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        Nuriel (NOO-ree-el): Servant-Daughter

        Our protagonist, she prefers the nickname Rie (REE-ay). Human, raised by the high elves Curuthannor and Lhéwen in the Upper Realm.

      

      

      
        
        Aradae (AIR-a-day): Royal-Shadow

        King of the Shadow Realm. Dark elf.

      

      

      
        
        Blood Sidhe (Blood SHEE)

        A race of greater fae that survives on the blood of humans. They look human, but have the magical abilities of glamour (illusion) and compulsion, which helps them attract and entrap their prey.

      

      

      
        
        Braegan (BRAY-gan)

        The first person willing to help Rie navigate the Shadow Realm. Blood sidhe.

      

      

      
        
        Curuthannor (koo-ROO-than-or): Skilled-Shield

        Rie's foster father (a.k.a. warden) and martial trainer. Lifemate to Lhéwen. He's the head of King Othin's personal guard. High elf.

      

      

      
        
        Daenor (DAY-nor): Shadow-Fire

        Bastard son of King Aradae and a prince of the Shadow Realm. He's also the Commander of the Shadow Guard. Mixed dark elf and fire sidhe.

      

      

      
        
        Dark Elf

        The ruling species of greater fae in the Shadow Realm. They have very dark black skin with bright white hair and tall pointed ears. They are the masters of soul magic, able to commune with the souls of the dead and see the past and the future.

      

      

      
        
        Ēostre (ayo-STREE)

        Queen of the Autumn Realm, sister to Garamaen. Origin sidhe.

      

      

      
        
        Fae (FAY)

        A generic term used for any of the magical creatures that live in the nine faerie realms.

      

      

      
        
        Faerleithril (fay-er-LEE-thrill): Spirit-Freer

        Female heir to the Shadow Realm throne and Faernodir's twin. Dark elf.

      

      

      
        
        Faernodir (fay-er-NO-deer): Spirit-Binder

        Male heir to the Shadow Realm throne and Faerleithril's twin. Dark elf.

      

      

      
        
        Fire Sidhe (Fire SHEE)

        The ruling species of greater fae in the Summer Realm. Typically tanned skin and darker hair, often with red highlights, the fire sidhe tattoo their faces and bodies with images that represent their clan, class, and occupation.

      

      

      
        
        Galadir (Gal-a-deer)

        Rie’s first crush, who manipulated her emotions and belittled her in Curuthannor’s training hall. Son of an Upper Realm low noble. High elf.

      

      

      
        
        Garamaen (gare-a-May-en): Clever Wolf

        A powerful Lord of the elves living in the Human Realm. He’s Sanyaro, the Truthseeker and mediator of the nine faerie realms. Origin sidhe.

      

      

      
        
        Gikl (GI-kill)

        One of the pixies who has attached to Rie.

      

      

      
        
        Greater Fae (Greater FAY)

        A generic term for any of the faerie species that can pass for human; the elves and the sidhe. These species are typically the ruling classes in the realms where they reside.

      

      

      
        
        High Elf

        The ruling species of greater fae in the Upper Realm. Also called the glittering throng. They typically have very pale skin and hair that shimmers slightly in the light, and high pointed ears. They are the masters of spirit magic, able to drain or restore energy, heal, and manipulate emotion.

      

      

      
        
        Hiinto (HIN-toe)

        One of the pixies who has attached to Rie.

      

      

      
        
        Judith

        A Guardian (angel) of the Daemon Realm who saved Rie’s life during her journey in Sanyare: The Heir Apparent.

      

      

      

      
        
        Khukuri

        A style of knife with an inwardly curved blade, wider toward the tip than the handle. Rie carries two khukuri knives as her primary weapons. The blades were specially designed and enchanted for her use.

      

      

      
        
        Lesser Fae (Lesser FAY)

        A generic term for the more exotic faerie species that would be unable to travel unnoticed in the Human Realm; the pixies, goblins, gremlins, trolls, etc. These species rarely hold political power in the realms where they reside.

      

      

      

      
        
        Lhéwen (LAY-when): Thread-Maiden

        Rie's foster mother (a.k.a. warden). She's the best seamstress in the Upper Realm. High elf.

      

      

      
        
        Morcana (more-CAN-uh)

        Water fae (mermaid) who approaches Rie for assistance in the Summer Court. She lives underwater in a half-woman, half-eel form, but can shift into a humanoid form on command.

      

      

      
        
        Niinka (NEEN-ka)

        One of the pixies who has attached to Rie.

      

      

      

      
        
        Norgeledil (naur-GHEL-i-deel): Fire Radiance

        The queen of the Summer Realm and lifemate of King Thanûr. Fire Sidhe.

      

      

      

      
        
        Othin (OH-thin)

        King of the Upper Realm. High elf.

      

      

      

      
        
        Pixie (Carnivorous)

        The pixies are tiny creatures, just two to three inches tall. Like a chameleon, they have the ability to camouflage their skin to match the surrounding area. They are hairless, have translucent wings like a dragonfly, and avoid clothing or accessories that would hinder their abilities to hide. They eat raw flesh and can strip a small creature of all its meat in a matter of minutes.

      

      

      

      
        
        Plink

        An imp who becomes Rie’s handmaiden. She looks like cross between a giant rat and a tiny goat, and has the ability to translocate in an instant.

      

      

      

      
        
        Possn (POSS-in)

        One of the pixies who has attached to Rie.

      

      

      

      
        
        Rolimdornoron (roll-im-DOOR-nor-on): Most Swift Realm Runner

        Rie's former boss in the High Court messenger service. He was executed by King Othin after attempting to frame Rie for treason. High elf with questionable lineage.

      

      

      

      
        
        Sanyaro (san-YAWR-o) / Sanyare (san-YAWR-ay)

        The elvish word for Truth Seeker, Sanyaro is the title given to Lord Garamaen as the mediator of the nine realms. Sanyare is the feminine version of the title.

      

      

      

      
        
        Sidhe (SHEE)

        A generic term used for some races of the greater fae who identify by their abilities; blood sidhe, fire sidhe, frost sidhe, etc.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thanûr (THAN-yooer): To Kindle Fire

        King of the Summer Realm and the lifemate of Norgeledil. Fire Sidhe.

      

      

      

      
        
        Tharbatiron (thar-ba-TEER-on)

        Proprietor of the renowned and extremely popular Crossroads Inn in the Shadow Realm. Ancient dark elf.

      

      

      

      
        
        Tiik (TEAK)

        One of the pixies who has attached to Rie.

      

      

      

      
        
        Turant (tour-AUNT)

        A longma (dragon-horse) telepathically connected to Daenor.

      

      

      

      
        
        Water Fae (water FAY)

        A species of greater fae that can shift forms between water-dwelling creatures and land-dwelling creatures. In their water form, they have a humanoid head and arms, and the body of an eel, fish, or other ocean creature. They have spread out across the realms, and now primarily live in the Summer Realm, Winter Realm, and Human Realm.
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      Up early, unable to sleep, Rie peered between the cheap plastic blinds of the motel room. Snores resonated behind her.

      A single black bird perched on the hood of the dented and scorched semi truck, the vehicle their only option to escape the leaders of the nine faerie realms. The leaders who would have taken Daenor to The Pit and returned Rie to Garamaen’s estate with her tail tucked.

      The bird turned its head. One beady black eye glared at her from an impassive avian face. It cawed, the sound eerie in the stillness of the morning. Rie pushed aside the blinds a few inches, letting in the gray light of pre-dawn.

      The Pit was no place for a prince of the Shadow Realm. An innocent prince, recently named heir to the shadow throne. No, high king Othin sought to take advantage of the failed tribunal to move against his enemy, and taunt Daenor’s father, King Aradae, into rash action. She’d had no choice but to act against the council and escape with Daenor. He didn’t deserve the punishment, and she wouldn’t spend another minute without him, if she could help it.

      A warm hand slid across the back of Rie’s neck, calloused fingers rough on sensitive skin. Rie reached up to cover the hand with her own.

      “You’re up,” she said, without turning around. There was no need. Daenor’s touch was unmistakable.

      “Did you sleep at all?” he asked.

      “No.”

      After the terrifying escape from the tribunal and the relief of living through the transition to a new day without the magic of faerie surrounding her, Rie hadn’t had a chance to lie down, let alone sleep. As a one-hundred-nine year-old changeling from the Upper Realm, the transition from deep dark night to dawn’s first light in a realm that rejected magic should have forced her body to take its ‘natural’ form. She should have aged instantly to become one of, if not the oldest, living human in the realm.

      Instead, she gained a few fine lines, but she retained her youthful skin and lustrous hair.

      Rie ran a hand through the short dark locks. What once had been so long it was difficult to manage, was now cropped short in a messy bob. A stylist had done her best to make it presentable, but it would be a long time before it could be braided into the tight buns Rie favored.

      “I like it,” Daenor whispered, his lips close to Rie’s ear. His warm breath sent pleasurable chills down her spine. “You look fierce. Like a valkyrie from the old legends.”

      “You fantasize about the choosers of the slain?”

      “One of them, at least.”

      “Great, and here I thought I was your favorite lover.” Rie leaned her face into Daenor’s hand, telling him she was only teasing despite the lack of laughter.

      Daenor ran his thumb along the edge of her jaw, turning her head to face him. “You’re my only lover. My only desire.” He pressed his forehead against hers. “You are my valkyrie, for you’ve slain me. My heart is yours.”

      Rie wrapped her hand around the nape of his neck, pulling him down for a kiss. He didn’t protest. His lips molded to her touch. His arms held her close.

      A rustling and a squeak from one of the beds interrupted the moment.

      “G’morning,” Morcana croaked, oblivious to the intimacy she disturbed. She rubbed a hand against bloodshot eyes, the pale scales that covered her skin more visible than usual. Morcana was a water fae, a being of both land and sea. But she hadn’t been near the ocean in at least a day. She was drying out.

      Daenor stepped away, but kept a warm hand on Rie’s lower back. They had been apart too long, seen and dealt with too much since his imprisonment under King Othin’s care. She didn’t want to separate an inch. Apparently, neither did he.

      “What’s that?” Morcana asked, pointing at the window behind Rie.

      Rie turned. Gasped.

      The bird sat on the window ledge, gaze trained inside in the room. It tapped on the window with its beak.

      “Shoo!” Rie waved her hands at the window, as if that would help.

      The bird didn’t even flinch. She knocked on the glass. Not a twitch.

      “Crazy bird.”

      Another squeak from a sagging mattress. “That is no mere bird,” Galadir said from the far side of the room. “That’s a raven. We are being watched.”

      “Obviously,” Rie replied, sarcasm thick. If only she could have left the insufferable elf behind. Unlike Daenor, he did deserve The Pit. He had been instrumental in the entire scheme to turn innocent fae into unknowing assassins, all to advance his own career. He’d experimented on and killed dozens of men and women of every race.

      “Watched, as in spied on. That is Huginn,” he added.

      Deanor pulled Rie away from the glass, toward the center of the room.

      “What are you talking about?” Rie asked. Galadir couldn’t be trusted, but she would know if he were lying. She hoped. She dropped a hand to the grip of her khukuri blade, willing the enchanted weapon to boost her abilities.

      Unfortunately, Daenor spoke first. “Huginn and Muninn are Othin’s spies. The faerie ravens are tied to the king, sent to hunt and track his enemies. If Huginn is already here, the warriors won’t be far behind. Muninn will lead them right to us.” Daenor slid a drawer from a cabinet and smashed the old weak wood to smithereens. He picked through the smallest pieces until he had a few handfuls of fuel stuffed in his pockets. “Gather your things. We must leave.”

      “Huginn and Muninn haven’t been seen in centuries.” Niinka yawned, emerging from the shredded pillow nest she and the other pixies had made. Serrated teeth snapped closed while solid black eyes blinked away the sleep. She stretched her arms above her head, translucent dragonfly wings waving slowly as she awoke.

      “Maybe not, but do you want to be here if you are wrong?” Galadir replied.

      Niinka zipped to the door. “Easiest way to find out is to go out there and see for myself. Besides, I’m hungry.” Without another word, Niinka crawled beneath the doorjamb and was gone.

      Already wearing her amlug hide armor and knives, there was nothing left for Rie to gather. The others threw together what little they needed in barely a heartbeat.

      Niinka reappeared in the room a moment later.

      “Gotta go, gotta go, gotta go,” she said, her tinkling voice harsh with urgency.

      Rie opened the motel room door. At least a hundred birds of every conceivable species circled high overhead. A black form sped toward them. Rie ducked, narrowly avoiding a beak to the eye. She scrambled back into the room. Another bird crashed into the door just as it slammed shut.

      “They are attempting to corral us. To keep us here until the warriors arrive,” Galadir said.

      Rie’s eyes narrowed. “How do you know?” He’d tricked them before, had been trying to manipulate Rie — at times successfully — since they were teenagers in Curuthannor’s training hall. Cruel and calculating. As far as Rie knew, he’d never willingly helped anyone without personal reward.

      “It doesn’t matter,” Daenor’s voice settled Rie’s sleep-deprived nerves. “We can’t wait to see what happens.”

      Rie took a deep breath, centered herself and prepared to run. “I’ll go first, to clear the way and start the truck.”

      “I’m coming with you.” Daenor lit a small fireball in his hand. “I’ve got the fire power.”

      Rie hesitated. Not because she didn’t trust him, or didn’t think him a capable warrior. He was the commander of the shadow guard, after all, but because she couldn’t bear the thought of an injury. Or worse. She’d already lost Braegan. She couldn’t lose anyone else.

      “We’ll all go,” Morcana replied. “They’re just birds.”

      Rie glanced out the window. Birds perched on the truck, on the lamppost, and on the faded motel sign. Small and large, all different species, they lined the window ledge and circled overhead. Hundreds, maybe even thousands, called upon in the span of moments. And more arrived with every heartbeat.

      “You’re kidding, right?” Niinka asked. “That many birds could eat a whole swarm of pixies.”

      “Only if the pixies didn’t eat them first.” Rie shook her head. “Morcana’s right. If we all go together, we’ll get out of here that much faster.” And if they stuck together, no one would be singled out.

      Rie rested one hand on the knob. The other drew the eight inch khukuri knife from the sheath strapped to her thigh. The blade hummed its pleasure, anticipating the battle to come.

      “Ready?”

      When everyone nodded, she threw open the door. A crow swooped low, past her face. Rie flinched, swinging one arm up to block the sharp beak from reaching her skin. The bird bounced off the hardened leather bracer on her forearm.

      Rie crouched and ran toward the beat up semi truck. Just fifty yards away. Fifty yards filled with cawing, darting birds intent on preventing Rie and her team from reaching their target. She pulled her second knife.

      A cloud of feathered bodies descended on the group. Rie swung her blades, doing her best to keep the birds from getting too close. Daenor unleashed fireball after fireball, but the birds easily avoided the flames. Those few that didn’t were quickly replaced.

      Talons grabbed at Rie’s shoulder, but the amlug leather vest prevented the claws from reaching skin. Rie spun her blade, cutting the bird in two and knocking it away.

      Morcana screamed. Two birds tangled in her hair. They pecked at the skin of her neck and face, leaving trails of blood running down pale skin.

      Niinka and Gikl flew to the rescue, clawing their way beneath feather to get to the meat of the bird. A screech and a frantic flutter, then the birds went still.

      “Keep moving,” Rie shouted, pulling on Morcana’s arm while the other woman struggled to remove the dead birds from her knotted hair.

      More birds swooped in. A veritable wall of black and gray and brown feathers blocked them from reaching the truck. Only one kept apart, the largest of them all. Huginn.

      A blast of orange and red from behind the birds sent a few shrieking away, but Turant’s flame couldn’t reach the majority. He was trapped in the truck’s trailer, a livestock rig with open portholes and a door that latched on the outside. Despite the long prehensile whiskers that could manipulate bolts and latches nearly as well as fingers, the half-dragon half-horse couldn’t reach the latch that would allow him to fly out and destroy the psychotic animals. Every time he tried, a cloud of birds would descend upon the sensitive appendage until he screamed and withdrew back into the cage.

      Daenor threw more fireballs. The agile birds dodged out of the way without a single singed feather. Meanwhile, the team remained under attack, the birds diving into the group as if on a suicide mission. It was.

      Rie’s khukuris sliced out again and again, but there were always more birds ready to take their comrade’s place.

      “We need a gap in the wall,” Daenor shouted over the din of the ever-expanding flock of birds.

      Morcana’s eyes narrowed in concentration. “Done.”

      She pointed her hand at the ground, then reached up to the sky and made a fist. Water burst from the yellow emergency water supply, the cap shooting through the crowded sky with deadly force. Morcana swung her arm toward the whirling throng. The jet of water followed, knocking the birds to the ground and away, clearing the needed path.

      Rie dashed for the space, sprinting the last ten yards. She unlocked the passenger door. Jumped in and slid over, making room for Morcana and Daenor to get in while she started the engine.

      The pixies dashed in behind Morcana, Niinka bringing up the rear. A crow swooped low, on a collision course.

      “Niinka, watch out!” Rie called.

      A burst of flame from the trailer charred the bird, narrowly missing Niinka’s tiny form. The pixie grinned as she crossed the last few feet into the cab.

      “Nice shot, Turant!” she called.

      “Too close,” Rie mumbled, but the door shut and the birds were locked out.

      So was the high elf traitor. She released the brakes and shifted into drive. Thanked the gods again for an automatic transmission.

      “What about Galadir?” Daenor asked, pointing at the high elf. He struggled with at least four birds, fighting them off despite his lack of weapons.

      “Leave him,” Morcana replied from her seat in the back. Rie understood the sentiment. But as much as she wanted vengeance — and death by bird somehow seemed fitting for the traitor — she needed him alive to finish the truthseeking and find the others involved in the scheme to overthrow the nine realms. If he died now, or was captured by Othin, he couldn’t reveal his co-conspirators.

      Calling on her own magic, Rie pulled the energy out of the birds still attacking Galadir. One by one, they dropped into sleep, then death, their life force taken to replenish Rie’s own energy.

      Galadir ran the last few steps to the truck. Daenor threw open the door, then slammed it shut behind him. Rie disengaged the air brakes, then slowly pushed the gas. The truck groaned, but eased forward.

      Birds crashed into the glass around them, breaking their necks with the impact. Rie turned on the windshield wipers to clear away the dead bodies and give enough visibility to drive.

      Huginn swooped in front of the truck, shrieking in anger and sounding an alarm.

      “We have to get rid of him,” Rie said. “He’ll just keep bringing more birds.”

      “And warriors,” Daenor added.

      “Drain him,” Galadir suggested.

      Rie stopped the truck and checked the magical plane. Her magic was getting stronger, easier to use, but it still took concentration. “He’s tied into Othin. I can’t draw enough energy to kill him.”

      And if she wasn’t careful, Othin would sense her connection to the bird. If that happened, he could switch the flow of energy, or worse.

      “If we do not eliminate him, they will follow us. We will never get away,” Galadir urged.

      “Light him on fire,” Rie said, glancing at Daenor, who sat next to her.

      “He’ll dodge the blast. He’s dodged them all so far.”

      “Don’t feathers burn?” Rie asked.

      “Not well.”

      “All we need to do is disable him enough so that he can’t fly. Focus on the tail feathers. Burn them until he drops. He’ll heal, but not before we’re long gone.”

      Daenor nodded. Looked at the giant raven who circled above them, highlighting their location for all to see. Flames burst to life. The bird looked like a meteor falling from space, his black body plummeting while his tail feathers lit the sky with fire.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      With Huginn unconscious, or at least out of the fight, the remaining birds stopped their attack. Those that lived returned to their normal bird-like behavior. A few more swishes of the windshield wipers and the dead bodies were gone.

      Rie pulled the truck onto the freeway. “We can’t stay in the Human Realm. They’ll just keep coming after us.” King Othin’s pride wouldn’t let him give up. So long as he knew their location, his warriors would be right on their tail. They would catch up eventually, and the resulting battle would be devastating.

      Rie’s team possessed power. Between Morcana’s water and Daenor’s fire, there was enough elemental magic to overcome most physical obstacles. Add in Galadir’s emotional mastery and Rie’s growing abilities with energy manipulation, and any weak-minded spirits would be turned away without a fight. Assuming Galadir remained on their side.

      Othin wouldn’t be stupid enough to send inexperienced warriors after them. No, if he’d sent Huginn and Muninn after them, he’d also sent his best assassins.

      “Where’s the nearest portal? We can jump back to the Shadow Realm.” Daenor sounded nonchalant, but Rie heard the eagerness underlying his casual tone.

      “Back at the tribunal,” Rie replied.

      “So where’s the next nearest, after that?”

      Rie shook her head. “Most of the portals in this realm were shut down after the great war. There are a few around the world, but the only one I know of on this continent is at Garamaen’s Hall, and Lord Garamaen is currently in a healing sleep and recovering.” She shot a furious glance at Galadir, the traitor who had literally stabbed Garamaen in the back. “I’m sure Othin has moved in under the guise of protecting him.”

      Lord Garamaen was one of the oldest and most powerful living fae in the nine realms. Also known as Sanyaro, the truthseeker, the origin sidhe had chosen a self-imposed life of exile in the Human Realm to maintain his neutrality and protect the magically weak humans.

      “Surely, Ēostre is attending Sanyaro.”

      “Maybe, but does she have the power to thwart Othin’s demands for justice and send all his men home? She’s a guest in Sanyaro’s hall, not its mistress.”

      “No, but you are. They can’t touch you in your own home,” Daenor replied.

      “I refuse,” Galadir replied. “Even if Nuriel is safe, the rest of us are not. I have no desire to be captured and held in The Pit.”

      “You don’t get a vote.” Rie yanked the energy from his body. With a grunt, Galadir slumped in his seat, eyes closed. Galadir could rot in whatever cell they threw him in. Rie needed him alive until Garamaen awakened and could complete the truthseeking. If not for that, she would drain his energy until his heart stopped beating.

      Unfortunately, she couldn’t pass the arrogant swine over to the high elves for punishment without also giving them Daenor. That would never happen.

      “You know the area the best,” Daenor continued. “How do we get in and through unseen?”

      Rie pursed her lips, thinking. Garamaen had carefully chosen the location for his hall and the portal. From the hilltop vantage of the estate, he could see the entire beach and every creature that walked the sand. Meanwhile, the portal was set into a sandstone arch that extended from the nearby cliff, an area that could only be reached from the beach. It was perfect for his own security, but when the enemy held position in his hall, it became Rie’s liability.

      “They’ll have watchers at the estate and on or near the cliff. The guards won’t be stationed at the portal, though. At least not at night. It would be too suspicious to the humans, who chase the homeless men off the beach once the sun goes down. Our best option will be to climb or fly down the cliff-face during the new moon. Even then, we’ll have to be fast at the portal to make it through without being seen.”

      Daenor’s brow furrowed.

      “There may be another way,” Morcana chimed in. She hesitated, a grimace twitching across her face. She breathed shallowly, her face drawn. Already, the lack of water and the use of her magic had weakened her.

      “What is it?” Rie asked.

      “I shouldn’t be telling you this. It’s been a secret for generations.”

      “If it could save our lives, you have to tell us.”

      Morcana shook her head. “I can’t. I would betray too much.”

      “You’d die to preserve this secret?” Daenor demanded. “And you’d let all of the rest of us die with you? That’s nine lives at stake.”

      Rie grimaced. “Eight. We might just choose to leave Galadir behind.” She tugged a bit more energy from his system, making sure he remained unconscious.

      Morcana pursed chapped lips, the corner of her eye twitched. “If I tell you, you have to swear not to spread the information or use it to in any way harm the water fae.”

      “I swear,” Rie pronounced. The rest of the group, save the insensible Galadir, followed suit.

      “Fine. There’s a small, secret portal that is supposed to connect to the Human Realm. It was our escape plan, if things in the Summer Realm ever deteriorated to the point that we needed a quick route away from the fire sidhe.”

      Hope bloomed in Rie’s chest. “And the portal opens both ways?”

      “Yes. Maybe.” Morcana paused, her brow furrowed. “I don’t know. But our stories tell of a lost colony of water fae living in the Human Realm.”

      “Then there’s at least a means of communication. Maybe even a direct path to the Shadow Realm. We’ll have to try.” The water fae might be their only hope of escaping this realm. “Where is it?”

      “I don’t know the names of the regions here, but they control a series of small islands that I’m fairly certain are located off the east coast of this continent. I’d need to look at a map.”

      Rie pointed at the glove box. “Look in there.”

      Daenor riffled through the papers and bound books, finally pulling free a wrinkled map that showed all of the major highways across the country. He unfolded it to display the eastern seaboard, then passed it back to Morcana.

      Drawing her finger along the coast, Morcana tapped the blue ink of ocean in the bottom right corner of the paper. “There,” she said. “I recognize that peninsula from our own drawings. The islands are southeast of the southern tip.”

      “So where are we now?”

      Rie glanced at the map. “Open it up a bit more.”

      Daenor stretched out two of the folded panels.

      “More.”

      Daenor widened the map until it almost covered the entire dashboard.

      Rie pointed left of center. “We’re coming down out of the mountains, here, I think.”

      Daenor cocked his head to the side, examining the map. “That doesn’t look too far. Maybe a day’s travel.”

      “Check the map’s scale. I think it’s farther than that.”

      Using his thumb as a measuring stick, Daenor traced out a path on the map. “Over two thousand miles. How fast can this thing move?”

      “Not very. Especially not in its current condition.”

      “Can we swap vehicles? Find something faster and a bit less conspicuous?”

      Rie lifted an eyebrow. “And what would we do with Turant? He can’t fly in daylight without setting off a panic.”

      “Morcana won’t make it,” Daenor argued.

      “I’ll be fine,” Morcana replied. “I’ve gone days without the ocean before.”

      “How many?” Rie asked.

      Morcana shrugged. “Enough. I’ll make it.”

      “Sorry to interrupt,” Niinka chimed from the dash, where she basked in the sun, “but someone please tell me that’s not another bird following us.”

      Rie leaned over the wheel to look up at the sky. Sure enough, a bird flew high overhead. She narrowed her eyes. At this distance, it was too hard to tell what kind of bird it was. She couldn’t tell if it was following them, either. She checked the magical plane. The bird had a wide green aura, strong enough that it was likely sentient. Which meant fae. But it didn’t appear to be tied to Othin. Of course, that could easily be a ruse, Othin simply cutting the line to his spy to avoid detection.

      “Possible,” Rie announced.

      “We’ll find out,” Niinka declared. “And if it’s a spy, out on its own, we’ll have some lunch.” A predator’s smile stretched from pointed ear to pointed ear.
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      Gaze trained on the sky, Rie watched for any sign of struggle. No feathers floated through the air. No squawks or screams could be heard over the roar of the semi truck’s engine. Nothing.

      The pixies moved fast. Faster than the human eye could follow. The delay felt ominous. Yet as Rie watched, the dark spot in the sky continued to circle overhead, becoming larger as the bird slowly, calmly descended toward them.

      Rie pulled the truck over to the side of the road. With the pixies still gone, the bird had to be either friend or foe. If the former, they should stop and wait to greet the creature, not force it to keep up with the ground speed of the great machine. If the latter, they would stop to prepare a greeting of another sort.

      Setting the emergency lights flashing, Rie stepped out of the cab. Her hands rested on the khukuri blades. They didn’t sing for her; a good sign that all was well.

      Deanor and Morcana stepped up behind her, all three watching the creature’s approach.

      “You’re sure it’s a fae bird?” Morcana asked, voice speculative.

      “If it weren’t, the pixies would be back already and we wouldn’t have had to stop,” Rie replied.

      The bird dropped into a dive. Rie’s hands clenched on the knives. But the bird pulled up, then darted to the left. Dropped again.

      “What is going on up there?” Daenor wondered aloud. Rie didn’t have an answer. All five pixies had flown out to investigate. Until at least one of them returned, they couldn’t know.

      A flash of red caught Rie’s attention. The bird trailed a single long red feather. “It’s Veritas,” Rie exclaimed, suddenly sure of the bird’s identity.

      Daenor’s brow furrowed.

      Rie answered the unasked question. “Veritas is Queen Ēostre’s companion animal.”

      “From the Autumn Realm?”

      She nodded. Ēostre was also Rie’s great-great-many-times-great-aunt. Rie had met the pair for the first time the day before the tribunal. Veritas had apparently taken a liking to Rie, had enjoyed her petting while the two women talked. He was a magical creature, able to communicate with Ēostre via some kind of telepathy. Sadly, Rie didn’t share that ability.

      “What’s he doing here?”

      “He must be looking for me.”

      Morcana snorted. “Who isn’t?”

      Rie extended an arm as Veritas approached. The pixies escorted him down, though escorted might be too kind a term. They harassed him, each trying to pull on his red tail feather, all likely hoping to take it home as a treasured prize. The otherwise green and gray bird snapped its beak, warding off the mischievous pixie’s attacks while its claws gently gripped the shadow rose-embossed leather bracer on Rie’s forearm.

      “Leave him alone,” Rie ordered. “The rule still stands, Queen Ēostre’s birds are all off limits.”

      Hiinto wrinkled his nose. “We’re not trying to eat him.”

      “Doesn’t matter. No de-feathering.”

      Niinka hovered in front of Rie’s face, arms crossed. “We deserve some kind of payment. We escorted him to you, made sure he didn’t get sucked into one of those flying machine engines. A single feather doesn’t seem too much to ask.”

      “There isn’t a single airplane in the sky, certainly none that could harm Veritas. I’m sure he could have reached us safely on his own. However, for your reconnaissance service, I will give you each a single tribute of your choice, of a weight and size you can carry on your person, to be redeemed at the time of your choosing, so long as it’s something within my power to give.” It was critical to negotiate clear terms with the treasure-hunters. They’d take advantage of any opportunity to swindle.

      “Deal.”

      Rie turned her attention to the bird on her forearm. “Why are you here, Veritas? Why aren’t you with Ēostre?”

      The bird bobbed its head and trilled a response. He lifted his crest, fanning out the iridescent green feathers in an agitated display. Unfortunately, Rie had no idea what that meant. She couldn’t understand the bird’s language the way its mistress could.

      At Rie’s lack of response, Veritas shuffled to the side a bit, then held out his left leg. A note had been carefully tied there with green ribbon, the color a near match for Veritas’ plumage.

      Gently, Rie pulled off the bit of vellum. The paper had been folded, and then folded again, then rolled into a tight tube to fit on Veritas’ leg. All stretched out, the scrap was barely bigger than Rie’s palm. Yet it was covered with words, written in a script so tiny, Rie could hardly see where one ended and the next began. She couldn’t read a word of it.

      “I need a magnifier of some sort.” Rie glanced around at the greater and lesser fae crowded around her. Morcana and Daenor shrugged, unable to help.

      “I can read it,” Tiik offered. “Just spread it out on the truck, if you would, please.”

      The other pixies chittered their laughter, but Tiik straightened his shoulders and zipped off to the truck.

      Tiik was the scholar of the group, the one who treasured knowledge above all else. Where the others chose tributes of shiny objects and small trinkets, Tiik usually asked to read one of the books out of Curuthannor’s library. He also collected items with historical interest, not just material value. The others didn’t understand his zest for learning. Even Rie didn’t take to books and study the way he did. But his knowledge had proven useful more than once.

      Pinning down both sides of the vellum on the hood of the truck with her thumbs, Rie watched Tiik pace the length of the sheet and mumble to himself. He rubbed his chin, cocked his head to the side. Pursed his lips. Huffed.

      “What does it say?” Morcana asked, impatient.

      Tiik cleared his throat. “King Othin and King Thanûr have joined forces and are preparing for war. Faerleithril is proven guilty, and Daenor’s escape is seen as a sign of the Shadow Realm’s duplicity. With Sanyaro in a healing sleep that could last weeks, none are able to intervene. Upper and Summer are gathering forces, Shadow mounts a defense. Autumn, Dwarven, and Daemon will remain neutral. All continue to search for Apprentice Sanyare. Do not return home.”

      Before Tiik was done speaking, Daenor began to pace. He pulled both hands through his short strawberry-blond hair.

      “We have to go back. I need to get to the Shadow Realm and my men. They have no leader.”

      Rie empathized, but if the portals were being watched, there was no way to get back without being captured. That wouldn’t do anyone any good.

      “King Aradae is there,” she said. “And Faernodir. They aren’t unprepared.”

      “Those are my men. My command. Faernodir barely knows his way around a sword. He has no experience, no strategy. And he’s never trained with the human weapons as I have.”

      “We can’t use the tribunal gate or Sanyaro’s gate. I guarantee they’re both being carefully watched. Especially now,” Rie replied.

      Morcana nodded. “Without you as a prisoner, they have no leverage over King Aradae, but without you as commander, they know the Shadow Realm army is weak.”

      “Which is why we need to go back,” Daenor reiterated.

      Rie ran a hand through her hair, tugging gently on the ends in frustration. “Which is why they won’t risk letting you go. We stick with the plan. With the water fae’s help, maybe we can find a way to stop this war. Better yet, their portal might take us to your father.”

      “I don’t like it,” Daenor shook his head. “I am the commander of the Shadow Guard. I should be there with my warriors, not running and hiding in enemy territory.”

      “We’re not running and hiding,” Rie replied. “We’re finding an alternative solution. One that won’t cost a single life.” At least, not one that mattered as deeply as his.

      “Fine. We go to the water fae for help. but only for as long as it takes to find a way to defend the Shadow Realm. If the realms march to war, I want to be on the side of my family.”
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      “I still can’t believe they’ve poured cement over everything,” Daenor commented, hand on chin, leaning against the window. He’d been gazing out the cracked glass, watching the scenery change from evergreen wilderness interspersed with the occasional small town, to a steady succession of buildings with a few open spaces, to the expanding view of the city with buildings at least fifty stories tall. “How do they live and work on top of each other like that?”

      Galadir leaned forward between the cab’s front seats. “They have no respect for the land.”

      He’d woken a few hours after the encounter with Veritas. Rie had threatened to gag him, but Daenor had convinced her to leave him be, at least for now, since he’d helped them escape the tribunal. She reluctantly agreed, but warned the high elf that any attempts to manipulate anyone would end with him in a virtual coma. He’d been on his best behavior. So far.

      “What would you know of respect?” Morcana demanded. “You have no respect for anyone or anything.”

      Rie couldn’t disagree. Unfortunately, Galadir could.

      His eyes narrowed. “My land would never be treated in such a manner.”

      “Actually,” Rie interrupted before the argument erupted into a physical confrontation, “this region is known for being forward thinking in its land management and outdoor lifestyle. They fight to protect the herds and the open space, as much as their population growth will allow.”

      “I’d hate to see the cities that don’t,” Daenor grumbled. “Such a waste.”

      “There are more than seven billion humans living in this realm. What would you do?”

      The cab descended into shocked silence. No single faerie realm population had ever grown beyond millions of greater fae, at least, not since the portals had opened. And with instantaneous travel and slow population growth, there had been little need for buildings more than a few stories tall.

      The freeway wound through the outskirts of the city, but even still, Rie flinched every time they passed a tall building or drove under an overpass. Cars and trucks sped by, but Rie kept her speed slow and steady, unwilling to risk changing lanes or do anything more than continue in a straight line. She kept both hands on the wheel, her eyes focused down the road. It wasn’t long before they left the tall buildings behind and entered the flat lands of the grassy plains.

      Rie tore her gaze away from the relief of empty land and eyed the fuel indicator. The red line was dangerously close to the bottom of the dial.

      “We need gas.” She’d been dreading this moment, putting off the decision to stop for as long as possible. They’d been getting enough strange looks from passing drivers that she knew they wouldn’t go unnoticed. And not only was the truck an eyesore, they didn’t have any human money. They were going to have to pay with gold chits.

      “Great. I need to stretch,” Daenor replied.

      Rie nodded. It was inevitable. “Do your best to look human.” Not that it would matter much. They just had to keep moving.

      “How are we supposed to achieve that?” Galadir smirked. “We have no glamour to hide behind.”

      Rie sighed. “Try. At least, don’t use any magic and try not to scare anyone.”

      Rie followed the signs to the next gas station, finding a spot between two other big trucks where they could park without having to back up.

      “Do you know how to fuel this beast?” Daenor asked, hopping out of the cab with Rie.

      Rie shook her head with a grimace. The car she’d learned to drive with at Garamaen’s hall had been a small two-door vehicle. She imagined the system would be approximately the same, but Garamaen had been the one to refuel the vehicle.

      She stared at the black machine with the green handle. A screen at eye level read ‘INSERT CARD’. Rie didn’t have a card to insert.

      “I’ll go inside, see if I can find someone to help. You stay here and keep an eye on everything. Make sure no one gets too close, or tries anything.”

      Rie strode through the mechanical doors of the station, trying to appear confident, or at least like she’d been in one of these places before. There were a few people eating thin, greasy hamburgers at the small restaurant to the left. They turned to stare as she entered, but then swallowed and returned to their so-called food. To the right was a section filled with racks of pre-packaged foods and candy, plus a wall of refrigerated drinks at the back. Gathering some supplies, including an entire case of water, Rie approached the counter and the pimple encrusted attendant.

      “That it?” the boy squeaked, his eyes wide as his gaze stuck to Rie’s chest. She wasn’t particularly well-endowed by human standards, but apparently the leather vest was enough to excite this one.

      “No, I need some help with the fuel machine,” Rie replied, turning her tone sultry. Or what she imagined sultry sounded like. She didn’t really have much experience flirting.

      The boy didn’t seem to notice. “‘Course,” he stammered. “What’s the problem?”

      “I don’t have a card. I need to pay with something else.”

      “Uh, like what?”

      “Gold.” Rie plunked down three gold chits.

      “Um…” the kid hesitated.

      “Not enough? I can give you two more if you’ll help me carry my supplies out to the truck. That should more than cover the cost, and your time.”

      “I don’t think my manager will approve. I mean, no one’s ever tried to pay with gold before. Cash or credit, that’s it.”

      “Gold is like cash, except this way you get a nice big tip.” Rie slid the coins forward. “All you have to do is refill our fuel, take the gold to a bank or jeweler, and sell it to repay the station. Any excess is yours to keep.”

      “I don’t know.” The boy still hesitated.

      Heavy boots approached from behind. Rie dropped a hand to her belt, then remembered she’d left her blades in the truck. Better to blend in, or so she’d thought. She hoped she didn’t come to regret the decision.

      “Hells, boy, if you won’t take her up on it, I will.”

      The man stood next to Rie at the counter, his girth hanging over the edge of belted blue jeans, a sweat-stained t-shirt not quite covering a hairy belly. He grinned, the smile just a little too eager.

      “How much gold you got there?”

      “Five chits,” Rie replied, easing back to give herself a little more room to maneuver.

      The man laughed. Pulled the cap off his head and ran a hand through greasy hair. “Chits? What the hell’s a chit? What’s the weight?”

      Rie shrugged. Held out a chit for the man’s examination. He placed it on his thumb and flipped it, then shoved it into his pocket.

      The man nodded at the kid. “All right then, put her stuff on my bill. I’ll pay.”

      “You sure, sir?” the boy squeaked. He leaned forward to whisper, though Rie could hear every word. “You don’t even know if it’s real gold.”

      “I got a pretty good eye for these things. I got family in the pawn business.”

      “If you’re sure.”

      The man grinned down at Rie, the smile turning wolfish. “I am. Now help us carry out the snacks, wouldja?”

      The boy shrugged. “You say so.”

      Rie kept some distance between herself and the other truck driver, wary of his motivation, but thankful for the help.

      “There a comicon in town or somethin’?” The man laughed as they approached the truck and he got a good look at Daenor, who stood with his back to the truck and his gaze trained on the fuel machines. His arms were crossed over his chest, his legs crossed at the ankles in what should have been a relaxed pose. Instead, he stood out as anything but human, his dark skin, pointed ears, and white blonde hair with red highlights setting him apart from the natives.

      Rie forced a chuckle, but didn’t answer. What was she supposed to say?

      Daenor watched them approach, his gaze intent on the big man walking next to her. When the kid hesitated, Daenor took the water and supplies from him. As soon as his hands were free, the kid ran back to the station, as if afraid he might be bitten. Rie watched him go.

      Meanwhile, their new friend scrutinized the banged up truck. “So, you got a name?” he asked, lifting the green handle from the machine.

      “Rie.”

      “Good to know you. Feel like opening up the tank?”

      Rie glanced at the truck, not even sure where to insert the handle. At her hesitation, the man laughed again, the sound grating on Rie’s rapidly fraying nerves.

      “Right there, sweetheart.” The man pointed at a square hatch. Rie lifted it up to find a round cap, which she turned to open the tank.

      “She’s not your sweetheart,” Daenor growled, passing the supplies up into the truck and coming to stand at Rie’s shoulder. Rie waved him off, urging him to ease down. The last thing they needed was an incident over something as minor as a patronizing endearment.

      “No offense meant,” the man replied with an easy smile. He stuck the spout into the tank and pulled the handle. The sound of splashing liquid eased some of Rie’s tension.

      The man didn’t leave. Instead, he once again lifted his hat off his head and ran a greasy hand through greasy hair.

      A door slammed shut on the other side of the truck next to them.

      “What’s in the trailer?” the big man asked, drawing Rie’s attention.

      “Our horse,” Rie replied, moving forward to take control of the spout. The man only stepped closer to the trailer.

      Turant snorted and stomped a hoof, whether to corroborate the statement or to warn away the humans, Rie wasn’t sure.

      “Horses don’t belong in a livestock hauler. Especially not alone.”

      “He’s a big horse.” Daenor stepped in front of him before he could get a good view inside. “I think it’s best you stay back. He likes his space.”

      From here, Turant just looked like a vaguely horse-shaped black shadow. But any closer and the man would see the spines and reptilian face of the dragon half.

      The man wasn’t entirely deterred by Daenor. He peered over his shoulder, aiming for a better view. “I grew up with horses,” he said. “Never saw one that big, though.”

      “He’s a rare breed.”

      When he tried to take another step forward, Daenor pushed him back with a hand to the shoulder. “I said, stay back.”

      The heavyset man lifted his hands in mock surrender, that same easy smile softening his face. “Gotta make sure the animal’s being properly tended, you know. Makes all truckers look bad if the livestock gets hurt.” He put his back to the truck, shifting so he could see both Rie and Daenor.

      Rie thought he might be smarter than he looked.

      “He’s fine. The truck was damaged before he got in,” Rie replied. This conversation was getting them nowhere, and they didn’t have the time to waste. “We couldn’t afford a new one.”

      The man grunted, noncommittally. “So where y’all headed, then?”

      Rie held out the remaining agreed upon four gold pieces, hoping to end the questions. “I appreciate the help. Here’s your payment.”

      “Honey, that ain’t gonna cover it.” The man pulled a small pistol from behind his back, pointing it at Daenor. He held the gun near his waist, his body positioned so that no one in the station would see.

      Daenor’s gaze darkened, the amber of his eyes flashing out from between slitted lids. Rie could almost feel the heat emanating from his skin. The fat man didn’t seem to notice. If anything, his grin stretched wider.

      Rie felt cold metal press against her neck. She froze. She’d turned her back on the other truck, hadn’t heard the footsteps approaching. Stupid.

      “Seems to me, a couple people driving around in a damaged truck, hauling a horse in a cattle trailer, and trying to pay with gold coin instead of a card like the rest of us, have somethin’ to hide. Seems to me, anyone paying gold for diesel and food is gonna have more stashed away somewhere. And it seems to me, that our silence is worth everything you’ve got.”

      “That’s it. That’s all we have.” Rie held her arms out from her sides and tried to keep everyone calm.

      “Why don’t I believe that?” The voice was younger, the man behind her stronger.

      “Don’t go playin’ us for fools. You got more coin in there, I’m sure of it,” the fat man said. “So be a good girl and go on up in there and get it before I have to put a hole in your boyfriend, here.”

      “Put the weapons away.” Galadir’s voice snaked out of the truck cab, his power wrapping the words in compulsion. The man behind Rie relaxed, the knife dropping away from her skin. She could breathe, if only a little.






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
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
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
SANYARE

THE REBEL APPRENTICE
BOOK 3

W





OEBPS/images/image-2017-312-print-title-page-5x8.jpg
SANYARE

THE REBEL APPRENTICE
—— BOOK 3,

MEGAN HASKELL

RRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR





OEBPS/images/image-2017-312-megan-haskell-b03.jpg
MEGAN HASKELL

3}‘ ; s
| . 4

THE REBEESAPPRENTICE

BOOK 3

W







