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~ Alina ~

––––––––
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I ARRIVE AT THE DAMAGED Glen and survey the loss with a heavy heart. 

The once beautiful Glen is littered with caved-in tents strewn about haphazardly. The earth is scorched and trodden. And many trees have fallen, splintered, their jagged limbs hanging to the ground. The dead, both Light and Dark Fae, still lying on the ground where they fell. What remains of Sitrix’s clan, work to remove the dead, repair the tents, and clear away debris. They stop when I pass by and show deference. I wave them along and keep moving past the carnage and into the main living area, where few tents were spared from the attack. This Glen belongs to Noble Sitrix, and his clan took a severe hit. 

Kerian, the Captain of my army, walks beside me as we view the disaster which befell this place. He is quiet beside me, but I have learned his silence speaks volumes, and I know he is quite upset at the losses. He views the carnage alongside me, and I know he is noting how the attack was conducted and will do all the necessary investigations to ascertain what occurred. I will speak to him about this later during our time here. His contingent breaks off to help with clean-up or assist wherever needed. And once we’re closer to the middle, a Light Fae takes notice of me and approaches. She is young, but her eyes hold years of knowledge—and the pain of this attack. 

“Queen Alina,” she greets with a short but practiced curtsey. “I am Sylian, Sitrix’s daughter.”

“Sylian,” I say, inclining my head to her. “How fares your father?”

Her face crumples before masking with bravery. She swallows hard, and tells me, “He is in his tent. Come, I will bring you to him.”

I follow along after the young Fae, and soon Kerian breaks off to meet with Sitrix’s Captain. Sylian leads me around broken tents to a large, red and gold tent standing tall with no blemish, and pushes the flap open. I incline my head to her when I pass by.

“Noble Sitrix,” I greet. 

He sits at his table, decidedly weak, and right away, I notice one of his wings is bent at an odd angle. He has bruises and is slightly bloody, and I realize the Healer has not been here to assist him yet. My loyal Noble tries to stand and bow, but I wave him off, telling him I would rather have him seated. I approach him and check him over, much to his dismay. He is in pain but holds a brave face for me.

“My Queen. Thank you for coming.” His voice is strained and matches the weariness in his body. 

I pause for a moment before saying, “Of course. Let me tend to your wounds.” His wounds seem severe but not life-threatening. And I know if he was not practiced in magics, he would look much worse. Or he would be dead.

“No.” He waves me off. “Our healer will be along shortly.”

I respect his wishes and take a seat across from him. “Do you know who it was who attacked?”

“I am uncertain. I’ve never seen him before. He could be a new General for King Turok, but I do not know this for certain. I have my Advisor making the rounds, speaking with my clan for any bit of information,” he replies and pauses, brow furrowed. “I fought him off. I was the only one who could even stand up to him. He was extremely powerful and even I floundered.” And whoever this was must have been because Sitrix is powerful in his own right.

“I brought a contingent of my guards,” I tell him. “We will help you put this Glen to rights again. In the meantime, I would like you to meet with your Healer and rest. I will survey your Glen and decide where help is needed, and where we can best assist. We will speak later.” He needs the healer now, for he will be no good to me if he succumbs to his injuries. 

“Thank you, Your Grace. Your presence here is more than welcome.”

I leave him then, and Sylian is waiting outside the tent. She escorts me around the Glen and is a wealth of information. I know as she matures, she will make a fine asset to the Seelie Court. She takes me through a maze of tents until we reach the tent for the injured, and I see the Healer inside. We make our way over, and Sylian makes the introductions.

“Please see to Sitrix,” I tell him, “and I will take over here until you return.”  

He seems surprised, but inclines his head to me in deference to my position. “Of course, Your Grace. He wished for me to attend to his clan first, despite my protests.”

I smile gently. A true Noble who cares for his clan’s comforts and needs first, is a true leader. I ask Sylian to assist me, and she willingly stays by my side, learning the art of healing. It is during this time I truly get to see the damage which occurred. Sitrix is a highly respected Noble, and his clan was great in numbers. However, seeing these here in the healing tent, I can see how valiantly they fought and at a significant cost to themselves. 

“Sylian,” I pause in my administrations, “did you see who led this attack?”

“No, Your Grace.” She shakes her head. “They arrived quickly and attacked with efficiency and precision. By the time we had a chance to organize, they had already gained much ground.” She frowns. Trying to hide her pout, she says, “And my father was quick to send me away in the forest to keep me safe.”

I put my hand on her shoulder in comfort. It is obvious she wished to join the fight and defend her home. However, it is common practice to hide the young, and I know given her status as a Noble’s daughter, she was set in charge of the other young Fae sent away to the forest for safety. While she may learn how to form orbs, using them correctly and with force can take discipline. Sending children into the midst of a battle is folly and a detriment to a Glen’s growth.

“Do you have any suspicions about why this Glen was attacked?” I study the girl while she searches her memories. 

“No.” She finally shakes her head with a frown. “It is only because of how powerful we are, that we could push back. Even so, we took a severe hit. If the Dark Fae were to return here, we would be defenseless.”

And without a doubt, she would rise to fight this time. She would have to. I tell her, “I am arranging for a contingent of my guards to stay behind.” 

“You are kind, Your Grace.”

I smile at her. “It is the least I can do.”  

I would love to leave my entire contingent, but my father would have my head for that move. He assigned Kerian to me because of how powerful he and his delegation are and their training to maintain their strength and fortitude. 

I turn back to my patient and administer healing. Soon, this Light Fae is sitting up and assisting in the healing tent with light duties. There is much to do here, and it takes quite a few hours before I am done in the tent. I notice Sylian is growing tired, and in truth, I am as well. Healing is tiring work. I do what I can and move off to find Kerian. Sylian returns to her father. 

“Your Grace,” Kerian greets. 

“Any information?” I survey the Glen, and there is improvement over how it was when we first arrived. It is slow, but it is progressing, and I am pleased with this clan’s resiliency. 

Kerian says, “A large contingent of warrior Dark Fae came in. Only because Sitrix had the numbers were they able to hold their own.”

I nod. This is what Sylian told me. “Any information on why this Glen in particular?”

“Not yet.” 

He always likes to have an answer for me, and I note his frustration with a slight nod.

“Thank you, Kerian.” I move along and enter the forest. 

~  
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ONCE I AM IN THE FOREST’S seclusion, I close my eyes and listen to and feel the energy within. There is a smell here—magical—a scent to tell me who was here if I ever smelled it again. I place my palm against a tree and study the earth under my feet. The energy is weak and broken. The magics depleted. It feels like the Dark Fae had pulled from it to launch an effective attack to decimate whoever was in their way. And, seeing Sitrix’s Glen, it had been quite devastating. 

I open my eyes and see the holes created in the magic aura resting about the forest. It appears soaked up and stolen. I turn to survey the Glen from my place here and see the same type of holes in the Glen. This will take time to repair, and I cannot do it all independently. I will have to train Sitrix’s clan, and they will have to learn quickly. Once trained, they can then take care of the forest and Glen without my help. And the sooner I start, the better off they will be. 

I turn in a circle, taking in the forest and Glen. This is one of the more powerful Glens under my rule. But why would a Dark Fae contingent of guards come here? Was it an attack on me personally? It does not seem so, but I cannot rule it out. To my knowledge, there has been no discord against my forests, my people, or my Nobility. 

Until now. Why now? And why my Noble’s Glen? 

There has been no declaration of war.

I walk back to Sitrix’s tent and enter. He looks far better than before, and even his wing appears healed. Color has come back into his skin, and I am pleased with the results the healer achieved. Someone has brought food during my absence, and I realize I am quite famished. Healing can lower energies quickly. We take a seat by the table to partake. 

“My daughter tells me you will leave a contingent of guards here.” Sitrix pulls fruits and vegetables to his plate.

“Yes. I can leave about half of them for you. They will help you restore what the Dark Fae damaged and protect your Glen, should they return. Noble Sitrix, was there any name bandied about while the Dark Fae attacked?” Sometimes there is talk or a declaration of who is attacking. 

“Not that I had heard. The one Dark Fae I fought against—he was tall, dark-skinned. He had a regal bearing and did not seem to blink at any of his Dark Fae who fell. He seemed the one in charge. He was self-assured and confident in his attack.” Sitrix frowns, brow furrowed in remembrance. “He moved about, taking out the more powerful of my clan, and it was all I could do to hold my own against him.”

And I saw firsthand the cost to him to do so. 

“Do you believe it was King Turok?”

King Turok is Ocean Dark Fae, and I know he has been stirring things up, but it has been with the Ocean Fae and so far, has not affected us here in the forests. Except now, I must investigate the possibility. And if war is spilling over into the forests, I must do what I can to protect them.

“No. I do not believe so. None of us here heard any name spoken during the attack. Would the Ocean Fae make a play for the forests? Did the Unseelie Court appoint a Noble of the forests with a contingent of guards?”

The tent flap waggles, and the question reamins unanswered. A breathless Light Fae hurries inside. He sees me, performs a fast bow, and focuses on Sitrix. 

“Advisor Novus,” Sitrix rises, using the armrests to do so. He hides a grimace and straightens up. 

“A Dark Fae!” Novus says, still trying to catch his breath. “Found—alive.”

I stand and follow Sitrix and Novus out of the tent. We stride to where the Dark Fae is held. I note right away his wounds, and it appears it could be fatal if not treated. He is also irate and defiant. Shackles encircle his ankles, and he is watched over by my guards. Novus moves off to the side, and Sitrix and I approach the Dark Fae. 

“Your name,” Sitrix demands, his anger barely controlled. 

The Dark Fae sneers and spits at his feet. My guards shove him back, and I call out for them to stop. We need information, and the shove pained the Dark Fae. I watch him carefully and believe we will have to get information from him quickly else he perish. My guards hold him—or hold him up—I am not entirely sure which. I study the Dark Fae standing before me. His wounds look severe, and he is trying to hide the pain, failing miserably. 

“Who dares attack a Light Fae Glen?” I ask. 

The Dark Fae eyes my guards, then his eyes rake over me and back up again. I stand, unimpressed with his perusal, and wait for him to finish his disdainful examination of me. I can expect no less from one such as him.

Kerian jerks the Dark Fae in reprimand. “The Queen of the Forest Light Fae has asked you a question, slave.”

The Dark Fae grimaces, whether at the designation or in pain, I am unsure. 

But then he spits, “She is not my Queen!” He sneers at me again, and his black eyes are scornful. 

I study him for a moment and watch him squirm under my gaze. “There are ways to deal with errant Fae. Take him away, and I will prepare a potion.”

The Dark Fae’s skin pales, and I am uncertain if it is because of my edict or his wound. My guards jerk him away to a makeshift cell. I turn to Sitrix, and we head back to his tent once again. I am growing tired of the back and forth, and I have only begun here—I’m sure I will walk all over this Glen by the time I am finished. Kerian joins us moments later, and we sit around the table. I select a few items to eat to replenish my strength from healing Sitrix’s clan. 

“We had virtually no warning,” Sitrix tells me. “It was not only one large portal, either. It was strategic. Several of them opening in various places, dividing us. No sooner did one Dark Fae contingent engage us than another was arriving. I’ve lost so many.”

My heart goes out to him. Losing members of your Glen is never easy. War is never easy. Replenishing numbers is a lengthy and challenging process. But at least the children of the Glen are alive.

“I will need a few ingredients.” Reaching for parchment, I write a few items out and hand the list to Kerian, who then directs another to fetch these items for me. Once he returns, Kerian takes his seat beside me.

“You think you can get information out of him?” Sitrix frowns. 

“Perhaps. It would be nice to know why this Glen was attacked. While I was in the forest, I saw the holes in the magics. There will be much to do here.” I am, honestly, not looking forward to the clean-up.

“This is a powerful Glen. I’ve been careful in my cultivation of it.” Sitrix looks out the tent flap and frowns. “I suppose I will have to rebuild, and find out who can assist in it.”

“I will help. First things first—are you well, after what the Healer has done?” I study him for a moment. 

“Yes. Better, anyway,” Sitrix amends with a slight grimace. “I will have a full range of motion with my wing again, and I am grateful. My daughter has been helpful here, and I can rely on her to pick up any task I cannot handle at the moment.”

I incline my head. “She is quite intelligent and is eager to learn. I look forward to seeing her in Court someday.” From the short time I was with her, I have already seen her promise. 

“You honor me, Your Grace. If you are ever in need of an assistant, I would like for you to consider Sylian.”

“I will consider her,” I agree. I have not needed an assistant, because I am content to handle things on my own for now. Although the young Fae could be a great asset. 

We hear the tent flap waggle, and Sitrix’s servant brings the supplies I have requested in. He bows before leaving, and I get to work, setting out the ingredients to measure, pour, and incant over. Once everything is mixed into a goblet and my spell is complete, we exit the tent and walk to the cell. The guards release the lock, and the door swings open. The Dark Fae sneers at me once again, and eyes the goblet I hold. He holds his side where a makeshift bandage is, already stained with his blood, and I know this bandage will only slow the blood flow. I believe his fate is sealed and I cannot heal him, even if I wished to do so. 

“If you think I will drink that, you are sorely mistaken,” he sneers. His back is to the bars, and he uses them to hold himself upright. He is still pale, and the wound seeps every time he hitches a breath.

Typical Dark Fae attitude. I could expect no less from him, and despite myself, I admire his stubbornness and bravery. He knows he will die and yet faces us with contempt. He will not yield to our authority, nor will we give any quarter. But we need answers, and hopefully, he has them.

I press my lips together and glance into the goblet as though considering his words. Then I toss the contents into his face. It soaks his face, drips down his chin to his chest, under his clothes. He sputters and makes a motion to rush me. Kerian smacks him with an orb, and the Dark Fae flies back into the bars to collapse at the base of them. His skin pallor pales again, and I know he is indeed in more pain. The orb Kerian lobbed was only a repellant and lacked actual force.

“I do not need you to drink this,” I inform him. “It can absorb through the skin.” Which is not as effective, but will still work.

I watch him with a smirk of a smile while he wipes at his face and clothes. After a few moments, he settles down and takes a steadying breath. He stays seated at the cell bars’ base, and I observe the moment the drug takes hold. His black eyes appear glazed. I only have a few minutes, since the potion does not last as long as it would if he consumed it. 

“Who led you to this Glen in an attack?” I query. 

The Dark Fae swings his head around to look up at me with glazed, black eyes. He seems to struggle with the question. He must be in more pain than I initially thought—or close to death.

“Al—’nother Dark Fae,” he finally slurs, then shakes his head. 

Sitrix steps forward. “Did the Dark Fae who brought you here know of me?”

“Magic,” the Dark Fae says and frowns. 

“Struggling makes it worse,” I inform him dispassionately. “Did the Dark Fae want the magic in the Glen?” It appears this is the draw and would make sense with the holes I saw. It does not appear Sitrix was the target.

The Dark Fae nods and looks away. “Coup.”

Sitrix glances at me and looks to Kerian, who nods in agreement and says, “It seems like it is a coup. Maximum damage in a short amount of time. Leeching the magics from the Glen and creating portals in various places to achieve the chaos needed.”

“Who led the attack?” Sitrix asks. 

“Powerful Dark Fae. Rising... up. Unrest. Up—rising.” The Dark Fae slumps further into himself, pressed against the bars. 

I wonder if perhaps my potion is too potent, because this Dark Fae has trouble formulating his thoughts. Either that, or it’s not powerful enough, and he is faking it. I study him again and conclude he is not faking it. My potion is strong, and he is wounded and weak. 
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