
  
    
      
    
  



    
        
          Plight of the Syrenni

        

        
        
          Vale Born, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Lorin Petrazilka

        

        
          Published by Lorin Petrazilka, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PLIGHT OF THE SYRENNI

    

    
      First edition. March 1, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Lorin Petrazilka.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1736062234

    

    
    
      Written by Lorin Petrazilka.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


		
			 

		


			











		


			 

		


			The content of this book is protected under Federal Copyright Laws. Any unauthorized use of this material is prohibited. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without express written permission from the author.

			 

			Plight of the Syrenni

			First Edition

			Copyright 2020 Lorin Z Pillai




Published by Fatebound Books

For rights inquiries, please contact rights@fateboundbooks.com

[image: fateboundLogoLongSmall]


			 

			All Rights Reserved

			 

			Cover design by Alberto Carranza and Lorin Z Pillai

			 

			This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, events, companies or locales are entirely 

			coincidence.

			










































Dedicated to my husband Kirt, for his wavering and

			highly questionable support. 

			


		
			Chapter 1




		


			The smooth, cool metal of my ancient crest, worn almost flat from years of rubbing, comforted me as I slid my thin webbed fingers over its surface. After countless cycles of its possession by the first born female of the Syrenni Azal familia line, the detailed relief carved into it had all but leveled out. Much of the embossing I recalled from when I had peered at it in my maeder’s hands had nearly vanished, much like my memories of her. But I couldn’t help myself. I turned to the relic when I needed solace, or when I was about to do something stupid. I rubbed it far more frequently lately.

			I had taken it out from its lucky hiding spot, a carefully chosen nook under a sheet of rock in my watery Syran bedroom. To call it a bedroom was generous, it was merely a dank cave in the lowest area of the Lacausia Palace. It was a lucky alcove, because only my Syrenni fingers could feel and pick up the perfectly fitted slick rock that covered the small compartment, under my submerged sleeping board. The Umorfae, if they ever bothered to look, would probably not even be able to see or feel the joint where the two stones met, once it was closed.

			“Naiya!” My sister exclaimed as she rushed in, her back fins billowed behind her. My twin in every respect except one: her clouded eyes. “Put that away before you are caught with it!”

			As if on cue, the summoning bell clanged angrily.

			“Well, that is that, I suppose,” I said to Neila, then ducked under the water and swam below the board, to put the precious sigil back in place. Inner workings of the disc shifted inside it as I rotated it in my palm, yet they were inert. I wished I could remember how to activate the weighty, flattened sphere as I placed it in the nook. The Taming had washed that knowledge away. The heavy rock piece grated against the surface as I slid it over to close it, reverberating up my nimble fingers and through my arms. Relief surged as it finally clunked into place. Holding the relic rooted me to what my people once were, but hiding it again gave me the sense that this one piece would remain safe. It was perhaps a false sense of security.

			I resurfaced and climbed out of the sunken half room just as the bell clamored its obnoxious racket again, demanding one of us Syrenni up to the actual liveable areas of the castle. It was an order to ascend and to do the bidding of whatever Umorfae was on the other end of the summoning line.

			Three rings. Opius. At least it wasn’t Silvanis. Opius usually only used harsh wording. Usually. Silvanis could be downright brutal—depending on his mood.

			Neila gave me a small smile. “I am sorry sister, it is unfortunate Opius prefers you.”

			I looked up to the ceiling and took a calming breath, then let it slowly out of my gills. “Indeed,” I simply responded. I smoothed my waist-length hair and rushed along the cold, stained marble floor, leaving a trail of filmy water behind me.

			I walked up to the grand staircase of the great hall, Opius stood tapping his talons on the brilliant white flooring, the beautiful opal veins in the seamless landing matched his white iridescent hair. His rigidly crossed arms made his bulging muscles extrude further out. Opius’s towering form was as imposing as his manner.

			“I expect you to arrive faster. I need to depart and cannot be waylaid by your tardiness,” he barked.

			“My apologies, my Lord. How may I serve you?” I asked with my head bowed. I studied his feet, as I always did when in his presence. It was easier than trying to look up at him, as he was more than twice my height. It also allowed me to avoid how he usually glowered down at me with his intense teal eyes. His disdain for me and my kind was etched permanently on his face, though he at least was not as bad as some.

			“I require a room prepared, I plan to have a visitor. A Vale Born. The Faeries sent word that one is on the way here.” His claws extended slightly and raked the ground in a repetitive way that made me shudder. The sound it made against the smooth floor sent chills down my back, making my dorsal fin scrunch involuntarily.

			“Shall I prepare the room for a filia, like the last one, or a filio?” I inquired without looking up.

			“I do not know, the Faeries did not inform me of the gender. Those glitter rats are not dependable for complete information. There are two Vale Born left from that part of the human realm that I know of, one female, and one male, I do not know which will arrive.”

			…Left?

			“I shall prepare for either,” I answered quietly without raising my head. I dared not ask which part of the human realm he was referring to, though I wished I could. I would know how long I would have before he returned. 

			“Water for life,” he declared as I heard a thud, no doubt his fist rapping across his broad chest.

			“Water for life,” I affirmed through my jagged, clenched teeth. I intoned the words, as all Umorfae subjects were expected to, though it turned my stomach to do so. To have to repeat them every day, at every interaction with any Umorfae was a depressing reminder that we held no status. But I did not want another beating, and had no time for such repercussions. So I continued to mutter the bastardized words, like a good little Syrenni whose only intent was to please her master.

			I stayed still as he stomped off, waiting until I heard the massive castle door clang shut. I have very little time. I hurried up the curving staircase to Opius’s block of rooms, an alcove of three doors on the third floor of the eastern wing. I pushed the translucent stone door open, I could barely contend with its thick rigid weight.

			I entered the first door on the left, the room he frequently used for guests, or exploits. His other two rooms he kept to himself, and only had me clean them on a rare occasion.

			I whirled in a cleaning frenzy around the room, which was bathed in luminous lavender light, tinted as it passed through the subtly colored, clouded quartz walls. The beautiful stone of the upper castle was a stark contrast to the dark, dingy rock of the underground structure. It was an ironic reflection of the Umorfae themselves, with their stunning outward appearance. Only by being their servant did I see through to the murky base beneath the shimmering surface.

			I made quick work of the messy bed, peeling off the sheets leftover from Opius’s latest conquest. Some female Umorfae courtier. He had a way of enticing most anyone. Being the Empress’s cousin and Generalis of the Palace regiment certainly helped as well.

			I curled my lip in disgust as I balled up the bedding, then threw fresh ones over the luxurious mattress, tucking them in around the exquisitely carved amethyst bed frame. I traced my hand over the cool stone for a moment, I was always drawn to amethyst. It sparkled and refracted inside the hard crystal, grown into existence eons before by the Petrafae.

			I wondered what happened to the once great race that could make entire structures out of various stones and minerals. They had used their power over earth to create Lacausia Palace, before the Umorfae had taken over. Now their remnants were probably scraping out an existence on the fringes of Alternis.

			I shook myself out of my short lived daydream, no time for that. I needed to hurry. I slid over to the large stone dresser and opened the quartz drawers. Everything in this faexhole is so heavy! I grunted as I pulled, finally getting it ajar enough to work free sets of clothing to dress either a male or female. Comfortable sleeping clothes, light and fluttery dinner attire. I placed each near the vanity. I then checked the vanity drawer for the instaura, the colors for the face to apply if it is a female. Or a male who likes to wear it. Still unused and in its expected spot, I closed the drawer and hurried out of the room.

			I rushed down the stairs, so fast that I stumbled on the second to last step. I careened headfirst into an uncontrolled topple, when a muscled arm shot out from behind the alcove that was nestled under the base of the landing. It deftly scooped around my waist and redirected my forward motion into a graceful turn.

			“Caught you, my love,” a husky male voice said into my finned ear.

			I gasped as he pulled me into a tight embrace, his large build formed around me, encasing me in an insistent hug. I wriggled free and spun around.

			“Locrien!” I exclaimed in a quiet shriek. “You scared the faex out of me! What are you doing? We could get caught!”

			“Let them catch us,” he said as he pulled me in closer, and bent all the way down to press his forehead against mine.

			I pulled my head back slightly, my nictitating membranes blinked over my eyes as I studied him. I fluttered my eyelashes and flashed him a coy smile. “Foolish Umorfae, throwing caution to the wind.”

			Locrien grinned broadly. “What can I say, you have made me lose all sense of propriety.”

			I let out a small laugh and pecked his cheek.

			“Do you call that a kiss?” He asked haughtily.

			“Well I-”

			He drew me in and kissed me deeply, his white opal hair cascaded over his shoulder and down my back as he leaned over me. It mantled me in a shroud of silken strands. I ran my hand along his cheekbone, up to his long pointed ears. He clenched me tightly as he groaned.

			He pulled back a little and whispered against my mouth, “I have told you before not to touch my ears, unless you are ready for me to rip off that frock right here.”

			I looked up innocently into his eyes. “I forgot, my love.” I gave him a knowing smirk as he growled in response.

			I pulled away as I heard footsteps down the hall. “Is there anything else you require, Praetor Locrien?” I asked somewhat loudly, hoping whoever the footsteps belonged to did not catch any of the earlier conversation, or indiscretions.

			“Yes, I require you to assist me further. My quarters could use your attention.”

			My jaw dropped, he had never been so bold as to mention me going to his quarters, not aloud at least.

			The footsteps changed direction, then gradually faded.

			“You know I cannot go to your quarters now!” I hissed a whisper at him.

			He merely shrugged in response. “It was worth a try, was it not?”

			“Too risky. Besides, I have work to do, to prepare things for Opius.”

			“Relax, my love. He will be gone for some time.”

			“How do you know?” I asked quizzically. Tell me.

			He leaned closer and said, “He is going to the Southwest Passage, to the tear in the Vale. He received word from a Faerie that a Vale Born had entered. It will be some time before he or she is through to our side. He wanted to be there in time to greet the Fae hybrid as it entered Alternis, and then bring it here to the palace.”

			“For what purpose?”

			“I do not know,” he answered slowly, as he curled a lock of my hair in his thick fingers.

			Damnatus. At least now I know how far he is going. Southwest Passage. That gives me half a rotation at least before he returns.

			“I must go and see to what Opius ordered me to do. But, after I have served the nocte fare meal, I will find you. Water for li-”

			“Do not say the words, never affirm to me. I will not ever ask it of you.” He wrapped me in a tight embrace.

			I squeezed my eyes shut, a pang of conflicting emotions washed over me. Why is he the only Umorfae like this? Why must all others enforce submission? I gave him one last quick kiss.

			I let go and made to leave, he grabbed for me, to try and demand more. I shuffled aside and evaded him. I admonished him with a glance, then quirked a sultry smile at him, before I turned away.

			I swished my hips as I walked quickly to the servant laundry, knowing he was watching my every move.

			I descended into the hallway for the laundry, which was on the way to my quarters. I neared the entrance to the large wash room, then passed it.

			The one saving grace of living in the basement, with the various water pits and tunnels, was the nearly endless lengths of waterways to explore.

			I passed a few more openings, before making a right turn then descended again, into the open pipes. A set of stairs lowered into the dark, murky water that ran under the castle. Under, and through, to the outside.

			I stepped in, and slipped below, to traverse the castle waterways. All the way to the exit which I had forced open.
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