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Introduction





Full list of Feral Fairytales Novella of the 'Seasons' series.

Season One: The White Rook | Season Two: Blue | Season Three: Kingsbane | Season Four: AeveA



THE WORLD


The city of Enda lies within a vast, humid rainforest of Gemadilia — an old medieval city, built of stone and timber, surrounded by thick wilds. It is thriving, yet small, and ruled by King Malik the 8th and his son, Prince Malik the 9th. The royal Queen passed three years ago.


The land is tense — thick with fear and suspicion. In the city, women are increasingly accused of being “cursed” — a wild magic that blooms within them after the age of 15, starting with prophetic dreams and sometimes manifesting as strange control over nature or elements.


Magic is wild, chaotic, untamed. The ruling King and the Order of AeveA, a holy sect of clerics, seek to control it — twisting its flow and suppressing those touched by it.


The King’s Guard, clad in overly ornate bronze-hued plate and bearing the city’s crest — a rose pierced by sword — parade through the streets. But until now, there has been no true resistance. No war. No rebellion... yet.





THE RISING REBELLION


Born from desperation, the rebellion is made of common folk — no banners, no uniforms — moving silently through the city. They wear no marks. They are your neighbors, your market sellers, your smiths, your sisters.


Their leader, Eras, a woman who works the royal forges, remains hidden — known only to a trusted inner circle. Among those who rise are blades and spies — watching the guard patrols, gathering knowledge, readying for the day when the King and AeveA must fall.


They act in secret — for now. But soon, a culling will begin. And when it does, the rebellion will no longer wait.





CURSED & MAGIC


The cursed are women only — touched by chaotic wild magic. They are feared as one fears disease — shunned, hated, whispered about. Those accused must wear a spiral mark of magic on their body or clothes.


The cursed do not always understand their powers — dreams, voices, elemental shifts tied to their nature. No one is trained. Magic is dangerous and personal. The rebellion welcomes those cursed... but such gifts are not common.





DRAGONS OF GEMADILIA


Dragons still exist — wild creatures beyond human control. One, Vaedryn, has made Enda its roost. The people know of him, as they know the storms or the sea. He is dangerous but not their enemy — for now.
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Prologue





Every year, he leaves. 

He goes with his brethren into the skies and visits places that are out of my reach.  Always when the sun starts to lose its luster, dipping into the horizon earlier and earlier. As if the very skies conspire to remind me of the horrific darkness that awaits should I also lose him.

It consumed me–listening to the stretch of time as I sat upon a curved bough of a tree. Moss clung to me, the idle sound of tiny cymbals striking from the tambourine I so loosely held. Then, I heard something out of place.

When others come into my woods, children daring one another, or someone trying to sate their curiosity–it doesn’t sound like this. It was metal.

Metal scraping, dull touches against itself as it moved. I turned my eyes to see what this metal creature was, stalking into my woods. A helm was pressed against her hip, held in the crook of her arm, a black veil cast over her head and eyes to mask what lay beneath.

No one comes to see me. I had chosen to wallow in the depths of my silence, away from cities and others, no longer wanting to feel that aching, familiar reminder that to live was to suffer. Yet, as if she were the sun, she glimmered, hopelessly tall and majestic. A suit of rose gold, slightly bronze but not true gold. Something flickered within me. I felt the gnashing claws of my heart whisper that I ought to heed this call.

“Lost, knight?” I asked, bemused. I knew she couldn’t see me yet, and by calling to her, she would find me. I watched as her black-painted lips curved into a smile–warm, inviting and I felt the immediate flare of danger. Such warmth could easily tempt me to press closer, and against my better judgment, I did.

“Ahh, there you are,” she said, her voice strong and clear.

“There I am,” I answered with a little mocking taunt, before I finally shifted and slid down the body of the tree I was perched in.

“Are you available for contract?” she asked, straight to the point, like a sharpened blade. I enjoyed that.

“Always. What will you offer me? Who is it that a woman such as you needs to hire me to kill?”

“Anything you desire,” she said swiftly, stepping closer toward me. “I need golden blood spilled."








  
  

Chapter one
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The sun and moon





Her eyes stole the stars. Near-black irises framed with a thick line of kohl absorbed every speck of light that gazed down upon her. She sat on a little hill away from the city, legs crossed in front of her comfortably and she was not alone. 

Another, taller woman pressed up against her back, her chin lifted upwards as well, to watch the skies through a lace-detailed veil. The taller woman was adorned in beautiful colors of gold, yellows and white. Dressed as a knight would have been, completely outfitted in decorated armor with a white hood pulled up over her head while a gold lace veil masked her eyes. 

The lace was elaborately embroidered, littered in detailed vines and roses. Her armor and cowl hid nearly everything distinguishable about her, leaving only the tip of her nose to peek out. Even her lips were painted, a dark shade of bold black smeared over them, creating a deathly visage. At her side was planted a large broadsword. The pommel and joining handles were just as detailed as the veil and armor she wore. 



While the knight shone like an immaculate star with such daylight-shaded bronzes, the shorter woman with kohl-lined eyes dressed as the perfect opposite to her.



Tight leathers, loose linens, and all varying shades of charcoal and black.



Night and day personified.



Yet unlike the sun and the moon that rarely meet, they, however, found themselves meeting together quite often.



It all started in the fall when the gold-adorned knight approached her in the depths of the woods. Not many would make such a desperate move to approach this small, wild woman but the knight found herself unable to turn anywhere else. 



For you see, this knight was restless, and she had a particular need for an assassin. 



It was an impossible request; however,  she was unable to deter from that singular, vibrant desire rooted in her heart. The hushed rumors and stories all drew her here, to the depths of the woods where the woman lived. Whether she was isolated from madness or wild inclination was never clear,  but there was one thing that was certain. She was available for contract and if you wanted someone killed,  the risk of meeting her might be worth the reward.



"When I first went to find you, I didn't know what to expect. It wasn't this,” said the knight as she lifted a metal-gloved hand, waving her fingers in the air. 



"Is that so? I am not the one hiding my face, knight," she answered with a smirk, the tease flaring at the end of her words. 



This wild woman spoke with such a warm and pleasing voice;  it ebbed out like honey with its dulcet tones.



"People talk about you like you aren't real and those that did believe it  thought you would slit my throat the moment I approached," said the knight solemnly despite the soft smile she wore.



Adding pressure, the wild,  short woman leaned back on her. The metal of the knight’s breastplate pressed against her back, the movement causing a dark coiling braid to fall over the knight’s armored shoulder. It hung like a snake that was descending a branch and it provoked the knight to reach up with her metal gloves and take hold  of the curled end. 



"Perhaps I should have slit your throat;  would you have liked that?" asked the wild woman and the knight merely chuckled. 



As she looked over the ends of the dark braid, she found herself slightly distracted before she felt the press against her shift.



Letting the ebony ends fall, the knight looked over her shoulder to see the gleaming smile set on the woman’s face. Her neck was now exposed as her eyes were taking in the delight of the night sky above her. A little excited ‘huff’ sound brushed from her lips and the knight followed her gaze. 



The ocean of stars began to be blotted, their specks fading as masses flew before the glimmering lights. Large beasts with expansive wingspans began to fill the night sky. Seamlessly they flew as if they were threading through the celestial heavens, leaving invisible lines behind them.



"Finally,” whispered the wild woman with relief.



And just as they were opposite in how they dressed and how they looked, the knight also had a completely different reaction. 



"And here I was hoping they wouldn't come back so soon," she said with a stern tone.



Resting her head back on the knight’s armored pauldrons, she flashed her an amused grin, “Are all of your people like that? A whiff of a dragon and your skin begins to crrraaawl.”



Underneath the veil, the knight rolled her eyes and shrugged her shoulders as if trying to cast the woman’s head off of her, “I wouldn’t really know. When my father was alive, it's all he would speak of," she said only to reach for the pommel on her sword, "It's in our blood. I sometimes wonder if that is why I am so restless."



"Mmm, well, I doubt you'll ever have a chance to follow your family's lineage and kill one. They all keep to themselves here and I doubt this King would ever request you, of all people, to enforce that old law."



"I think that is the only law I approve of from the Kings; you would be wise to listen to it," offered the knight with a little smile forming on her black-painted lips. 



The wild woman took in a slow breath as if she were trying to dust away that little comment and she leaned back once more, pressing her weight into the metal of the knight’s armor. 



"Are you even ready? How many weapons have you forged?"



"At least one hundred swords and nearly two hundred daggers," said the knight, reporting as if she were on duty. 



"That's not near enough," scoffed the wild woman. 



"Weapons won't be our only allies,” said the knight, her voice calm and steady, unwilling to be deterred, “They are just a show of force." 



The knight reached for the large, staked sword at her side; she gripped the pommel tightly, straightening her back and allowing the other to lift her weight off of her.



"And you? I hope you haven’t gotten too close to him; I would hate for you to falter when the time comes,” said the knight with a little smile returning. 



“I won’t falter, but,” she said, pausing as she leaned forward to stretch. Preparing herself as she felt the knight shifting behind her. 



And with a long, warm sigh, she continued, “... he is so damn pretty, it truly is a shame he is also so worthless.”



"I didn’t think someone like you would be lured in by beauty," teased the knight as she began to bend a knee and use her sword to push herself up. 



Standing, she began to brush off the grass and dirt that was desperate to cling to her cloak and her armored calves.



“No? I thought it was known that I like pretty, shiny things,” answered the wild woman with a large smile, “You worry far too much.”



And as the knight stood,  as she also did. Her hands moved above her head to stretch out her form entirely with a little sigh.



"I do," the knight answered without hesitation. She looked down at her through her half-veiled face and then she plucked her sword out of the earth.



"I will always worry too much. You are not the one holding the sword; you are not the one pledging to flay bone from flesh. You are not the one to whom lives are hopelessly tied, and doomed should there be a mistake in my footing."



"You choose it," said the wild woman, swiftly countering as the knight adjusted her grip on her sword, letting it spin in her grasp with habit. 



The knight stood impressively tall, nearly hovering over the other. Her strength was apparent with how easily she manipulated the sword in her grasp, her steps sturdy and steady. And as if she were aware of her stature, she moved with a gentleness, not intentionally pushing through but more slow and careful. Confidence poured outward from her, shoulders balanced and posture impressively straight, unwilling to shrink and hide. And even with all of this, her presence was warm and inviting.



A metal glove clinked as it pressed against her breastplate as she lowered her shoulders in a subtle bow, “Always. I will always choose it."



It was rare for the dark-haired woman to feel humbled but this knight invoked it regularly.



"You’re going to greet him, aren't you?" asked the knight, her head slightly tilted now.



"I always do; he brings me back gifts," she answered with an amused grin, which summoned a little nod from the knight. 



"I know it may be repetitive at this point but I will remind you, be wary of their kind," she calmly said.



Then she lifted the heavy and formative weapon and eased her head to the side. With practiced precision, she lined up  the sword to fall into its sheath strapped to her back. Then she turned, taking her leave. 



"Are you scared?" asked the wild woman, watching her movements with slight admiration of her strength.



With a tilt of her head, the knight considered the question for a moment only to pause in her steps and look back over her shoulder and answer, “Yes.”



Turning her head forward once again, she began to move in the direction of the city. The dark-haired woman nodded, enjoying the candor of the exchange and began to move in the opposite direction and before she was too far away, she heard the knight speak one more time.



"That will not stop me, though."
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