience, neither he nor Ana would serve the people of El’ae well.

      “Are you quite well, Your Highness?” Lord Lin whispered as he walked beside Seynan. “Pardon my bluntness, but you seem a bit put off.”

      Seynan tensed. “I assure you I am well.”

      The look Lord Lin barely hid as he turned away told Seynan he didn’t believe it for a second, but Seynan was not about to confide in a man he’d barely known a month. Lin had nothing to do with Ana’s receiving the Jewels, he knew, but anything connected to her had the unfortunate side effect of making him tense for the time being.

      Besides, it wouldn’t do for the future King of El’ae to go about spouting his childish insecurities for half the palace to hear. Best to keep it to himself, button down the warring voices in his head, and get on with the day.
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      Elana allowed herself a moment of petulance as she fed the Duke’s picky stallion. Hidden away in the stables, no one could see her glowering and hurling silent curses at the wall.

      Windy nudged Elana in the midst of a particularly volatile tirade, nearly toppling her.

      Elana couldn’t help but smile and ruffle the stallion’s dark mane. Windy always seemed to know when she was in a mood and did his best to get her out of it. It was likely for the best. Any hint of emotion beyond pure submission went as well for her as it just had—with the Duke’s strong Black Music wrapping around her chest and vocal cords, as if reminding her what he held captive. As if she needed the reminder.

      It wasn’t her voice she was most worried about freeing, though. Unless she was on her best behavior the next few years, her forty-year sentence of servitude could trickle over to Dimian, whose freedom she’d bargained relentlessly with the Duke to obtain.

      While true that their parents’ tremendous debt had been because of their infertility—and Dimian’s subsequent birth at the high cost of their freedom—Elana would rather pay the price herself than share it with him. He hadn’t asked to be born, after all, and it was her job as his big sister to make sure he was taken care of. She’d promised her parents as much, and she couldn’t bear to see Dimian’s love of the sea and his high spirits trampled out of him by the Duke’s abuse.

      The stallion fed and Elana’s temper, well, tempered, she took in a deep breath, then another to steady her will.

      Then she marched from the stables and found the dirty path leading toward the back of the palace. A plain wooden door met her at the path’s end and she knocked in a pattern.

      The door burst open and a freckled, dark-haired girl peeked her head out.

      “Well, Miss ‘Lana, I was wonderin’ when you’d come ‘round,” Selma, the assistant cook, scolded merrily. “Come in, come in.”

      Elana nodded gratefully and stepped in. The smell of woodsmoke overpowered her stink of hay and manure. She followed Selma’s bustling blue skirts and white-capped head down a maze of stony halls until the woman opened another wooden door. Inside, a bath had been drawn in a large, clawed metal tub.

      “Might be a bit cool at this point. I’ll bring in some fresh water off the fire,” Selma assured as she guided Elana inside. “Go on and get scrubbing. No time to waste. Not with the Duke expecting you.” She gave Elana a grim smile.

      Elana returned the smile with a shake of her head and began stripping off her soiled servant’s dress while Selma hurried away for the hot water. She slipped into the tub and noted with pleasure that the water hadn’t cooled too terribly. If only she had the time to relax and let her aching feet and back sink into the warmth. But no, there was never time for her. Only time for the Duke.

      She picked up the cloth Selma had laid along the edge of the tub and scrubbed her skin until it gleamed. Then she layered on a small amount of the pleasant-smelling oil left for her.

      Selma stepped back in as she was finishing and looked with horror at her hair.

      “Oh, dear, me. You can’t go out looking like that.” With that, Selma guided Elana to sit on a chair at the edge of the tub and lean back until her hair was submerged in the freshly-heated water. Then she scrubbed and detangled until Elana’s eyes watered from the pain.

      “There, now. I can tell it’s red again.”

      Elana laughed silently, the only sound her breath escaping through her nose, and held still as Selma toweled, brushed and arranged her hair. The style in Saelyn was long and loose with only a bit of hair pulled to the back of the head— one Elana wore beautifully when her hair was clean and allowed to curl naturally in gentle S shapes around her shoulders.

      Selma finished off the style with a simple clip and led Elana to an adjacent room where her dark green dress had been laid out.

      Elana nodded in approval. Selma had chosen well, as she always did when she was the one allowed to see to Elana’s wardrobe. The fabric gleamed in the gentle sunlight streaming through the gauzy curtains, and the buttons and bells adorning the hem and bodice fit the elegant style of the court, but the cut remained simple enough that Elana wouldn’t be mistaken for a high-ranking noble. The Duke would have no reason to complain of her appearance this time. Not like the time the head maids got hold of her and made her look like a countess.

      “You’ll have about a quarter of an hour to get set up if you hurry,” Selma advised as she handed Elana her pack and led her to a sturdy wooden staircase. A gleaming oak door stood at the top—the servants’ entrance to the palace halls. Elana could find her way from here—the palace was easy enough to navigate— but despite the many times she’d roamed the servant’s wing, she still got confused if Selma wasn’t there to lead her.

      Elana turned at the door and beamed at Selma, then brought a hand to her heart and turned it out palm up toward the girl.

      “Oh, nonsense,” Selma scolded, though her cheeks flushed with pleasure. “You can thank me later after this meeting goes off without a hitch, love.” She patted Elana’s shoulder, cleared her throat, and hurried away toward the kitchens.

      Elana smiled after her a moment, then turned and stepped through the door.

      The transition between solid, practical wood, the comforting aroma of fire and bread baking, and the cold marble floors and walls of the palace was stark and abrupt. Elana’s dressy shoes made a pleasant click against the floor as she stepped quickly and carefully along the bustling corridors, avoiding other servants and keeping her head bowed low in case she encountered any nobility or royalty. Unlikely here, though once she moved towards the center of the palace—where the ballroom and the meeting were located—she’d run more of a risk.

      She kept to the sides of the halls as she’d been taught, making herself as small as possible and keeping her eyes peeled for Dimian. He was bound to be here, though she wasn’t sure if the Duke had called for his help during the meeting also. Typically with such important affairs as this, they were both kept on their toes, and Arkcim help them if they failed in the slightest duty. She’d have to be on her best, keep her wits about her and make sure she gave the Duke no further reason to scold her.

      The ballroom loomed into view with its massive, silver-gilded doors. Low chatter and the sheer volume of servants hurrying in and out of the room told Elana she was early yet. Once the meeting was underway, the doors would be locked and guarded and the servants would stay put.

      She slipped inside and noted with a silent sigh of relief that the Duke hadn’t yet made his appearance. The Aewyn and the Saelynite King and Queen hadn’t yet arrived, either. The Duke’s seat was marked with a small velvet tapestry bearing his crest, and Elana hurried to the ornately-carved chair. The table in front of it was well-suited for writing, tilted up at a slight angle and with an inkwell and golden pen rest already attached.

      She pulled the pack from her shoulder and laid out a long piece of parchment, filled the inkwell with the Duke’s preferred violet-black ink, and placed his second-best quill on the pen rest. Not too ostentatious for the presence of royalty who outranked him, but luxurious enough to alert the other nobles of his high status.

      Movement from across the hall made her look up. Dimian, his dark curls bouncing in the light, gave her a wave and a huge grin from his place with the cup-bearers.

      Elana wiggled her fingers back, then moved her fingers and her lips silently, sending him a message.

      Drink duty today?

      Dimian nodded, then jerked his head surreptitiously towards a tall girl with long blonde hair chatting quietly with another servant near the far window. Then he pressed his hand to his heart and pretended to melt.

      Elana giggled soundlessly and signed to him again. I see your lovely lady friend is here, too. Have you proposed yet?

      Dimian stuck his tongue out and shook his head. His fingers and mouth moved in reply.

      No, you silly beast. I’m only sixteen, and she’s fourteen.

      Elana grinned. Three more years and you’ll be free. Don’t let her slip away.

      Dimian’s hazel eyes dimmed as they always did when Elana reminded him of his future.

      We’re going to free you, too. I promise.

      Elana subtly shook her head and went back to her work, dismissing the conversation. Well enough, too, as the blonde in question, a flourishing new cook named Vedra, beckoned Dimian over to talk.

      Elana watched their smiling chatter with a bittersweet smile, but a low clang from a bell wrenched her attention toward the door. She stood tall and straight with her hands clasped in front of her as a herald stepped inside the doors and the room fell silent.

      “Announcing the court of Beldanil,” the herald called, his voice echoing richly off the tapered ceilings.

      Elana curtsied as the rotund Earl and his wife entered and took their places, followed by the Count and Countess and of course, Duke Severan. As he took his place, he ran his beady eyes over her gown and gave a small nod of approval.

      Elana repressed the urge to let her shoulders slump in relief.

      The Aewyn processed in next and took their places to either side of the King and Queen’s thrones—Lady Ana and her severe escort on one side, the still-grumpy Prince Seynan on the other. Elana noted— with great effort to suppress her amusement— that Vedra stared with longing at the golden-haired prince while Dimian crossed his arms and rolled his eyes.

      Lastly, the King and Queen made their entrance dressed in the vibrant violets of Saelyn. Elana remained in her low curtsey until they reached their thrones and motioned for everyone to be seated.

      The Duke sat, but Elana, like the rest of the servants, stood at his side. She caught Dimian’s eye from across the room and gave him the barest hint of a smile. He’d snagged a spot next to Vedra.

      His hazel eyes glinted merrily back, and Elana felt that for now, just for right now, everything was as right as it could be in her world.
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however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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