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Alma shifted uncomfortably in her seat.

It wasn’t that the white and gold coach was uncomfortable, because it was supremely comfortable given they were flying through the air.

She just felt awkward and out of place.

Partly because the gold was real gold, and partly because even the pure white quarter horses had looked down on her.

Literally and figuratively.

She inhaled the scent of butter-soft leather seats and wondered again, what strange circumstances had led her to a seat in Prince Indulf’s coach, flying through the nebulous clouds of ghosts in the night sky.

The sound of the bells on the horse collars was deafening.

Were they to tell people for miles around to get out of the Prince’s way, or to keep the ghosts and demons at a distance?

Or simply to prevent gossip in the coach?  

Her chaperone seemed entirely at ease, but as a Court Lady, coach rides were probably something she did every other day.

Maybe every day, or several times a day.

Under the guise of stretching, Alma wiped her sweaty palms down her homespun woollen dress, hoping the Lady wouldn’t know what she was doing.

Notwithstanding flying coaches, this Royal Protocol thing was a whole other universe.

She’d climbed unassisted into the coach, only aware that she’d erred when she heard the sharp intake of breath and the crisp rustle of skin on silk. 

In the real world, if you didn’t get there first, you were unlikely to get there at all.

Perhaps it was all to do with the Royals getting the best bits.

Didn’t the nobles fight over the rest?

Or was that what Royal largesse was all about?

She sighed. The Lady’s poised stillness made her want to fidget.

A lot.

Then something buffeted the coach, and the Lady flinched, grabbed the safety strap and started quietly chanting the Goist prayer for safety.

The woman must be terrified rigid, maybe that was what her poise was all about - too afraid to move.

Perhaps life at Court was more precarious than she’d thought.

Alma leaned towards the window, lifted the blind slightly and looked out.

The night sky was blacker than charcoal, and the stars were like millions of tiny white blossom petals blown by the wind.

And the ghosts?

Well, they were vaguely people-shaped patches of darkness between her and the stars.

Most people can’t see ghosts and fear them because of the otherwise inexplicable things that happen.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ALEXANDRIA
BLALL s

AUTH@R OF FARE BEEE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





