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SPECIAL OFFER – FREE URBAN FANTASY

[image: ]A drought-ridden Arizona town hires a very special kind of rainmaker: A siren.

But when it comes time to pay for her services, Mayor Archer Bertrand has a change of heart. After all, the old races are legally non-people and can’t sign contracts.

That was just his first mistake.

This short story is set in the old races-inhabited world of Magorian & Jones, written by Taylen Carver. It is not commercially released, but provided free to readers and fans of the series.

 

Check the details once you have enjoyed Sylvalight!


 

ABOUT SYLVALIGHT


She escaped the chains of the old world… only to discover that freedom comes with a price.

 

After years enslaved by street gangs in the crumbling ruins of Tangier, Perrin escapes with nothing but a clipped wing and a burning desire for freedom. When she's rescued and brought to La Mancha—a forest refuge where the Old Races thrive—she believes she's finally found peace.

But life in paradise has rules, and Perrin bristles under every one. The people she wants to trust most may never see her as one of their own. Especially not Michael David, a firebird and the scion of a founding family who seems to have moved on from their fragile connection.

Perrin can't stop feeling like an outsider under the watchful boughs of a forest that seems to disapprove of her very presence. As the fiftieth anniversary of the gods’ departure looms, Perrin must decide whether to run once more… or risk planting roots in a world that doesn’t yet know what to make of her.

Sylvalight is the luminous second tale in The Scorched Lands Saga—a dystopian fantasy of ancient magic, fractured identities, and one woman’s fight to belong in a world being remade.

The Scorched Lands Saga is a spin-off series from Taylen’s Magorian & Jones series:

1.0 Ash and Angel
2.0 Sylvalight
… with more to come!

Also (only from Stories Rule Press):
Taylen Carver’s Super-Bundle

Contemporary fantasy, dystopian, fantasy.


 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Taylen Carver writes fantasy shaped by deep history, high stakes, and the quiet power of found family. Her stories aren't bound by tropes—they’re rooted in myth, political undercurrents, and the kind of lived-in worldbuilding that makes the magic feel real. Whether it’s contemporary fantasy, dystopian saga, or something harder to name, Taylen’s work always delivers one thing: hope in the face of ruin.

A finalist for the Aurealis Award for best fantasy novella in 2023, Taylen is one of the pen names of award-winning author Tracy Cooper-Posey. With over 200 titles to her name, Tracy writes across romance, science fiction, and fantasy, always drawn to the echoes of long-forgotten truths.

She writes from Edmonton, Canada, fueled by Irish Breakfast tea, chocolate, and the kind of fiction that stays in your bones for years.
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1: ANGEL FROM THE ASH

Perrin had spent all her life imagining what many great trees and a whole forest would look like. She had got it wrong.

She stared at the trees edging the open space she was standing in, barely noticing the movement of people around her, or the burble of conversation.

In all her imaginings, she had never thought that trees could be so big. They were taller than any building she had ever seen. Although, most of the buildings in Tangier were falling down, and not as tall as they might once have been, but still…

She studied the tree that Michael David had called an oak, running her gaze over the massive trunk and the thick shield of leaves that hid everything. In the yellow light playing in the open space, the leaves looked greenish brown.

All the other trees were similar. Big trunks holding out lots of branches, and leaves shielding most of the tree beneath, all the way up to the top, which she couldn’t see from here.

Michael David bumped her shoulder, jerking Perrin’s attention back to the people surrounding them. The bump was clearly accidental. He was standing close to her after telling her she was home, and he was busy talking to everyone around them.

Her heart pattered faster. So many people!

Few of them were human—and of those humans, none of them were dirty or smelly, or had long, matted hair, the way she was used to most human being.

She didn’t know what the non-humans were. Some of them looked almost human, except for small differences. The others were clearly not human at all. They had wings—and not white ones like her own—or tusks and black skin, or long ears…

Perrin swallowed.

She had always known there were other non-humans in the world beside herself, but until Michael David had dropped onto her roof prison, she had never met one.

Now she was surrounded by them. The Old Races, Michael David had called them.

She realized she was trying to stand even closer to Michael David. She couldn’t help it. He was the only person she knew, although she didn’t know him all that well. Yet he had promised to take her away from Tangier, to bring her to the La Mancha Forest…and he had.

He and a group of angels had carried her in a long open bag all the way from Morocco to the middle of Spain, where the La Mancha forest was located. Those angels were among the people standing around them.

On the nearly two-day journey from Tangier to here, she had learned the names of three of them.

Adan, Hestia, and Lianne. All three were angels, although they were unlike each other as humans could be unlike other humans.

Adan was older, with thin cheeks and a square jaw. He was slender all over, as though the great shock of white hair springing from his head had taken all the strength from his body. Yet he was strong. He had helped carry Perrin here. He was talking to a woman who seemed to glow…

She was one of those who Perrin thought might not be human. With the glowing woman were four children, ranging from chest height to waist height, and only the smallest one was human.

Hestia, the second angel, was the youngest. She had been quiet and pleasant during the flight. Now she had a hand thrust in her jeans pocket and was laughing with a group of people around her age, her chin-length locks bouncing as she spoke. She’d pulled off the heavy, short coat she had been wearing, and it hung from a crooked finger over her shoulder. She wore a white top underneath, which wasn’t quite long enough to tuck into her jeans.

Lianne, the third angel, was near Perrin’s age. She was taller than most everyone, and slender. She was the only one wearing clothing that Perrin thought was sensible for the cold one found high up in the sky. It was a dark-colored, thick, all-in-one outfit that zipped up to her chin and covered her from ankle to wrist. She had unzipped the top of it now, proving the suit was warm, for the air here was no cooler than Tangier.

Lianne had cut her hair quite short, so it stopped above her ears. It was still thick and white and tried to lift up from her head like clouds. She was chatting, her face serious. While she chatted, she rolled up the heavy green bag that had carried Perrin here.

Farther away, other people were winding up the ropes that had attached the bag to the waists of the angels.

A larger group of people pressed in around Michael David, which meant they were pushing in closer to Perrin.

Perrin reached out and gripped a fold of Michael David’s coat.

That seemed to remind him that she was there, for he looked down at her with a quick smile, his black eyes dancing, then said to everyone around them, “This is Perrin. She’s come to live in La Mancha.”

Everyone looked at her.

Perrin drew in a breath and held still. Looking never hurt anyone, after all.

A woman cleared her throat. She appeared to be older than everyone else studying Perrin. Pale dots sat over her brows, and her skin was flecked with different colors, most of them shades of brown. Her hair was piled on the top of her head.

“Hello, Perrin. Welcome to La Mancha.”

She spoke English, as everyone else had been, except that their English was peppered with Spanish words and other words, and sometimes whole sentences in Spanish.

Perrin wondered what she should say to the woman. She wanted to make a good impression. She didn’t want to upset anyone, or worse, make them angry enough to send her away. Only she was taking too long to speak, and something squeezed her chest and made it even more difficult to think.

The woman glanced at Michael David. “Does she speak English?” She looked back at Perrin. “Eres bienvenido aquí, Perrin. Y yo soy Emiliya.”

Say something! Perrin railed at herself.

“Thank you.” Her voice was strangled, a whisper.

Michael David’s hand rested on her shoulder, warm and reassuring. “Perrin knows English and Spanish.”

Emiliya smiled at Perrin. “Well, that will help you get along here, at least.” Her gaze ran over Perrin from her slippers to her hair. “I suspect that life here is much different from where you came from.”

“It is,” Michael David said firmly. “We don’t have to get into that right now.” His voice had an odd note.

Emiliya raised her brow. “So? Then we must find her somewhere to sleep, and see that she is fed and warm for now.” She frowned, thinking. “Mariyka, Julia and Kiyana have a spare in their cottage.”

“I’d like her to speak to Anesta first,” Michael David said.

“So.” Emiliya nodded. “Will you see to it?” Her gaze shifted to Perrin and back. “There’s no need to tear her away from the one person she knows right now.”

Perrin felt a huge swelling of relief and gratitude toward Emiliya. No one had ever considered how Perrin felt about something before.

Emiliya smiled at Perrin once more. “Michael David will see that you’re comfortable and settled. Then, tomorrow, we’ll figure out what you can do to help La Mancha breathe.”

Perrin blinked. What? She didn’t understand. Help the forest breathe? How was she supposed to do that? She looked up at Michael David, hoping he would help her understand.

“It’s an expression,” Michael David said. “It’s a way of saying everyone works to help the forest keep running properly, which helps the forest help them live even more comfortably.” His shoulders gave a tiny lift and fall. A shrug.

“I see,” Perrin said. “Is that like I could make the air better for the white gang, so they would give me food?”

“Oh…!” Emiliya sounded shocked, while Michael David’s face seemed to grow darker and close over.

“It’s not even close to that.” Michael David’s voice was harsh.

She’d said the wrong thing. Perrin lowered her gaze.

“No, dammit. Don’t look like that.” Michael David gripped her arm, his fingers squeezing. The red edges of his wings lifted. She knew that meant he was feeling a strong emotion, because hers did the same when she was angry. “You didn’t do anything wrong,” he added.

Perrin nodded.

“I mean it,” Michael David insisted.

“Give her time,” Emiliya said, her voice kind. “Clearly, she has even more to adjust to than I thought. Take her to Anesta, Mickey. Then please see she’s put at ease after that.”

Michael David tugged slightly on Perrin’s arm. “Do you want to come with me, Perrin?”

She looked up, startled. “Where else would I go?”

Michael David didn’t laugh at her. “Anywhere you want to go.”

Perrin looked up over the top of everyone’s head, at the enormous trees surrounding them. The yellow sky overhead. Some of the people were already leaving, moving through the trees in small groups, still talking.

Anywhere.

Only, anywhere else would not be here. Among trees, among people who were like her. She had wanted to come here from the moment Michael David had told her where he was from. She had dreamed about trees and the forests all her life.

“I want to go here,” she said. Always, she added only in her mind, because she didn’t think it was a good idea to claim a forever-place when she had just arrived. Only, that was how she felt, so she said it to herself. She wanted to live here forever, where it was so different from how she had lived in Tangier. She wanted to live among trees. Always.

Michael David looked pleased. “Come with me, then. Let’s sort you out.”


 

2: A REAL LIVE DOCTOR

Two trees on either side of a road formed an arch with their branches. Perrin wondered if it was just how the trees grew, or if the arch had been made in some way. The road that started under the arch was just earth, not the faded black stuff that roads in Tangier were made of, that sometimes got sticky and hot in the middle of summer. This road felt cool underfoot. It was made of sand and pebbles. The pebbles weren’t digging into her feet through her slippers the way the pebbles in Tangier did.

She and Michael David walked under the arch, and she twisted her chin up to study it. “The trees look like they’re saying hello, holding their branches that way.”

Michael David glanced at her. “They are,” he said. “Trees have ways of letting us know what they’re thinking. How did you know that?”

Perrin shrugged. “It just feels like that’s what they’re doing.” She picked up the long hem of her dress and hurried to catch up with him. They weren’t the only people walking along the road. There were more people ahead, and after a while, Perrin could hear people walking behind them, too. When she glanced over her shoulder, she saw a long tunnel with the brighter yellow light of the open space at the end, with trees all along the edge of the road.

Sometimes people walked out from among the trees and stepped onto the road to walk ahead of them. When she looked at the place where they had emerged from, she spotted fainter, smooth paths. And farther in, she saw buildings.

The buildings were nothing like any building in Tangier, even though they had roofs and walls. Well, some of the buildings had roofs and walls. Some buildings seemed to be just walls. And other buildings seemed to be just roofs.

Michael David didn’t stop to let her study the buildings and they passed too quickly for her to see much more than that. The farther they walked, the more buildings she spotted. They were growing closer together, and she could see buildings behind those buildings, too.

Was La Mancha like Tangier? With buildings everywhere, only with trees everywhere, too? If they walked on and on, would the buildings end up right next to each other and some of them share the same walls?

She wasn’t sure she liked the idea of La Mancha being in any way like Tangier.

The road they were on grew wider and firmer. Ahead, murmurs sounded. Words she didn’t understand. It drowned out the wind whispering at top of the trees, which Perrin thought was a pity. She liked that noise.

The buildings were growing more frequent and closer together. The road bent a little and ahead was another open space.

Michael David pointed toward the end of the road they were on. “This plaza is Plaza de los Caídos.”

“Place of the fallen?” Perrin repeated in English. “Who fell?”

“A battle was fought here, fifty years ago. Just before the gods left.”

“Gods were here?”

“The gods were everywhere. No one has told you about them?” His expression was polite. His voice held a note of surprise.

Perrin bit her lip. She didn’t want to say she didn’t know about gods. She wasn’t even sure what gods were. Her cheeks heated. How could she find out everything that everyone else already knew? She didn’t like not knowing. She didn’t like the tone of Michael David’s voice, even though his face had not changed. He wasn’t laughing at her, at least.

“Well, you’ll learn about them soon enough,” Michael David assured her. “Before this was a plaza, it was a clearing, and the creek ran under a little footbridge. The gods sent their army here to fight the Old Races who lived in La Mancha, because La Mancha was, back then, the center of power among the Old Races.”

“It isn’t the center of power anymore?” She wasn’t sure what center of power meant, either, although the idea that La Mancha lacked something ruffled the pleasure that had been building in her, the more she saw of this place.

“No.” He didn’t seem upset about it, though.

“What is the center of power, then?”

Michael David grimaced. “That’s open to argument. Pueblo is at the cutting edge of improvements and innovations, but they tend to ignore common sense rules so they can innovate. Then there’s Carmarthen Maridunum, which is just…well, huge. It crosses a channel…umm, a wide inlet of ocean…over bridges that cross the sea, and keeps going into New Dumnonia. Then there’s Coral Bay, where they’re healing people in amazing ways, so you could say that they’ve got power of their own…it’s hard to say if any of them are the power holders.”

Perrin only understood some of what he was saying. She did understand that there were more places in the world than she had realized. “They’re not Viejoland? They’re all…forests? Like La Mancha? I’ve only ever heard about Sahara-Shajara before.”

“They’re not Viejoland, and they’re different from La Mancha and from each other. I always know exactly where I am when I’m in them.”

“You’ve been in all of them?” Her breath caught. “You’ve been everywhere.”

He laughed. “I haven’t been to Coral Bay. That’s on the other side of the world. You have to have a good reason to want to go there. It takes weeks of flying.”

“You fly to all these places…” She sighed.

He touched her shoulder. “One day, you could, too. That’s why I want you to speak to Anesta. Her place is just off the plaza. Here we are.”

The road joined with another that ran across it. The new road was made of large flat rocks fitted together to make a smooth, flat surface. They stepped onto the hard surface and Michael David turned to the left.

Perrin didn’t turn. She moved straight forward and stopped on the brink of…

“Water,” she breathed. “So much of it!”

“It’s the original creek,” Michael David said. “The avancs who have owned it keep widening and deepening it a bit at a time. Now it’s a river, but everyone keeps calling it a creek.”

“River…” she breathed. “I’ve heard of them.” She stared at the water, fascinated. The flat road made of rocks ran right up against the water, which lapped against more stone just beneath the level of the road. The water ran in one direction, which meant that there had to be a lot of water, to keep running forever the way it did. The water was so clear, she could see right down to the bottom, where rocks and green plants were growing. “It doesn’t look deep. It looks like I could touch the bottom with my hand.”

“That’s because Nestor keeps the water clear of impurities. It’s perfectly drinkable. That makes it deceptive. You could try reaching for the bottom, then you’d fall in and be over your head.”

Perrin tried to imagine that. “That’s…swimming, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Or drowning, if you don’t know how to swim.”

She knew “drowning.” “I won’t reach in,” she said. It would be prudent to step back from the edge. Yet the lovely water rippling along almost silently kept her where she was.

“If you like that, then look,” Michael David said. He turned her shoulders, making her tear her gaze away from the water, and look around as he had directed. She wanted to be annoyed, only the thought evaporated as she took in the sight before her.

“Ooooh….!” She breathed it out on a sigh.

Plaza de los Caídos was most certainly A Place. The most magical place she had seen, so far. Her guess that the buildings would grow closer together had been accurate, but only to a degree. There were many buildings along both sides of the creek, most of them close together, yet not close enough that a person couldn’t walk between them. The flat stone road ran on either side of the creek, and in places it was at least ten strides wide.

Between the buildings, trees grew. They were not the big oaks, but smaller trees, some of them hanging long slender trails of leaves, others reaching up, with leaves overhead. “The trees aren’t tall, here,” she said.

“They say there used to be bigger trees here,” Michael David said. “The trees created a roof here, like they do in the first plaza. Most of them died after the battle and the sky opened up. Now these trees grow here, instead.”

First plaza. Then another place like this one was somewhere else in the forest.

The buildings were strange to her eyes. Each of them was at least three levels high. In many of them, the second level thrust out over the top of the first level, which created a roof over the stone roadway. Not that the roadway needed shade. The trees provided a filtered light that moved slightly. It was cool and dim and delightful.

Some of the second levels that created roofs had balconies instead of walls. She thought it would be nice to sit upon one of them and watch everyone moving along the roadways. Did people live on those levels? Perhaps one day…

Michael David was drawing her along the road. She barely watched where she was placing her feet. There was too much to see. People were walking along the roadways with them. Moving around them, or passing, nearly all of them nodding at Michael David, who smiled or nodded back.

Her ankles were brushed by plants and low bushes that grew in spots along the edges of the creek or between and in front of the buildings. The forest and the houses lived together, and she liked the effect. Tangier was devoid of growing things. It throbbed in the summer and grew damp in winter. La Mancha, though, was different.

She peered in the windows of the buildings she passed, trying to see what happened inside them, only they were moving too quickly. Some people were stepping into the buildings, though. Others came out.

As Michael David and she moved down the roadway, Perrin could see farther ahead. She could see that the creek passed under the road. Both sides of the roadway joined in the middle, making a giant space of flat stone. The light was brighter there, for the trees did not meet in the middle and cast shade over it. Around the edges of the plaza were even bigger and more important-looking buildings. And lots of people crisscrossing the stone.

Plaza, she realized. A public place.

Before they could get any closer, so Perrin could see more of the interesting place over the creek, Michael David tugged on her elbow a little. “This way,” he murmured.

Perrin forced her gaze away from the plaza to look in the direction Michael David was leading her. Between two buildings was another path. A narrow one that perhaps only two people could walk side by side along. It was the same smooth earth as the road from the clearing where she had arrived.

Michael David moved down the road. Beyond the buildings, trees grew. They were the same shorter trees as the ones along the Plaza road, which created a pleasantly cool light and shade. After a while of walking along the curved road, the trees changed. They became like the oak Michael David had pointed out to her, all of them incredibly tall and dense.

“This is the edge of the original clearing,” Michael David said. “Beyond this point is all original forest.”

“It’s older?”

“Not by much—the whole forest only started growing a few years before the battle. The trees are different just here around the Plaza of the Fallen. No one is sure why.”

“The fallen made them so?” Perrin suggested.

“That’s certainly one theory,” Michael David agreed.

They were underneath the grand old trees of the original forest now. The light was dimmer. Perrin decided she didn’t mind that at all.

On this narrow path, she could see buildings much more clearly because they were closer. Sometimes she and Michael David passed the buildings directly, with no trees between them. The buildings were right next to the path itself.

Everything seemed to be made out of trees, unlike Tangier, where the buildings were made of stones or the rough material that someone had once told her was called “concrete” by the old timers. These buildings were a warmer color, and the surface looked smooth. She wanted to run her fingers over it.
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