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CHAPTER 16

LOREN
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The boat rocked gently as they neared the shore.  Under the cover of darkness, Loren and his small group of men had managed to sneak by the powerful navy of the Josin Dynasty.  He had not been a fan of traveling by sea, especially in complete darkness but it was what his father had ordered.  Their spies that were working with the Harub Kingdom had also helped by preparing a navigation map for them to follow.  Loren grabbed his collapsed telescope and extended it, taking a look at the coast to see a small pyre of fire.

“There!”  He yelled.

He held tightly onto a rail as the small boat shifted and headed towards where Loren was pointing.  A part of him wondered if this was a trap, a plan set by his own father to hold onto his power as Emperor.  He still had two brothers and from what he had heard, other half-brothers waiting to rise.

The boat made its way towards the pyre and Loren shook his head, clearing it as they neared.  He looked through his telescope to see a couple of men near the fire, their faces covered in some sort of black cloth.  Loren grew suspicious as he saw them, wondering why they were hiding their identities.

“Stay alert boys, they’re not showing their faces,” he warned his men.

“That’s the way they dress out here,” an older voice called out from behind.

Loren turned to look at the man behind him, Othar Reigns, a knight.  He had long flowing white hair and scars across his wrinkled face.  His armor was less than pristine, dinged and damaged with repair marks to show his days in battle.

“What?  They cover their faces?”

Other nodded and smirked, “a strange tradition, I know.  Something to do with the one true God among Gods that they believe in.  It’s been ages since I last saw one of them, dirty little ragheads, in my opinion.”

“Raghead?  What?”

“Because the cloth they put on their head.  Those rags to cover themselves.  Annoyed the hell out of me when I was here,” Othar explained.

“You’ve been here?”

“That would be an understatement.  I fought here.  Was one of the last standing knights before your grandfather told us to recede.  Many of those ragheads have fallen by my sword.  Made sure to unmask them before I beheaded them.”

Loren nodded before turning his attention back towards the beach.  “Can we trust them?”

“About as far as you can throw them.  If it weren’t for those damn Josin, we would have dominated these shifty little shits.  I’m sure they’re planning something,” Othar replied.

“So you and I are aligned.  Can’t trust the Harub.  Do you think my father is being foolish?  Or perhaps setting us up?”

Othar crossed his arms and shrugged, “I see no reason to believe either.  He has a greater vision than you or I.  I would trust in what he has planned, but don’t trust in the words of those men there.”

Loren snorted and spit into the water.  “Do you have my back?”

“You are the Emperor’s eldest, of course I have your back.  If you were to die here, I might as well kill myself.  As well as everyone else on this damn boat.  There’s no way the Emperor wouldn’t have our heads for not protecting you.”

“I wish those words rang true Othar...  But sometimes I wonder if my father has my best interests in mind.”

“Of course he does,” Othar replied as he stepped closer.  “You were named after your great-grandfather.  How many of your brothers bear the name of any of your ancestors?”

Loren shrugged and glanced at Othar, “last I checked, my father didn’t take the name of any of his.”

“That’s because he wasn’t the eldest son,” Othar laughed.

“What?  That’s not true.”

Othar cleared his throat and lowered his voice, “it is.  Your father killed his brother, took the throne.  All your uncles, they know, but are too afraid to say the truth.  And of course, to the victors go the spoils.  But not only that, history writes for those who survive, those who don’t...  Well, no point in talking about them, right?”

Loren shook his head, “no, that’s not right.  You’re pulling my chain old man.”

“Am I now?  You do realize I’m even older than your father?  Regardless, take my word or don’t, but either way, ready up and hold steady, we’re about to run aground,” Othar responded.

Both of them held tightly onto some metal bars near them as the boat hit the coast, sliding over the edge of the beach.  Four soldiers stepped off the boat first, their swords drawn as they approached the Harubians on the shore.  Loren sighed once before stepping out with Othar.  One the Harubians walked over towards them.

“Welcome!  You are the Tudorians?”  He greeted.

The four soldiers formed a small wall in front of Loren as the Harubian approached.  “We are.  And you are?”

“Muyat Endow al Kurhat, here to help you get in touch with the Crown Prince,” he introduced.

“Good.  I am Prince Loren Cree IV, here on behalf of my father.”

Muyat’s eyes widened as he bowed slightly, “I didn’t realize a prince would be coming.  It is an honor.  Come, we will take you now.”

Loren glanced over at Othar and rubbed his beard.  He was still feeling highly cautious but at this point, he had no other choice.  Othar seemed to take note and gave him a small nod as they began following the Harubians.

There were only three of them, Muyat and two others, that headed onward towards a group of horses.  Loren did a quick count and shook his head slightly.  “There’s not enough horses,” he whispered towards Othar.

“We can leave two of our men.  They’ll need to pull the boat away from the shore,” Othar responded.  “Peter, Boden, you two stay and watch the boat.  Pull it onto the beach, hide it and protect it.  We cannot have any others know of our presence here.”

The two soldiers nodded and headed back to the beach.  Muyat glanced back before looking at Loren.  “My deepest apologies, I thought we had brought enough horses.  If you would like, my men can stay instead.”

Loren shook his head, “it’s fine.  We can manage.  Let’s go.”

Muyat nodded and mounted his horse, as did his two men.  Loren, Othar and two soldiers mounted their horses.  They headed off for Terzhan Citadel, the center of the Harub Kingdom.  Loren had only heard tales of the place but had never seen it.  He was looking forward to seeing how different it was from Helbrook Palace.
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CHAPTER 17

AEWYN
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The sun slowly made its way down past the horizon.  Aewyn silently watched from her balcony, a sense of fear making its way through her.  Mara had given her five days to decide on whether or not to allow the children of Aurelias to be taken away if they were considered Purebloods.  But that had been ten days ago.

“An idle threat...”  She whispered to herself as she continued to watch the sun set.  The orange hued sky turned purplish and Aewyn turned to head back to her room.  She paused as she noticed there was no entrance back into her quarters.  “By the Gods...”

Aewyn glanced down to see that the balcony she had been standing on was gone.  She was now floating above darkness that slowly began to envelop everything around her.  Her finger slowly moved as she quietly chanted a spell.

“I’m a bit late,” a voice said.

“Marawen.  I was getting worried when you didn’t show up,” Aewyn responded.

“I gave up that name eons ago.  Just Mara will do.”  Her dark figure emerged in front of Aewyn.  “And worried?  Worried because you hadn’t decided yet on what to do?”

Aewyn finished her spell and held back a smirk, “no, I guess concerned that you were hurt, or worse.  I thought someone like you would want to stick with their threats.”

“Something more important came up.  Now, do we have a deal?”  Mara asked, her red eyes glowing ominously.

“Not quite...”  Aewyn answered as she raised one hand.

A ball of fire stormed out and headed towards Mara.  The Pureblood Elf didn’t even flinch as she was hit by it.  For a moment, the darkness around them shattered, revealing that they were both on the balcony of Aewyn’s quarters, but it soon returned.  Mara laughed and covered her mouth with the back of one hand.

“Oh please, did you think that would work?”  Mara questioned as she walked closer towards Aewyn.  “You had to teach yourself magic, I was born from it, bred by it, molded by it.  Your little tricks are useless against me.”

Mara reached out and gently stroked Aewyn’s hair.  Fear crept through Aewyn’s body, a cold chill rushing down through her as she stared at the dark skinned Elf.  “I can’t let you have the children here.”

“Hm...  I can’t say that I’m disappointed, I figured you’d say as much.  Such a shame, really.  I had hoped that we could see eye to eye.  Regardless of your decision, I will have my way,” Mara hissed.

“No, you can’t!  I won’t allow it!”

Mara rolled her eyes and laughed again.  “You won’t allow it?  And what will you do?  Use your pathetic magic?  Or perhaps, try to have your people come together and stop me?  Will they believe in you after they learn of what you did?  Come now dear Priestess, you are living a dream.”

“Wait, what if I had a different way to help you?”  Aewyn blurted as she panicked a little.  She had hoped her fireball would hurt Mara but in the event that it didn’t, she had one more plan up her sleeve.

“A different way to help?”

“Aurelias is not the only kingdom of Elves.  There are more,” Aewyn started.  Mara tilted her head and smirked.  She stepped back and crossed her arms as the darkness began to fade.  They were soon standing on a familiar balcony.

“More what?”  Mara inquired.

“Elves.  There are those who do not accept me as a new leader among them.  We have a general pact but they have decided to start again on their own,” Aewyn started.

Mara’s smirk became a full blown smile as she figured out Aewyn’s suggestion.  “So you would give their children but not from your own little kingdom?”

Aewyn swallowed a ball of spit that felt like a rock making its way down her throat.  Guilt overtook her but she knew this was the only other way.  “There’s no guarantee we have the Pureblood Elves you’re looking for here.  I’d rather not risk everything for nothing.”

“Really now?  That doesn’t quite make sense.  I’d only take children that do have even a drop of Pureblood within them.  If there truly were none, then you’d be risking nothing as no one would be the wiser.”

“Fine,” Aewyn sighed as she crossed her arms, “I’d rather not lose any children from here.  Promise me that you won’t take any,” she continued.

“I’d rather not promise anything that I do not commit to.  You seem to be misunderstanding the relationship we have.  You have nothing, I have everything.”

“You don’t know where the other Elves live, you have no way of getting through to them,” Aewyn replied.

“Really now?  You think I can’t track them all down?”

“If you could, you wouldn’t be here trying to threaten and bargain with me.  I may not be strong enough to hurt you, but there’s a reason you have to do this,” Aewyn answered, trying to sound confident in her words.

“Quite the gamble Aewyn.  I’m doing this because I enjoy watching others struggle, especially the descendents of those who killed my people.  It’s quite thrilling to see you tremble and cry,” Mara responded with a small sigh.  “And also quite pathetic.  The fact that your kind somehow wiped my kind off the face of this earth is... quite disgusting.”

“You and I, we’re not that different.  My ancestors, they were foolish to have killed your kind.  They would have had so much to learn.  I have embraced magic, just as the entire kingdom of Aurelias has.  We are the last of our kind, just like you are the last of yours.  The others I speak of, they’ve broken away from me because they wish to be one with nature, to stray away from magic.  So please, I know I sound desperate, but you of all must understand why.”

There was a long silence as Mara stared at Aewyn, her glowing red eyes undaunted.  Yet, Aewyn could feel that the darker skinned Elf was loosening up a bit.  “It’s interesting isn’t it?  How pain and suffering brings things together?  Yet, peace results in irreparable harm.  The Purebloods and your kind, we weren’t at war when we were persecuted.  We were at peace.”  Mara slowly walked away from her, her movements like a snake slithering away.  She paused and turned, placing one hand on her hips.  “These other Elves, why don’t they wish to use magic?”

“They believe it is what opened the opportunity for the Lich King to come back.  They believe it was the influence of magic that allowed him to whisper into the ears of the Horde and begin their attack,” Aewyn answered.  After a momentarily pause, she continued, “they also blame me and my sister for leading survivors northwest to open the ruins of a castle and finally freed him.  It was pure luck that we went there but they refuse to believe us.”

“Only fools blame things they don’t understand for their own mistakes,” Mara replied as she began to float.  She bent her legs and crossed them, basically sitting in the air.  “History repeats itself it seems.  Maybe I can entertain this idea...”

A slight bit of relief flowed through Aewyn as she stared at Mara.  “I can help you, you know.  Spread the word of magic and to bring followers of the light to join you.  We can form a new bond, a new society of Elves.”

Mara laughed, “such lofty goals.  I can see you’re quite the ambitious one aren’t you?  Even going so far as to lie to your sister about what you wish Aurelias to be.  She eyed Aewyn, floating and circling around the High Priestess.  “Queen...  That’s the title you want, interesting,” she continued as she put a finger to her lips.

“Out of my head!”

“Out of your head?  You’re assuming I’m in there in the first place,” Mara replied with a sly smile.  “I don’t need to use magic to know what’s going on here, young one.  Maybe living a few more centuries will help you hide what’s going on in that pretty little head of yours,” she continued as she ran her fingers through Aewyn’s long, silky hair.

“Is that a no, then?  You’re not willing to accept my request?”  Aewyn questioned, anger seething through her face.

“Now, now, I didn’t say I wouldn’t consider the offer,” Mara said as she floated back again.  “It’s quite the entertaining offer...  But with you as Queen, where would that leave me?”

Aewyn’s slim and long eyebrows furrowed as she held back her inner anger.  “Why do you keep saying that?  I am not some sort of conqueror, looking to expand my power.”

“Oh, of course you’re not.  Please, who do you think you’re trying to fool?  Do I look like your sister?  Fine, I’ll take your offer but, you have to be honest with me.”

“What?  I am being honest with you.”

“I need more than that.  Let me in.”

Aewyn tilted her head in confusion, “let you in?”

“That’s right.  Let me in that beautiful little head of yours.”

Hesitation filled Aewyn as she stared into the cold red eyes of Mara.  She definitely did not like the idea of this stranger being able to read her thoughts, her history, her deepest, darkest secrets.  “No, that’s far too invasive.  It would have to be reciprocal and if you want to see something, I need to be your guide.  The same would apply if I want to see your thoughts.”

“Interesting...  And you believe you have a spell that could do that?  To force me to have an escort when going through your mind?”

“I do.”

“Very interesting...  You’re driving quite the hard bargain, which I guess is fitting for someone who craves power like yourself.  I think I’m beginning to like you,” Mara commented as she continued floating.

“Well?  Is that a deal or not?”  Aewyn responded angrily as she crossed her arms.  Her eyes pierced through Mara, her hands starting to turn hot.  Mara was surprised as she saw a faint glow from around Aewyn’s body.  The High Priestess was much stronger than Mara had initially thought.

“Sure, why not.  Let’s see where this journey takes us,” Mara answered with a smile.  With that, she promptly disappeared, leaving Aewyn alone, still on her balcony.  The sky was now dark, with stars dotting it and a bright full moon beaming down on them.  Aewyn sighed in relief and walked into her room, collapsing on her bed as she felt a mixture of emotions well up inside her.
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CHAPTER 18

MUTID
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Silence filled the air as the Crown Prince of the Harub Kingdom sauntered in.  He glanced around at his servants lining the halls to the throne.  Of course, these men wouldn’t have considered themselves servants, Mutid thought.  No, they were the advisors to his father... nothing more than vermin in Mutid’s mind.  Little leeches that clung to his father for power.

“Where is my glorious welcome?!”  He proclaimed as he spread his arms wide, his cloak flying back like a cape.

The soldiers behind him were carrying a large creature, a dustbeast.  It was as big as a man, with four thick thighs and a long snout with two long tusks.  Blood dripped down from its side where a couple of arrows had hit their mark.  After a bit of silence, the men in the halls began clapping.

Mitud shook his head and strolled forward.  “Come!  Bring the beast in and take it to the cooks!  Tonight we feast!”

A slender, tall woman approached, covered head to toe in a colorful garb.  Only her green eyes were viewable.  “My Crown Prince!  How did the hunt go?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
\]ENNA POWERS

B





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





