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Content Warning

	 

	TALES FROM ACROSS THE DOMAINS is an adult fantasy ‘slice of life’ collection of stories that contains strong language and content some readers may find distressing, including fantasy violence, battle, poisoning, description of death, torture/experiments, and cannibalism.

	The stories affected are:

	Juniper

	Witheryn

	Obituary

	Eventide

	 

	For a full list of content warnings, please visit:

	 

	TrudieSkies.com/The-Cruel-Gods-Content-Warnings 

	
For the lonely souls searching for a world to call home.

	
Foreword from the Author

	 

	Welcome to the realms of the gods! Tales From Across the Domains is a short story collection based on the twelve domains featured within The Cruel Gods fantasy series. Each domain is a unique world with their own mortals ruled by a specific god.

	These domains are connected via a magical portal known as the Gate, which is stationed within the steam-powered city of Chime. The Gate’s portal switches between the domains at the turn of the hour, which means they can only be accessed via their scheduled hourly slot once every twelve hours.

	Each story takes place in these domains in order of their designated crossing time. The locations and characters within will be familiar to readers of The Cruel Gods series; however, new readers will be able to read on without encountering major spoilers.

	Enjoy your time in the domains!

	 

	–Trudie Skies 
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Domain Map
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Domain Glossary

	A list of the twelve domains in order of their designated crossing time:

	 

	Memoria

	Home to the Amnae.

	An underwater city. Ruled by Anima, the god of academia, books, history, memories, and water.

	 

	Juniper

	Home to the Fauna.

	A treacherous jungle. Ruled by Faen, the god of animals, creatures, metamorphosis, and sacrifice.

	 

	Heartstone

	Home to the Umber.

	A mountainous region with valleys. Ruled by Unghard, the god of craft, discipline, earth, nature, servitude, and trade.

	 

	Solaris

	Home to the Glimmer.

	A golden city of cathedrals. Ruled by Gildola, the god of birth, dawn, femininity, piety, spring, and sunlight.

	 

	Arcadia

	Home to the Seren.

	A series of tropical islands. Ruled by Serenity, the god of art, beauty, creativity, song, and summer.

	 

	Witheryn

	Home to the Necro.

	A frozen wasteland. Ruled by The Nameless One, the god of blood, disease, flesh, healing, and winter.

	 

	Tempest

	Home to the Zephyr.

	A sky world made from floating airships. Ruled by Zyclone, the god of air, machines, science, and technology.

	 

	Obituary

	Home to the Leander.

	A desert plain. Ruled by Lionheart, the god of battle, challenge, domination, legacy, masculinity, strength, and trials.

	 

	Rapture

	Home to the Ember.

	A volcanic strip of casinos. Ruled by Edana, the god of depravity, flame, pleasure, and sensuality.

	 

	Eventide

	Home to the Vesper.

	A land of glowing mushrooms. Ruled by Valeria, the god of autumn, dusk, moonlight, and shadow.

	 

	Phantasy

	Home to the Mesmer.

	An observatory of stars. Ruled by Mesmorpheus, the god of dreams, nightmares, stars, and visions.

	 

	Kronos

	Home to the Diviner.

	A clockwork city. Ruled by Dor, the god of bureaucracy, justice, law, logic, order, and time.

	
Want to learn more about Chime & the Domains?
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	Want to learn more about Chime and the domains as you explore them? Then join my monthly newsletter and you'll receive a copy of THE TRAVELER'S HANDBOOK TO CHIME AND BEYOND, your guide to the domains of the gods:

	 

	TrudieSkies.com/Newsletter

	 

	Visit my website for signed copies of my books, domain map posters, character art, appendices, pronunciation guides, and other extra goodies:

	 

	TrudieSkies.com

	
On the Domains

	 

	It isn’t easy balancing the needs of twelve domains.

	Most of us weren’t born in Chime, but were raised inside our respective domains and traveled into Chime when we came of age, to seek education or employment opportunities. If you’re reading this handbook, then I can only assume you are a newly trained Warden well on your way to a career serving mortals of these domains.

	For that is now your role. Forget what you learned of the domains from the limited lens of your own. Each domain has their own biases against the others, but you must rise above such judgements and assess the domains and their mortals with the firm and fair hand of a Warden. Our society is built on equal treatment for all, and while not all domains serve in our ranks, we represent and serve all domains.

	Do bear in mind each domain has their own rules, laws, rites, and rituals that are different from what you may understand, and indeed, are separate from Chime. To enter another domain is to enter a whole new world. Do respect their customs.

	But also, be on your guard, for to enter a domain is to enter the realm of gods.

	— Q. Corinth, Warden Handbook on Dealing with Domains

	
Chime I: Central

	Ah, Chime. The city of twelve domains thrown together and forced to eke out a peaceful existence despite our many differences. We Wardens are meant to maintain that peace through our laws and public ordinances, but when each domain has its idiosyncrasies, one can expect misunderstandings and spats. Especially when one is new.

	Central, then, is the welcome mat. Those who travel through the Gate from their domain enter Central Station first, and are then blessed with the many confusing store fronts, tourist traps, and expensive souvenirs. Wardens stationed in Central must remain on the lookout for wary tourists who become lost or befuddled. We’ve had far too many tourists step out in front of a tram or forget that Chime’s streets are not to be used as a public toilet.

	— Q. Corinth, Warden Dossier on Central

	 

	I’d drawn the short straw. Again.

	From the outside, serving as a Warden must look quite thrilling. We acted as the gods’ eyes, watching over their mortals where they could not, for Chime was a city of mortals where the gods were forbidden to enter—more for our benefit than theirs. One would expect a city free from the gods’ influence to be full of sin and vice. A volatile haven of violence and debauchery. That only we Wardens were the line between civilized society and chaos. It was us Wardens who ruled with our laws and public ordinances, who ensured mortals queued on the left.

	Without us, the entire system would collapse.

	Without us, how could twelve unique domains ever hope to coexist?

	But… Chime managed rather well, actually.

	I stood on patrol inside Central Station, dressed like any other Warden in my black-and-bronze uniform, with a pistol holstered by my hip. Thank goodness I rarely needed to use it, but a little excitement wouldn’t go amiss.

	What most citizens of this wonderful city didn’t realize was that, while Wardens looked imposing, the most action we encountered was traffic violations or a tourist getting lost. As the central hub for travel throughout Chime, Central Station itself had some of the tightest security, with highly skilled station staff trained to deal with any scenario or disaster that may present. Therefore, my role was to march through the station and look tough.

	They really had picked the wrong man for the job.

	Luckily for me, my duties today went beyond simple patrols. Since I’d drawn the short straw, that meant a trip to the Golden City to deal with an incident of no real importance that none of my colleagues wished to busy themselves with.

	But that business could wait. I had a routine, as most of my kind did, and it began with a cup of tea.

	“Good morning,” I greeted the Glimmer operating the station’s tea stand. Central Station welcomed many passengers traveling to and from the various domains, thus it required a tourist information booth and an adequate tea kiosk. What better way to induct visitors and new citizens alike than with a good cup of tea?

	“Morning, Mr. Corinth.” The Glimmer’s golden skin had an orange flush as she busied herself wiping down a milk spillage atop the counter. She was a tall lady, like most of her domain. Far taller than me. “The usual for you today?”

	“Please.”

	“If you don’t mind, I’ll have my new hire serve you. She needs the practice.” She tossed her cloth aside. “Petunia?” she called. “We’ve got a customer waiting.”

	A young Umber girl emerged from the stand’s tiny kitchen. Like most Umber, her skin was made of solid stone, the kind of gravelly texture one found by the lake in Meridian Park. Bronze-colored vines made up her hair, tied back in a bun—just as her Glimmer employer tied her golden hair back for hygiene purposes—and the Umber’s brow sported a row of delicate pink petunias.

	“Well, don’t just stand there!” the Glimmer said. “Take his order. Diviner don’t like it when you waste their time; and remember, they’re very particular.”

	“I’m not that particular.”

	The Glimmer ignored me. She pushed the Umber—Petunia—to the counter.

	“What—What can I do for you, sir? Get you. What can I make for you? Sir.”

	The poor girl looked absolutely terrified of me, or my Warden uniform at least. I wasn’t that intimidating, was I? Me? With my perfect bow tie and spectacles?

	The Glimmer rubbed her forehead. “Forgive her. She’s fresh on placement from Heartstone. She’s never seen so many different mortals before! We had that little incident yesterday, didn’t we? Where you almost poisoned a Mesmer by putting six spoons of salt in their coffee instead of sugar.” She chuckled, though her nostrils flared. “Luckily a Necro was on hand to purge them, and the Mesmer enjoyed being put into a coma.”

	“It was my first day,” Petunia said rather meekly.

	I donned my most charming smile. “An easy mistake to make. Do take your time, I’m in no rush.” Indeed, it was only twenty past nine. The travelers who’d crossed over from Rapture had already cleared out, leaving the waiting area empty. Not many queued up for the Eventide crossing at ten, but the station staff preferred Wardens on hand. Vesper were often caught smuggling illegal substances into the city. “I’ll have tea, thank you. Two sugars and a splash of milk.”

	The Umber girl began preparing my beverage of choice as I stood by the counter. Another Diviner queued behind me, dressed in business attire. We shared the same domain and the same silver eyes and short, neat silver hair, but where his skin was the standard metallic silver of our domain, mine had a more pearly sheen. It made me more approachable than the rest of my kind, or so I’d been told.

	Though, this chap was tapping his foot with impatience. I’d like to think extending a little grace to mortals of other domains by not acting like a prat endeared me to those domains. We Diviner liked to act as though we owned the whole blasted city—the brick-and-brass buildings and steam-powered elevators had our touch, after all—but my domain needed a reminder that Chime was meant for mortals from all domains.

	That was why I’d become a Warden.

	And why I wasted my money at overpriced tea stands in Central.

	“Here you are, sir.” Petunia handed me a cup.

	“Bless you.” I took a tentative sip just in case she’d forgotten the sugar.

	Alas, she’d remembered the sugar, but she’d added far too much milk, watering down the strength of the tea leaves.

	“Is that to your tastes?” the Glimmer asked, oh so cautiously.

	Petunia froze, the flowers on her brow quivering.

	I didn’t want to upset the poor girl, thus I forced a smile. “It’s lovely, thank you.” I pulled a crisp note from my wallet and placed it on the counter. “Keep the change—”

	“No charge for you, Mr. Corinth!” The Glimmer tried to hand it back.

	“Please. I insist. Well, I best be on my way. Good day to you both.” I took my bland tea and strode off before the Glimmer talked my ear off. So many businesses around Central liked to offer incentives to visiting Wardens, but I couldn’t be bought with bribes. That was my philosophy, and I was doing a damn good job of sticking with it.

	But I lingered nearby, just in case Petunia accidentally poisoned another customer.

	As the seconds ticked by, I held my tea steady, waiting for the dong to reverberate through the station as it did with pleasing diligence.

	The clock tower struck quarter to the hour.

	It was Chime’s greatest structure, a behemoth of Diviner and Zephyr engineering. The entire station was designed around the clock tower, which stretched from the streets of Central into the skies, connecting with the metal plating of the Golden City above.

	Though, truth be told, Chime itself was a marvel.

	The city was built in an hourglass shape, with the clock tower in the middle layer of Central where I stood and sipped my tea, connecting the two halves—the Undercity beneath us, and the Golden City above.

	Central was more than just its station, though naturally, the town houses, souvenir shops, and teahouses surrounded it for easy access to the trams and Gate. Above, the large plate that housed the Golden City loomed over everything. It blocked out natural sunlight, creating a darkened atmosphere of moody street lamps lit by bright blue aether, and the twinkling electric stars within the plating itself. Only at dusk and dawn, when the sun was at a shallow enough an angle, did its light touch Central’s streets.

	So many visitors considered the gloom oppressive, but one got used to it, after a while.

	A single glass pod descended the clock tower’s side from the Golden City. The great glass elevator was made of brass, though from down here it resembled a beacon of gold. It was the only means of reaching the Golden City, the only transport that connected the upper layer to the station—and my ride to the job I had to do.

	Only certain citizens were allowed access to the Golden City—those of a more financially favorable background. I held clearance, but I wasn’t a fan of making the journey.

	I wasn’t fond of heights, and from the glass elevator, the views were spectacular.

	My breath hitched as the elevator passed the clockface. Despite viewing the clockface every day, I still found myself drawn to its splendor. To the clock hands taller than an Umber, and to the glass which reflected light across Central, visible from any location. The mechanisms inside churned with godlike levels of aether.

	All to power the Gate. Another marvel.

	While the clock tower could be seen from across Central, it was the Gate that drew traffic. Built into the bottom half of the clock tower, it gave the impression the tower sat atop it. The Gate dominated the station with its height and girth, its arch made of cogs and gears aglow with aether. It was wide enough for both foot and carriage traffic, which the station staff carefully controlled using barriers and checkpoints.

	Within, a portal swirled with brimming aether. Through it, one could see a domain on the other side. A whole other world separate from Chime. Twelve domains.

	At the turn of the hour, the portal would change from one domain to the next. And so on.

	It never ceased to amaze me.

	“Final call for Rapture!” yelled one of the Diviner station staff. They stood by the barrier, which would soon come down for when Rapture changed to Eventide. Attempting the crossing when the portal switched could result in the loss of life or limb, and that was a bloody mess I certainly didn’t want to witness.

	“Awful sight, isn’t it?” said another Diviner. The man who had stood behind me at the tea stand. “Just looking at it ruins my day.” He shuddered with dramatic flair and slurped at his tea.

	I followed his gaze to the Gate, to the portal still set to Rapture. It was quite a sight, I would admit. The volcanic skies of the Ember’s domain glowed an ominous red. I’d visited Rapture once; its air tasted of suffocating ash and stunk of sulfur, though it was the dry heat that truly burned.

	But that wasn’t what gave Rapture its sinister reputation. It was a bastion of sin, from its colorful casinos to its brothels. Locales Diviner were banned from.

	“All domains are beautiful in their own way,” I said. Rapture wasn’t even the most dangerous of the domains to traverse, so I could only surmise this man was ignorant.

	He gave me a funny look. “You’re not seriously suggesting—”

	Another fellow barged between us, bumping into the Diviner. A Vesper. They were as tall as the Glimmer, but where they glowed gold, the Vesper were cut from midnight blue. This fellow wore his jacket collar up, a flatcap pulled low across his brow, which concealed his dark face, though not his pointed ears.

	“Excuse me,” the Vesper male said as he carried on.

	The Diviner dropped his tea, spilling it across his jacket. “You sod! Look what you’ve done! I said, you there!”

	The Vesper continued to march toward the Gate. It was about to switch to Eventide, the Vesper’s domain. Presumably he was in a rush.

	I offered the Diviner a handkerchief to clean himself with. “Are you quite all right?”

	“Do I look all right?” He patted himself down and then paused. “My wallet.” He fumbled in his pockets—his trouser pockets, then jacket, and then waistcoat. “That cad stole my wallet!”
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