
  
    [image: The Last Warrior]
  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Astrid Vogel Johnsson

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, nor may it be used to train generative AI models without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      
        
        Editing by

        Corina Douglas

        Joy Sephton

      

      

      

      
        
        Published by New Wings Press

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      This novel has been written by a human creative and was edited by humans. Generative AI tools have had no part in the creation of this book, its characters, or the world.

      This is a work of fiction. It is the combined product of the collective subconscious as transmitted by the students of human potential and transformation, including but not limited to Viktor Frankl, Mary Morrissey, Henry David Thoreau, the Greek Philosphers and Napoleon Hill, and the imagination of the author. Any similarities to the real world are either a product of the human experience, we are humans with shared emotions, experiences, and responses, or entirely coincidental. Now, leave this boring real-world stuff and enter a new realm of daring adventures.
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      Thank you for picking up this book, I really hope you enjoy it. I absolutely love fairytales! So much, that I’ve written this collection of my own invented ones and you can get two for FREE! Yes, you read that right. The Companion’s Tale, a story about how important it is to define a dream before we can set out to make it a reality in our lives is permafree on most retail sites. You can download your copy here. And The Sewing Princess, which examines how to test a dream to ensure that it is worthy of us and won’t undermine who we are or who we strive to be, is exclusive to my subscribers. You can access it by signing up to my newsletter.

      While fairytales and retellings have taken up much of my focus in writing, ideas have come to me from many places and that means I write in several different subgenres of fantasy. However, the one thing that tethers all my stories together is my passion for our human ability to transform hardship into success.

      For this reason, many of my books deal with the difficulties life tends to throw at us but my characters almost always come out the other side stronger and more resilient—and happy. Yes, I do write tragedies on occasion, but this read isn’t one of those. As with all my writing, this book does explore difficult topics that specifically relate to post-traumatic stress, manipulation, gaslighting and other psychological abuse, and character death in consequence of extreme violence.

      I have always learned through reading and found that resilience is built through exposure. I have grieved, feared, and overcome dark days from the comfort of my living room, vicariously experiencing life through the eyes of my favourite characters. And doing so has made me stronger, and better able to face the hardships life has thrown at me because I have not been coddled and sheltered. I haven’t had my first encounter with true evil be in the real world. I have seen it acted out in the lives of the characters I adore, and they have guided me through the tough times I have experienced myself. It is for that reason I wish to continue to share the experiences or ideas that have driven me to think long and hard about hardship in a way so that other people, just like you, might have the same benefit of resilience from my own books as I have had from the reading journeys I’ve enjoyed.

      Of course, if you have personally experienced hardships like the ones explored in these pages and are struggling with the scars life has left you with, please put your own wellbeing first. More than anything, my purpose in fostering psychological resilience is to support those who’ve never had an experience of this sort so they have the opportunity to feel and think, to grow their compassion for those who have experienced something like this particular form of hardship, and to hopefully also provide enough of a foundation to help avoid situations that could lead to this kind of hardship in real life, or to overcome it with resilient strength when faced with it. We are not alone in these experiences, but we can’t know that unless we experience it in some way. I hope to provide a “safe space” for readers to experience particular hardships so they can confront the difficulties of life with their eyes open.

      We grow when we stretch the comfort zone, but I don’t endorse shattering it. Do what is right for you on your own path.

      In the times we live in, I feel it necessary to state openly that I do not use generative AI in any way during the process of my writing. The ideas, formulations, worlds, characters, and stories I create are all the product of my own imagination combined with my personal experiences or those of friends and family that have pushed me to examine my thoughts and feelings. All the research, writing, and editing of this book were done by humans. In all honesty, the situation with generative AI we are living at the moment resurfaces memories of one of my favourite children’s books, Momo by Michael Ende (author of The Neverending Story). It may be an obscure tale, but even though it was published in 1973 and was already relevant at the time with its pointed allegory of modern life and “time-saving measures”, this story has become my “anthem” for the times we are living now. If you’re not familiar with it, do yourself a favour and read it. And no, it’s not a “children’s book”. Not really. I believe wholeheartedly that it’s actually a novel for adults disguised as a children’s book because Ende knew adults wouldn’t read it, so it was better to plant the seeds in the children so they’d be more aware as adults. That’s how I think it went, anyway.

      I’m going to zip it now and let you get to the good stuff. Happy reading!

      xoxoxo

      Astrid
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        To Julie,

        and to me,

        and to all of you

        who’ve had to fight to learn to believe in yourselves

      

      

    

  


  
    
      “Set me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal upon thine arm: for love is strong as death.”

      
        
        Song of Solomon, The Bible

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Jo settled into the alcove reserved for him on the entertainment deck of the Startraveller’s Hope. His audience arrived moments later, chattering and giggling. He sat, observing them in silence. The children calmed down and turned their gazes to him. With rapt faces, they waited, excitement and interest burning in their eyes. He waited more, using his eyes and not his voice to bring their focus towards him. Only when he was certain he had their attention did he begin reciting the opening lines of The Last Warrior.

      “According to the historical records, in the fifty-fourth year after the great Haldrian Empire was established, the Warrior People of Shanti rose up against Emperor Pendzach, our founding father and god-like sovereign. In order to make an example of these ungrateful brutes who threatened to push the whole universal system into chaos, swift and merciless retaliation was necessary. Not one was left to live. Not one—can you believe that? Perhaps the tales of total annihilation aren’t as certain as the historians proclaim. I have heard of one who indeed survived. Perhaps you’d care to hear the tale?”

      The affirmative chorus left Jo in no doubt that they would.
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      Cynthia hurried along behind the lace-shrouded figure of her queen. The entourage strode through the long hallway, first with simple wooden flooring, then marked by shimmering marble and then carpet. The thick cream pile of the fabric under their feet muffled the steps of the women in the procession. Cynthia noted the detail in a water-lily mosaic on the wall and caught sight of gold shimmering up ahead—was it the ceiling or the hallway gleaming? To her, each step brought home that they were heading towards an imperial presence. Queen Sylvia had been summoned to present herself to the emperor upon reaching her age of majority. Cynthia, as the head healer of her country, was expected to accompany her queen on a tour of all the nations comprising the empire and participate in the cultural exchange that was expected to take place on this trip. She had resigned herself to the fact that it would take several months, at the least.

      She felt the fabric of her rich skirts graze her fingertips. Something was missing. Imperial presence—

      Looking at her palms, Cynthia realised they weren’t carrying the little wooden chest she should present to the emperor. She remembered placing it on a dresser to free her hands for a moment to readjust her hair before leaving her chambers. Fire and ice whirled through her veins, and she gasped, holding back a cry of dismay.

      The queen turned her veiled head when Cynthia stepped up close behind her. “Your Majesty,” Cynthia whispered, clasping and unclasping her hands. “I forgot the gift in my chambers. I shall run to fetch it. Please forgive my carelessness.”

      Without waiting for her queen to reply, Cynthia lifted her skirts, turned, and fled before any displeasure could be voiced. As she ran through the interminable hallway, her inner thoughts tore her to shreds. Idiot, she thought. Of course I have to go and ruin everything. I am not worthy of being Chiryo-shi. I am hardly fit for my birthright as a princess.

      Her chastising thoughts were abruptly cut off as she hurtled into something solid. Reeling from the impact, Cynthia looked up. Her gaze stopped short on whirling lines of black ink covering a well-defined and very masculine torso. Her eyes trailed upwards, and her neck craned before she could make out the face of the man she’d run into. Although his bare chest and its adornment were striking, the deep-set onyx eyes peering down at her over a hooked, beak-like nose trapped her as surely as a fly caught in a spider’s web.

      The man seemed to waver on his feet for a moment, and her healer’s instinct snapped into focus. A second, sweeping glance at his features took in the wilted nature of his long hair, the sallow shade of his olive skin, and the dark shadows under his eyes. Then she noticed the doorway behind him and saw several beds in a neat row; the white linen, crisp and clean, highlighting the austerity of the ward. Healing chambers. They appeared very different from her own ward back home in Oruna.

      The man swayed, his tall frame reminding her of a reed in the wind. In spite of herself, Cynthia stepped forwards, her training taking over to offer support to the man while her confused thoughts hopped from one question to another. But those considerations came to an abrupt stop when his hand touched her shoulder. The contact allowed her to sense a cold blackness invading his body. It oozed through his veins and festered in vital organs. Gasping, she fought not to recoil and tried to push the horror of his ailment from her mind.

      Holding herself steady, Cynthia reprimanded through gritted teeth, “You are in no condition to be about. Get to your bed now! There is a reason you are in the infirmary, sir.” She steeled her voice, hiding her speculations behind brisk professionalism.

      The tall man glared at her but remained silent.

      “I cannot allow someone in your condition to walk about,” she continued. “You could die!”

      His scowl shifted into an indifferent shrug.

      Cynthia turned to face him squarely, steadying his arm as she did so. Then, dropping her voice in menace, she added, “I have an urgent errand I need to attend to, but I shall return here shortly. If you are still roaming around when I come by here again, I will personally drag you back to your bed.”

      She saw a flash of surprise wipe the impassivity off his face. He raised an eyebrow, and Cynthia felt him sizing her up. Replying with a glare fuelled by the certainty she was right and that there was a need for haste, Cynthia didn’t waste any more time arguing but instead sidestepped him and took up her mad dash once more. She refused to look back as she barrelled forwards.

      Why did the imperial palace have to be so enormous? After what seemed an age, and when Cynthia’s ribcage felt ready to split in two, she finally saw the familiar guards outside the queen’s quarters and rushed into her room to get what she had come for. The little decorative chest containing two healing crystals from her home planet was made of honey-coloured cypress wood, and it was light enough to fit nicely in her grasp. Moments later, she was racing back down the long hall again, fighting the pain in her lungs while thinking about her run-in with the strange, silent man.

      She soon came back to the doorway where she had met him. Slipping her head around the simple wooden door, Cynthia felt satisfied that he was in his bed. His eyes were closed, and even with a quick glance, she sensed the shallowness of his breath. His long ebony hair was tangled and spread limply across the white pillow. Relieved he’d paid heed to her warning, she wondered why he was in such a life-threatening condition. Her first instinct said it was poison, but could that be? Before she was able to ponder this more, she withdrew, whipped on by the thought: there is no time.

      Continuing her breakneck race back to the queen’s side, Cynthia arrived outside the audience hall at the last possible moment. Relieved, she joined the train as the final queen’s attendant stepped up to the tall golden doors. Smoothing a free hand over her wind-swept skirts, Cynthia tried to hide the signs of her mad sprint. She fluffed her short hair, hoping it wasn’t in too great a disarray, even though she felt some sticky strands at the base of her neck.

      Within a few strides, she had calmed her breathing, although the stitch in her side bit relentlessly, and dampness oozed from her armpits. Forcing her elbows to her sides to hide the evidence, she took another appraising look down at herself and then at her blurred reflection in the gold-plating of the doors when she passed through them. Satisfied with her appearance, Cynthia looked up and allowed the imperial audience hall to consume her thoughts.

      The chamber had the effect of stepping out onto open plains after walking in the woods. Sheer, high walls shimmered like mother-of-pearl. Above them, floating under a dome of extravagant proportions, a chandelier sparkled, refracting rainbow light onto the walls and floor. A series of relief carvings ran full circle around the room in a strip where the domed roof met the walls. Each segment was bordered in gold leaf.

      Her gaze dropped from the splendour above and came to rest on the raised dais her queen presently approached. A golden throne stood in the centre of the platform, which was decorated with white and gold drapes and embroidered with the water-lily insignia of the Haldrian Imperial House. There were no other trimmings, and her eye was ensnared by the man who sat on that simple throne.

      His wizened face reminded Cynthia of dried fruit. He wore a cream suit of many layers with gold trimmings on wide sleeves and a high collar. He was poised, and everything about his posture indicated regal strength and determination, contradicting his advanced age.

      It was the man’s eyes, though, that more than anything else, drew Cynthia’s gaze to him. They sparkled with a life force so powerful it made everything above and beyond irrelevant. She was captivated by this man—her emperor. Queen Sylvia curtseyed low, and Cynthia, along with her companions, knelt, bowing her head.

      The long and tedious ceremony that followed gave Cynthia an opportunity to think again on what she had witnessed during her unexpected meeting with the tattooed man in the hallway. She knew enough of the empire to recognise a warrior of the Shanti, a warlike people who lived on a remote planet at the outskirts of the empire. From his markings, she assumed the man she’d run into could be a chieftain.

      A frown creased her brow. Hadn’t there been a message about them a few weeks ago? She was certain the statement claimed the entire Shanti population was exterminated, something about a rebellion. She couldn’t quite remember the reasons. But it did beg the question: why was a Shanti warrior, possibly chieftain, in the hospital of the imperial palace? And of course, there was the added mystery about the horrid illness she’d sensed. It had felt like poison.

      Cynthia shuddered.

      A sickening idea took hold and wouldn’t let go. She knew there was nothing natural about the blackened rot invading that man’s body. But who would do such a thing? What purpose could there be in dispensing such an excruciatingly painful death on someone whose people had ostensibly been wiped out? What was going on, and if he really deserved such a death, wouldn’t a public execution be better? Her thoughts refused to wrap around the conundrum. Cynthia examined her memory again and again—a never-ending spiral—for a different cause underlying the Shanti chieftain’s ailment.

      No other alternate reasoning came to mind.

      By the end of the ceremony, just when Queen Sylvia of Oruna was invested as the new monarch of her lands and a representative before the empire, Cynthia had resolved to save the warrior chieftain, even if it cost every ounce of healing power in her body. As Chirio-shi, her duty was to sustain life, first and foremost. As such, she could not stand by with a clear conscience while this atrocity was committed.

      But first, she needed to get him out of the imperial palace.
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        * * *

      

      Late in the night, Flynn woke. It wasn’t the slow hovering separating waking and sleeping that came between dreams. It was a sudden awareness that tensed all his muscles and had his nerves tingling. Without moving, he trained his ears and stretched his senses to investigate the reason for his sudden consciousness. Moonlight streamed into the room where not a shadow flickered. There was nothing beyond the silence of deep night and Flynn turned to go back to sleep. Exhaustion tugged at him, dragging him back towards oblivion, but then he felt something weigh in his hand.

      He sat up in surprise. Unsettled, Flynn studied what he held. Never had anyone been able to place an item in his hands unawares. He was known for his sensitivity to changes in the air. Flynn was famous for it in his clan—had been, he corrected himself. Because now he was the only one left. There was no clan.

      Pushing away the weights bound to those thoughts, he focused on the items in his grasp. There was a torn scrap of paper, a small round metal box containing a single tablet, and what seemed to be a key.

      By the light of the moon, he read the note. It encouraged him to escape from the imperial palace and leave The Capital, as well as giving details of the Orundian royal visit to all the nations composing the empire. It also explained how the key and the tablet could help him in his flight. He sat and memorised the information before eating the slip of paper. After that, he concealed the other items and pondered his options, sleep forgotten.
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        * * *

      

      Months passed, and Cynthia knew nothing of the warrior she had encountered at the empire’s epicentre. She didn’t even know if he’d managed to escape. The queen’s royal tour was almost at its end—Harland was their last stop before heading home to fair Oruna. Cynthia missed the grassy plains and rocky hills surrounding Kingston, the only part of the country she knew with any certainty.

      The entourage was on their way to the final banquet. Exhausted from having to learn all the etiquette for the different nations they had visited over the past months, she did not look forward to another tedious evening filled with stories that made no sense and frivolities that didn’t interest her.

      Cynthia dropped behind her companions, eyes on the ground. Her thoughts wandered home to the vista of hills bordering the Orundian plains until she was jerked from her home-sick musings when a strong arm pulled her into a private alcove. A large, rough hand clapped over her mouth, cutting off her instinctive shriek.

      “Be silent! I will do you no harm,” a deep voice said above her as the hand dropped from her mouth.

      She turned and looked up; her eyes stretched wide. She met the fixed, eagle-like gaze she had encountered in her dreams these recent weeks. The tattooed man. Her brow furrowed, and her mind started working. A plan instantly formed, and she pushed his arms from where they rested on her shoulders, turning to peek out of the alcove. She needed to get the warrior chieftain into the queen’s quarters without being seen.

      “Keep your head covered,” she whispered firmly. “Follow behind me at exactly two paces and do not speak a word. I can cast a small shield, but it is not very powerful, so the slightest sound could break it.”

      “Why are you helping me?” His voice was low.

      Focused as she was on the task at hand, Cynthia raised an arm, waving off his question. “There is no time—”

      His fingers curled around her wrist, cutting her off in surprise. He brought his head close to her face. “Why are you doing this?” he insisted, suspicion flashing in his eyes.

      “You were being poisoned,” she whispered, her voice chafing against the frustration simmering inside her. “Now, can I get you to safety so I can remove that pestilence from your body?”

      He nodded, his only indication of acquiescence. With a huff, Cynthia set off in the opposite direction to the queen’s entourage, which turned out of sight around a corner in the hallway.

      Walking back through the wooden halls of Harland’s palace, she took deep breaths and tried desperately to calm her frantic heart. Every fibre in her body was taut to the point of snapping. The guards said nothing when she stepped over the threshold into the queen’s chambers and, from there, into her own adjoining room. Once inside, Cynthia let out a sigh. Her whole body unwound as she heard the door click into place at her back. Only then did she release the illusion shielding the warrior from view.

      “Stay here,” she instructed. He looked at her expectantly, so she went on, “No one will find you in this place. I must fulfil my duties before I can take care of you.”
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        * * *

      

      It was late when she returned to her room. Cynthia felt the weight of the unusual foods congealing in her stomach and exhaustion tugged at her. She hurried into the room, inclining her head in deference to the queen.

      “What is it, Cynthia? You are being cryptic. Explain yourself.” Queen Sylvia failed to mask her impatience.

      With a sigh, Cynthia gestured towards the tall figure sitting in the shadows of her chamber.

      The warrior stood and bowed before the queen.

      “Who is this? What is he doing here?” the queen demanded.

      “He is sick,” Cynthia replied. “I found him in the imperial infirmary at The Capital a few months ago. I believe he has been poisoned. I can help him—”

      “Poisoned? By whom? And why are you keeping him quiet? Why is he here when he was in The Capital infirmary?”

      “Because I must heal him,” Cynthia answered, tiredness dropping from her like a cloak. The purpose of her profession gave her strength, and she busied herself, collecting the tools of her craft into a clear space on the floor. Turning to the man, who remained where he stood, she said, “Remove your shirt.”

      He raised an eyebrow.

      “Hurry. I don’t have time for explanations. You have had that stuff festering inside you for months!” When he continued to hesitate, glancing between her and the queen, Cynthia snapped, “For the emperor’s sake! Queen Sylvia is obviously trustworthy. She will not turn you in.”

      He bowed his head, submission a clumsy garment on his proud form. He stripped off the shirt, and Queen Sylvia gasped at the sight of the intricate inked design of intertwining geometric shapes which covered his chest, shoulders, and arms.

      “Cynthia!” she exclaimed. “You would have us all killed with your insanities! How could you harbour a fugitive?”

      In response, Cynthia took the queen’s hand and gestured to the stranger to come closer. With a firm motion, she forced them to touch as she choked back her fury. Through gritted teeth, she murmured to the queen, “They have condemned him to this horror. Can you feel the festering blackness eating its way through his flesh? If I am to take up my mother’s mantle as Chirio-shi, I cannot allow such evil to go unchecked.”

      The queen jerked free from the healer’s grasp and hurried over to the washstand beside the bed. While she scrubbed her hands, she declared, “Do as you wish, Cynthia, but don’t expect me to defend your actions. This is up to you and you alone.” With that, she strode across the room. But at the door, she spun around, worry creasing her brow. “Be careful,” she added. “This will be a difficult healing. Don’t push yourself too far.”

      Cynthia nodded. The door closed with a soft click, and she turned back to the task at hand. Setting out a number of large quartz crystals in the shape of an oval, Cynthia bid her patient lie down in the space between them while she lit a lamp on the table beside her. The flame flickered when she placed a glass cover over the top. Opening a small wooden box, she pulled out a piece of wood the length of a finger. As she did so, she asked, “Do you have a name?”

      “Flynn”, he answered.

      “Right, Flynn,” she said, lessening the steel in her voice with a sprinkling of kindness, “this healing is going to be painful. I suggest you bite down on this.”

      She held out the piece of wood. He clenched his jaw and shook his head. Shrugging, she took up a small, perfectly shaped crystal into her hands and held it in place just above his navel while she submerged herself in the still place where her power lay. The internal sanctuary of her heart’s cavern pulsated, radiating green healing light at the edges of her vision.

      Flynn’s eyes widened, and his muscles tensed when the crystal touched his skin, but not a sound passed his lips. It didn’t take long for his body to relax, unconsciousness pulling him under.
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        * * *

      

      When Flynn woke, the pain had subsided. He also felt better than he had in months. The heavy lethargy that usually dragged at his body was gone.

      He sat up, surprised at the scene around him. The short, dark woman who had saved his life—twice, he reminded himself—lay curled up to one side of him. Her deep brown eyes stared ahead, unseeing, while a dull, evil-looking crystal lay on the floor beside her limp fingers.

      Rising to his knees, he leaned over and rolled the woman onto her back. Panic clawed at his heart for the way her limbs flopped and head lolled. He placed two fingers to her neck at the base of her jaw and was relieved when a weak pulse fluttered at his fingertips.

      Through the fog of his own sojourn with unconsciousness, he remembered the queen’s final admonition and realised this young healer must have disregarded the warning. Flynn rose to his feet, testing the new-found vigour in his limbs. Every movement was as smooth as he remembered it from before his capture. He looked down at the woman. The stubborn vivacity she had shown in their previous encounters had been replaced by extreme vulnerability.

      Shaking the series of thoughts from his mind, he lifted the healer onto the bed, noting how light she was, how young. She couldn’t be more than eighteen. Her short black locks were plastered to her face from the exertions of the healing. Turning away from her prone form, he pulled his shirt back over his head, picked up the lamp that stood on a table beside the circle of quartz crystals and tiptoed to the door. He pushed it open and stepped into darkness. The light in his hand cast long flickering shadows.

      Without waking the handmaid sleeping at the foot of the bed, he made his way to where the queen lay. Before he reached her, though, the whites of the monarch’s eyes glinted in the light of the lamp. She sat up and stared at him as though she’d been waiting for him.

      Flynn beckoned for her to follow and headed back into the healer’s room. He allowed a deeper breath to pass his lips when the queen slipped out of bed and heeded his request. Flynn said nothing, only gestured to the healer in the bed.

      The queen paused in the doorway, taking in the situation. Her first response was to pick up a small drawstring bag, and without touching the blackened crystal, she slipped it into the pouch. Flynn observed her. She, too, was young, appearing only a year or two older than the healer. Although the queen’s hair fell to her waist, he noted resemblances between them: the copper shade of their skin, the way they held their shoulders, the slight upturn of the nose.

      His musings were interrupted as the queen turned towards him. “This always happens after she undertakes a powerful healing. She will awaken in a day or two. Don’t worry about her. It would be best if you leave now. That would give you enough time to be far away by daybreak.”

      Flynn’s heart constricted. He couldn’t stop himself from glancing at the young woman—Cynthia, the queen called her. An idea struck him, a resonant gong vibrating through his being. Determination etched in his features, Flynn knelt before the queen, placing his right hand over his heart.

      “Your Majesty,” he said, meeting her gaze, “I have lost my purpose. My people are no more. I lost all hope and attacked the emperor. I was blinded by my desire for revenge and death, but now my only purpose—the only reason for my continued existence—is this lady.” He gestured to Cynthia, lying still and silent behind him. “Please do not send me from her side. Allow me to fulfil my life debt to her.”

      He bowed his head, touching his left fist to the ground in an indication of fealty. He waited, expecting disdain or dismissal. Gentle fingers brushed the top of his head, and he locked his gaze onto the queen’s round face.

      “I don’t know why, but I sense you might help us. I will accept your request if you swear an oath of fealty to me and to the kingdom of Oruna.”

      Flynn’s heartbeat pounded in his ears. He swallowed, trying to remove the constriction in his throat, for he knew what this meant for the Orundian queen, should his past ever be revealed or, ancestors forbid, the emperor’s hunters catch up with him—
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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
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