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  Chapter Twelve




  Nyxie and Camthalion reappeared by the edge of the Great Forest.




  The teleportation experience made the maid's stomach turn and her brain felt scrambled. She knew she would feel some discomfort from the tales of Izadora's experiences when practicing the skill.




  "Remember, Nyx, after doing this, its important to breathe deep and allow your body to adjust," she recalled the Princess saying. At the time, Nyxie did not think she would ever need to know such information. Now she was grateful. The woman closed her eyes and tried to calm her wits and her stomach. She started to sense how cool the Forest seemed, a vast difference from the heat and humidity of the hot summer night. Nyxie inhaled.




  The air coming from the Forest smelled alive. It was a mixture of pleasant scents, sweet from the tiger lilies growing along the edge, the lovely smell of the trees and the grasses growing within. She exhaled and a new, odd thought crossed her mind.




  The Forest was not a thing she should have feared.




  Something in the back of her mind told her she belonged within its mysterious confines.




  The sudden grasp of her hand jarred her from such a disturbing idea. She opened her eyes and realized Camthalion was leading her down the longer trail into the Forest. She momentarily kept quiet and followed the elf, feeling that talking was not advisable. When they were further into the edge, just before reaching the Forest, she finally felt she could speak.




  “Forgive me but the easier trail into the Forest is by the stable, Camthalion.”




  “I realize that,” snapped the Guardian, “I do not want her to see.




  Do you not realize that Queen Jadisquelaya may come looking for you, Nyxonia? Please, be silent and come with me. You will be safe from harm.” Nyxie smiled at the elf. She knew she would be safe with him. He had always looked after her friends and her.




  “What about the others?” she timidly asked. Nyxie had the hope the elf was not only coming for her. One look from Camthalion made her realize he was taking her away from everyone. She gasped and was about to protest when Camthalion put his finger to his lips. She stayed silent, but the panic and fear of abandoning the ones she loved welled up inside her. She was doing her best to keep from crying. It was unfair in her mind.




  Taking her away would have made all their efforts futile and she could not imagine living without Kevyn or Izadora. She pondered briefly about her mother and how Ophelia would fare without her. The elf tugged her arm and they were a few miles into the Great Forest.




  Unknown to them, Flora happened to be dumping the scraps from teatime onto the compost pile. Seeing the elf and Nyxie going into the Forest, the little maid panicked and had the intelligence to rush into the castle to tell Izadora and the others.




  *




  After a few more miles, they were in the Forest. Nyxie felt the strange feeling of before, a blend of fear and peace conflicting inside her. The threat of the Queen throwing Nyxie into the Forest seemed unnecessary and childish. She should not have been afraid of the place but should have heartily welcomed the idea. Something inside her was telling her this was where she belonged and she felt a pull to the middle of the Forest. She almost forgot about her former protest; pondering so much over this change of heart. Then she turned and saw Aroan Castle.




  The sun was an hour away from setting, which illuminated the grand structure. Gazing upon the castle, all her problems came flooding back into her mind. Camthalion was taking her away from Izadora and Kevyn.




  The thought of leaving them infuriated her. She spun around and faced Camthalion.




  “I asked before, what about the others? I, I demand to know.”




  Camthalion lifted an eyebrow.




  “Demand?” he asked. “Just a few seconds beforehand, you were in no position to demand anything.” It was true. Nyxie was in no position to do anything about anyone’s situation, especially her own. The enormity and despair of it all hit her full force and the girl fell upon her knees and started crying. She expected Camthalion to stop her emotional outburst, but the elf let her have her cry. After a few moments, Nyxie calmed down and stood up, wiping her tears away. In a shaky voice, she turned towards him.




  “Very, very well, Camthalion. Have it, have it your way. I am sure they all shall have easier lives once they know I am gone.” The elf gave her a curious look and she wondered what he might be thinking. He extended his hand and brushed the side of her face.




  “Do you honestly believe their lives would be better?” Nyxie knew it wasn’t true, but she had to find some way of coping with the situation.




  She felt at odds again.




  “No, I do not believe their lives would be better. But how else am I to cope with this situation? How else am I to keep my sanity? I feel like I am falling apart. Camthalion, you are taking me away from my home.




  True, it’s not safe and it is not happy, but it’s where my heart lay. I,” she paused, realizing she might never see her Mother, Kevyn, or Izadora again. The surge of loss and emotion overtook her. “I, how can I live without Kevyn? I can’t live without Izadora. Who, who will Mother have now? I love them all. They have gone through so much for me and now, now they will…” she broke down and sobbed into her hands. Nyxie knew in her heart she would be safe, but to her, her safety did not matter.




  “It seems to me, Nyxonia, you were living without Kevyn and Izadora,” shot back Camthalion. “As for Ophelia, she ought to have known better.” Nyxie refused to listen to him.




  “I cannot expect you to understand,” she nearly shouted. It seemed impossible to make an elf see how a human could feel. She leant against an oak tree and took some very deep breaths. Camthalion crossed his arms and gave a bored sigh.




  “I have important reasons behind my decision, Nyxonia. True, the Royal siblings and their friends have gone through a great deal for you.




  The Queen and Silas seem to be afraid of you. Those reasons are still unclear to me. All this shows me you are very important to everyone. I had to act quickly before the Queen could torture you more. She might be leaving, but I am certain she was not going to leave you free to be with your beloved.” Nyxie had calmed down, but she had to make another attempt to make him understand.




  “I could manage,” she said, “I was dealing with this awful treatment. I was quiet. I asked them to leave me be. Yes, the treatment was horrible and the pain was nearly unbearable, but Camthalion, at least I was there for Izadora and Kevyn.”




  “You could do nothing and say nothing. You might as well have been a ghost, Nyxonia,” started the elf. “You were not meant to be Jadisquelaya’s.” Nyxie interrupted him.




  “Queen Jadisquelaya, please Camthalion, she will hear you.”




  Camthalion sighed.




  “She won’t hear me. Besides, she could do nothing to me if she happened to have heard me. Her borrowed power does not reach here, as long as none of her children penetrate the Forest. Your lives are such a tragedy. You were not supposed to turn out this way. I will show you, teach you, and train you into the person you are destined to become. You are not as powerless as you were led to believe.” He was shouting by this time, trying to instill this idea that Nyxie was important. Her stubbornness reminded him of Dackin. “You remind me much of your father,” he continued. Nyxie felt oddly comforted by the statement. Ever since her father’s death, she had tried to keep up his standards in her life and to be paralleled in any way made her feel worthy.




  Nyxie tried to remember those happy days when her father was alive. She tried to remember the freedom she had before the dark times happened. Her memory was brought to one time in the era before the Enchantment was put on the Forest. The days before the Enchantment seemed like a dream to her. She and Izadora would play along the edge, but there were times when Dackin and Ophelia would let Nyxie venture into the Forest. She recalled her father telling her mother that Nyxie would have to get used to being in there. Yet the reasons were always kept secret from her. Feeling a tad bolder, the girl approached Camthalion.




  “At least tell me where you are taking me,” she said. “It’s one thing to be taken away from one’s home, but it is another thing entirely to not know where one is being taken.”




  “I am bringing you to the most sacred place in the Forest, The Cottage Of Ancient Powers,” he answered. Nyxie’s heart jumped up into her throat. She could hardly believe what the elf had said.




  “Camthalion, that is nothing but a tale,” she scoffed. Her mind refused to believe that the cottage could exist. “It cannot exist for it is from the tales of Nemalorn from my childhood. As much as I loved and believed in those tales, you cannot expect me to accept them now.”




  Secretly, though, Nyxie felt a tinge of excitement. How jealous would Izadora be if this fabled cottage truly existed and that Nyxie was going to live there? Izadora was obsessed with the people and places from the Nemalorn tales and believed in them until recently. Nyxie looked over at Camthalion, who gave her a harsh glare.




  “Believe what you will, but that is our destination,” he said. Nyxie fell silent, trying to process this new revelation. A new thought struck her mind. If the cottage was real, could everything that was deemed a fairy tale be real as well? Nyxie’s mind reeled as they ventured through the Forest.




  *




  Camthalion was appalled at the lack of Nyxie’s knowledge. Her stubbornness and temper was clear proof that she was Dackin’s and Ophelia’s daughter. Her utter, annoying selflessness reminded the elf of the late General. He should not have been surprised though in how these children turned out. Dackin had been taken from Nyxie and Ophelia too many times before his premature death. It was no wonder Ophelia sheltered Nyxonia from the truth. She was an overprotective mother. It was Dackin who made the promise to train Nyxie. Both he and Rogerian had promised to train their children a certain way, in order for them to turn into the powerful people they were destined to be. Both men had failed to come through with that promise. These children were brave, strong, skilled and clever, but it baffled the elf that they were always powerless in some way. The elf took it into consideration that they were human and had weaknesses. Nevertheless, it seemed to him these children could be stronger. He looked at Nyxie, who was lost in concentration. It was that moment he decided to tell her the truth.




  “Nyxie, it is time you knew everything,” he said. The woman stopped short and looked at him in wonder. He continued, “We were told by the elders and seers that four human children would be born in this age to powerful families. Three would be siblings while the fourth would be close to all of them, the secret keeper and the most honest. Edmund, Kevyn, Izadora and you were the chosen ones. When we realized this, I had informed Dackin and Rogerian. They promised me that they would train you and were in the process of doing so, until the Maji Wars.




  Nothing, but a distraction, yet important enough to take the attention away from King Rogerian and take the life away from your father.” He, then, outstretched his hand, “You must trust me and all shall be cleared up once we arrive to the cottage of Ancient Powers.” This time the maid did not protest.




  *




  They journeyed in silence for a few miles. Nyxie could not help but take in all the surroundings. Everything seemed beautiful to her and she felt silly for fearing this place. One thing puzzled her. The forest seemed deserted and she wondered the whereabouts of the animals and arcane creatures. After a while, though, she chided herself. The creatures were hiding. She was a human and even though Camthalion was with her, the various creatures had enough sense to hide.




  When they reached a small pool with a lustrous waterfall flowing into it a sudden unease overwhelmed the woman. Nyxie closed her eyes and was grateful for Camthalion motioning her to sit upon the grass. He pulled out two canteens and started filling them with water. The sense of unease moved on and she found her words.




  “What are we chosen for? And why did you only take me? Would it not make more sense for you to take the rest of them as well?”




  “You are to change the world, in some way,” he answered. “The rest are finding their strengths in different ways. Izadora’s powers are awakening one by one. Edmund is finding his strength in Maji and will find more of it when he’s arrived home. Kevyn will find his strength through losing you. In addition, they have a huge support system in Aroan Castle. Will, Jabez, Flora, Clyantha and especially, the Captain Nathaniel will all be helpful to them. There really is no need to worry over them.




  You were the one who needed my help.” This information made Nyxie feel a little bit better but only just. She still felt annoyed that her parents, especially Ophelia, never told her truth.




  “How come I was never told any of this?” she asked. “If I am as important as Izadora, how come I was never treated with importance by Mother? How come she kept that information a secret? How could she let the Queen treat me as she had?” Camthalion gave her a stern looked and then smirked.




  “When the Maji Wars began, Rogerian and Dackin kept leaving to fight, which made it nearly impossible to train any of you properly.




  Ophelia, after a while, wanted you to live a normal life. She knew that I was watching. I should have taken all of you under my wing and that is my own fault. I trusted them all too much. I should have taken you away when Dackin perished. It would have been a little late, with you being sixteen at the time of his unfortunate death, but you would have gotten some training. You would not have been subject to such treatment. I really do blame myself. Jadi has been bewitched by Silas far too long and your mother, who really is the stronger of the two, cowers under Jadi,” he explained. Nyxie sighed and looked down at the grass.




  “When you call her Jadi, it makes the Queen sound so kind. ‘Tis been many a year since anyone has called her by that name,” she said.




  The woman knelt by the lagoon and dipped her hands in the water. She, then, splashed her face, wiping all her tears away. When she did this, she noticed her reflection.




  Staring back at her was a gaunt, pale shadow of a woman, with dark spots under her eyes. Nyxie gasped. She never noticed that she appeared in such a state. Rage towards Silas and the Queen quickly rose up within her and she stood up, facing Camthalion. All she said was, “Very well, teach me.” The elf nodded and they proceeded to venture further towards the Cottage of Ancient Powers.




  Chapter Thirteen




  The Queen and Silas waited in the throne room for the next Clan elder to arrive.




  The warmth from the setting sun made the room blazing hot. The heat made Queen J irritable and bored. She hated meeting all of the elders from each specific clan. Each elder had a lengthy speech of gratitude and quite often they repeated themselves. She would not mind if she had to meet just the clan leader but that was never the case. The elders were the lawmakers and rulers of the society.




  Democracy was one thing Queen Jadisquelaya could never understand.




  The throne room doors groaned open and she heaved a bored sigh. She looked up and saw that her favorite page, Collin, a small boy with blonde hair, entered the room. The Queen thought of Kevyn every time the lad would arrive and a smile would play across her face. She waved him forward. The boy eagerly ran up to the throne but skidded to a halt when he caught sight of Silas. Collin cringed and the Queen rolled her eyes. She did not understand why everyone was so frightened of her friend and advisor.




  “Yes Collin?” she inquired. The boy looked at the Queen and lost his fear of the wizard.




  “Lexxo, the beast master has returned, Your Majesty,” he said, with a bow. “He wishes to see you.” The Queen’s smile grew wider. She hoped to hear from Lexxo days ago and feared he might have not survived his recent mission. This news brought hope to her doubts of leaving for Lycun.




  “Show him in, lad,” she gently ordered. The boy bowed and hastily left the throne room. The Queen clapped her hands and turned to Silas. His dark face was a mask of anxiety.




  “If we have the beast, why don’t we leave tonight instead of tomorrow evening,” he suggested. The Queen glared at the magician.




  “I know for a fact that a draycat needs to be trained. Lexxo can tame anything in a short span of time. I will not leave until I am sure Nyxonia is taken care of. I will not have my son dallying with such a menace.” Her idea was perfect. She would lock Ophelia’s daughter in one of Lexxo’s pens. No one would take the chance to free her for she would be guarded by a fierce draycat, the most vicious of beasts.




  The Queen had been fascinated with the dragon and cougar crossbreeds after hearing stories of their strength, speed and, when tame, loyalty. She often imagined having one around the castle and using it for journeys. With such a creature by her side, she would strike fear into any who dared to oppose her. Fueled by this insatiable need, she sent Lexxo out a few weeks back, giving him all the equipment he asked. The clinking of chain mail and a heavy footfall announced Lexxo’s arrival. The Queen gasped, horrified by the beast-master’s appearance. His face, arms and legs were scratched and burned. He had a huge purple bruise around his left eye and on the side of his face. It was a shame, for Lexxo was a very handsome man. Her shock was replaced with anxiety. She wondered if Lexxo had been successful.




  She knew this was going to be his roughest mission. Yet, Lexxo never let her down with her requests. “Welcome back, Lexxo,” she stated. “Were you successful?” The beast master smiled the best he could. There were two long scratches across his lips and his bottom lip was swollen. She understood that smile and her heart lifted. “Finally,” she said, “We can control the pest!”




  *




  Two terrifying howls echoed in the Eastern Wing. Clyantha grabbed Will’s arm as they walked toward the kitchens. “Seems as though Lexxo is back,” he said, shaking his head. “He has been gone much longer than usual. Queen J must have wanted something rare. I have never heard those type of howls before, have you?” Clyantha nodded .She knew those howls all too well, and knew the creature who produced such terrible noises.




  “Draycats,” she said. “It seems Lexxo found two of them.” Another piercing howl resounded through the hallway, making a chill go through the half-elf’s body. It brought her back to her time with the traveling show.




  The main event was always the beast master and the various animals the crowd would watch him tame. The most ferocious were the draycats. Clyantha remembered how she was forced to watch a female draycat slay a male one. It was punishment for refusing the advances of a lecherous customer. The girl was both amazed and disgusted by how fast the female slaughtered the male and with such ferocity. If these were the tame ones, she hoped to never see ones in the wild. Ever since then, she was terrified of them. The memory stayed fresh in her mind forever. She held onto Will a little tighter. “Terrible creatures indeed,” she continued,




  “It takes a long time to train one. Lexxo has his work cut out for him, especially if he acquired two.” Will nodded.




  “I wonder why the Queen wanted a draycat,” he said, with a smirk.




  “We should go investigate.” Cold fear struck Clyantha. Her silver-green eyes went wide and she shook her head furiously.




  “Absolutely not,” she nearly shouted. “They are not to be messed with, William. Whatever Queen J’s reasons are, I am certain we will not be able to prevent her plans.” She paused as a sinking feeling came over her.




  “Also, I am pretty sure her plans include Nyxie.”




  “Let us hope not,” the boy said, trying to comfort Clyantha. He patted her hand as they opened the door to the kitchens.




  *




  The room was silent for nearly a half hour, with everyone reading or writing down various points on parchment. The silence was becoming too much for Nathaniel. He stretched and rose from his chair. He walked over to the great big glass window and stared at the all the goings on outside. They had spent at least two hours in the Hall of Records, poring over the tomes and parchments and he felt he could not look at another book. He loved to read but most of the tales were left unfinished and it only filled them all with more frustration. The Captain overheard Kevyn mutter about wild goose chases and that Izadora was at it again. Nathaniel had noticed this mad, excited look in Izadora‘s face once they entered the hall and wondered if there was some merit behind Kevyn‘s attitude.




  The Captain was also exhausted from the events the day brought them.




  Fighting dragons, saving women, meeting Clansmen, and solving ancient mysteries were not things he was used to in, seemingly, sane Glister.




  Though weary, he pushed himself to stay alert. The bright sunset helped stave his lethargy and he was amazed at the scenes going on outside. The Hall of Records gave a magnificent view of the southern field, where the Clans were busy setting up their wares and preparing for the festival.




  Nathaniel was shocked at how fast the When Clan and the palace workers transformed it from a vast field into a festival the size of a small town.




  This was only one clan and he wondered where the rest of them would fit.




  “Another tale just entered my mind,” said Izadora, breaking the crippling silence at last, “The tale of the Cottage of Ancient Powers.” Upon hearing the cottage’s name, Nathaniel shuddered. He had heard of that cottage before, but could not remember where. Izadora noticed and continued, “So you have heard of these tales, Captain?” Nathaniel shook his head.




  “Not of late, I do recall hearing that name before but I cannot place on where,” he admitted. The Princess nodded and seemed sated with that answer. Nathaniel was not so satisfied. He wondered just where he heard of the name.




  “Is this the legend Tow told you,” asked Kevyn. Izadora gave her brother a smile and it seemed as though just hearing this man’s name, gave the Princess great joy.




  “Yes Kevyn, this is the one he told me he heard from one of the wood elves,” she answered. Kevyn smirked, rose from his chair and poured himself a glass of wine. He swirled it and slowly started to sip it.




  “Speaking of Tow, I saw him while in the towns. He says he cannot wait to see you. He and Kris are no longer together. He caught her with Den,” the Prince said. Nathaniel noticed the shock on her face. He could tell she felt sympathetic for Tow losing his love.




  “How awful for Tow to endure that pain,” she shook her head; “He loved Kriss with all his heart, which made it worse when he and I had our indiscretion last year. How could she do such a thing to him? I am well aware that Den is an attractive man, but Tow is just as attractive. Kevyn, he would have done anything for her. Of course, Kriss is known as a loose woman and we were shocked when he told us of their engagement.




  Yet, I really hoped she had turned over a new leaf and,” she paused and shook her head. “In any event, I hope to see him.” Izadora brushed back a piece of her long, auburn hair and turned to Nathaniel. “Tow is someone who would keep you up all night and day with tales of Nemalorn,” she continued, “He would tell you fabulous tales of Nemalorn and his children. Being in a Clan, you must learn these stories as a rite of passage.




  Some people learn them and then leave them behind, but not Tow. He loves them and learns as much as he can about the merit behind each one.




  He is not only the talented lute player from the Who Clan but he is also the Clan’s storyteller. Last year, he told me the tale of The Cottage of Ancient Powers. In the middle of the Great Forest, they say, is a beautiful cottage made out of the finest materials. When Nemalorn and Brinay were wed, it is said that their honeymoon was spent at a cottage the elves and animals designed for them. This should have been a time for happiness, one would believe, but Brinay sobbed upon looking at the structure. No one really knows why she did.”




  “Or if she did,” snapped Kevyn. Nathaniel could tell the Prince was becoming more and more agitated whenever anyone found another tale. The Captain waited for Izadora to argue but instead she nodded assent.




  “I can only agree with you, Kevyn,“ she said. “The tale states, though, that she had sobbed every night outside, in the middle of a glade.




  The tears had formed a giant pond, the famed Pool of Tears. I had heard about the pool when I was a child. They say power and glory await those baptized in the pond. Merely to bathe in it requires special permission and that is only allowable when someone who is deemed worthy is breathing his last breaths. They say only those who are good at heart will be able to see their reflection in the pond. All others will see their true selves and that is often never as good as one thinks. The Guardians consider it a sacred place, the most sacred in all of the Forest.”




  “And the moral of that story, is to always eat your vegetables,” said Northo. Everyone, except Nathaniel, laughed. During the tale, the Captain felt a surge of emotion and he wished to hear more.




  “Is there nothing special about the Cottage in itsel?” asked Nathaniel. His curiosity was brimming and he never felt more alive in his life.




  *




  Izadora was surprised by Nathaniel‘s sudden curiosity. The Captain seemed as enthralled in the tale as she was, and no one could ever match her in enthusiasm over this topic. Damon came close and Tow was the supplier of the tales but the Captain seemed to match her level. She smiled wide.”Tow had said that the cottage has magic of old absorbed into the very wood. A splinter of it would transform a mere human with no special talents into a masterful sorcerer. Yet no one has ever found this cottage and there is no proof of the magical wood.” She paused and then gasped, realizing a very important reality. “Oh what an addle-brained fool I am.”




  The three men looked at her funny.




  “What is it?” asked Kevyn. Suddenly, the thought struck him as well.




  “Mother‘s borrowed power,” they both exclaimed. Kevyn stopped himself and let Izadora bubble over in glee.




  “It has to be real,” she said. “Mother’s borrowed power is derived from a potion she takes twice a day. Pinewood extract is in the potion.




  I’ve often wondered why you would need pinewood extract for a potion.




  I asked Will once but he evaded the question by distracting me. The proof has been under our noses forever.”




  “Forever indeed,” pouted Northo. “I never knew the Queen had to take a potion for her powers.” Kevyn and Izadora nodded.




  “Aye, it supplies her for a long time,” answered the Princess.




  “I found this out when I had to help Silas in the lab, as punishment for breaking into Mother’s chambers. I watched him prepare her potion. He thought nothing of me standing there, holding Mother‘s goblet. Don’t you see though? The pinewood had to be from the Cottage of Ancient Powers.” Her body shook with excitement and she felt gooseflesh rise on her arms. Inside, she felt a kind of satisfaction that there was undeniable proof that something from the Nemalorn tales truly exists. Just as though someone had shaken Jabez awake, he gasped.




  “My lady,” he announced, jumping up from the table. The man had been so quiet that she nearly forgot he was still in the room.




  “Yes, Jabez, do you have anything to add to the tale,” she asked.




  Jabez gave her a curious look.




  “Tale? Hmm, I apologize; I have been so engrossed with deciphering this dragon script that I have not noticed anything else.”




  “What are your findings?” asked the Princess. “Were you able to decode the message?”




  “I have to admit it is taking some time to figure out. Some of these runes are older than my knowledge. I hope I do not have to contact another dragon expert. What I have discovered, though, is unbelievable.”




  He reached into the right sleeve of his robe and pulled out a small scroll.




  “May I read it?” asked Kevyn. Izadora‘s mouth opened in astonishment. He smiled. “Well, now that there is proof. I’m most interested.” This annoyed her.




  “That’s not right,” she said. “You were always criticizing me about this and now, since there is proof, you are interested. Now, after the jibes and the teasing I had to endure from you and Northo and anyone else who decided to not believe me, you are interested. Rubbish!” The Prince smiled and patted his sister’s hand.




  “Well, Izadora, I may have been wrong all those years before but I am fully behind you now. Back then, someone had to look after you and protect you, I could have left that job to Ed.” The Princess’s eyes narrowed at her brother. Edmund was even worse with the teasing. He would often declare that Izadora was crazy for believing in such nonsense. She had to admit that amid the jokes and teasing, Kevyn was always behind her and supportive of her so called madness. “Please, Jabez,” continued the Prince,




  “I would like to read what you found.” Jabez handed him the scroll.




  “You may be interested in the message. Prince Kevyn,” he said.




  The Prince unrolled the scroll and his brown eyes widened. Izadora was on edge with excitement. Kevyn cleared his throat.




  “Truest of loves in the darkest of times,” he read, with a slight laugh. “There is nothing more.” Izadora found a dark humor in him reading the cipher.




  “What do you think it means?” she asked, as she took the half-deciphered scroll from his hand.




  “Who knows what it means,” stated the Prince. “It’s not finished, Iz. There is no use to try to figure out what one half of an arcane sentence means.” Izadora sighed in frustration but could not help but agree with him.




  “All this talk about ancient, dusty stories has made me hungry,”




  exclaimed a bored Northo. Kevyn and the others laughed.




  “As though you need a reason to be hungry Northo,” said the Prince. He turned to Izadora when he suddenly had a chill. After the chill, he felt a certain emptiness, an unease concerning Nyxie. He dared not speak for the horror was too great.




  *




  Izadora sensed something had changed and then a chill ran down the length of her spine. A wave of despair came over the Princess but she did not want to alarm the others. As quickly as the disquiet feeling came, it had left and she calmed down. As if in response to this, they heard the sound of rushed knocking on the door. Northo opened it and Flora stood before him. The small woman was trembling and tears were streaming down her face. Her tea-colored hair was out of place and she looked quite harassed. Northo immediately wrapped his arms around her and hugged her. She sobbed into his shoulder. “There, there, love,” he said. “Come and sit down.” He walked her into the room and led her to the couch.




  Nathaniel noticed she was limping.




  “Here, lets prop your ankle up” he said, “I had no idea you had hurt yourself that badly in our previous adventure.” Flora, slowly composing herself, shook her head as she sat down. Izadora put her hand on it and felt a very bad sprain.




  “Nyxie could heal it for you if you find her and ask,” said the Princess. Upon hearing Nyxie’s name, Flora fell into a mess of tears once more.




  “No need to worry yourself over a useless woman like me,”




  she responded, “I hurt my ankle on the way here. I tripped over one of the Clans’ drums. Oh, it is horrible! Oh, Prince Kevyn, I am so sorry. I could do nothing, say nothing and they were gone before I could shout out to stop them. Oh, I feel like such a coward. My sore ankle is nothing compared to me standing there all useless.” Thoroughly confused, Izadora walked over to Flora and sat next to her. It was clear she was in slight hysterics. Taking the girl’s left hand, she cast a spell of calm, which caused Flora to close her eyes.




  “Flora, where were you?” asked the Princess.




  “I was in the West Garden, dumping the garbage onto the compost pile,” answered Flora, in a calm, nearly singsong, type of voice. The maid opened her eyes and she found herself quite at peace. She continued, “




  When I saw Nyxie and that important Guardian, the one who looks after us, they seemed to have come out of thin air, which I thought was strange, but even stranger, he took Nyxie into the Great Forest! Stranger still, she didn‘t argue with him or, or anything. It was like she was willing to go with him. ” Quickly, the Prince rose to his feet.




  “She would never do such a thing on her own. He must have compelled her or, or something. What does he want with her? He already has a wife. He can’t have mine.” Izadora glared at her brother.




  Obviously Kevyn would think Camthalion took Nyxie for lustful reasons.




  Izadora refused to think such thoughts of the elf. She could not readily assume such a vulgar notion when it came to the respectable Guardian.




  Camthalion must have had a valid, logical reason for taking their friend away. Nonetheless, the Princess was appalled and saddened by the news.




  She turned to Flora and saw the woman had calmed down considerably.




  Izadora lifted the spell.




  “Flora,” she calmly started, “Are you certain it was Camthalion?”




  Flora nodded.




  “Aye, my lady, it was that Guardian. I have seen him enough times to recognize him but I never say his name right. It was him and I feel like a fool. I should have at least called out to Nyxie but his very aura commanded silence and respect. I was so frightened with him being as tall as a young tree, and having this stern look upon his face. I felt powerless. I am so sorry.” Izadora patted Flora’s hand and stood up.




  “Your behavior was not cowardly or foolish, Flora,” the Princess said, “On the contrary, it was wise to not meddle with a Guardian. You had every right to be frightened and no one blames you, do we boys?” She looked around the room and the men, even Kevyn; answered adamantly they did not hold the small maid responsible. Izadora paced around the room, trying to calm her emotions and think with a clear mind. It did not help for her mind was tired, giving it the tendency to jump to conclusions.




  Finally, she was able to come up with one clear answer. Camthalion must have known of Nyxie’s plight. He must have decided to save the maid from the Queen’s insane treatment. The Princess was about to say her thought to the others when Kevyn pounded his fist on the table.




  “Camthalion may be a Guardian, Izadora, but that does not mean he can take whomever he wishes. Nyxie is to be my wife! We have to find him. You, with your special relationship with him, should be able to contact him. I am confident you could reason with him since he is close to you.” Izadora gave her brother a confused stare. She had no special relationship with Camthalion.




  “Close to me,” repeated the Princess. She felt her temper rising slowly. “Where would you get such a notion that I have any sort of relationship with Camthalion?”




  “Come off it, sis, you talk with him frequently,” argued her brother.




  “Aye, we have conversed at times but never at my bidding,” she retorted. Her anger towards her brother kept rising. How could he ask such a chore from her? Contacting a Guardian was nearly impossible and it could be dangerous if the request was not sincere. If Camthalion had an agenda, who was she to question it? Even when it concerned her best friend, the Princess could safely assume that the elf had reasons for keeping them out of the loop.




  “Izadora, you have the powers,” snarled Kevyn. She felt his rage building but her anger increased. She turned towards her brother.




  “Oh yes, I have the powers. How easily I forget, for you never throw it in my face every time something goes wrong for you or anything.




  What would you have me do? Say a random incantation, wave my hands, snap my fingers and expect the Guardian of Kayets to appear before us. I think not! The best I can do is try to contact him, something that is nearly impossible and highly dangerous. Even if I were successful, Kevyn, do not readily assume I could sway his decision. If he took Nyxie away, he must have known of her plight.” Enraged, the Prince drew his sword and held it up in the air. Izadora sighed and rolled her eyes. She knew Kevyn would react this way.




  “If you won’t do anything,” snarled the Prince. “I will. I will go after her and bring her home. I will demand her release. After all, I am Prince of Kaytes and I have that right. I am not afraid of the Forest, where I have hunted for years. I am familiar with the terrain and I do not fear the creatures that inhabit it. The Enchantment cannot hinder me. I will tear apart every living thing in order to find my beloved.” Izadora shook her head.




  “Oh yes,” she stated with a sneer, “Be the hero, dear brother.




  Go blindly into the Forest, with that sort of arrogance and see how far brute force will win you. We’re dealing with a Guardian and not just any Guardian, but the Head of the Kaytean Order, someone so logical and precise that if you just barged into their territory, you’d be killed in seconds. I actually believe she will be safer with Camthalion.”




  “You wouldn’t say that if it were Damon. I know this to be true,” shot back the Prince. Flora gasped in disbelief but Izadora’s eyes narrowed. Kevyn had gone too far and an explosion went off in the Princess’ mind. With a wave of her hand, a myriad of books flew off the shelf next to him, barely missing his body. The glass of wine he was holding shattered within his grasp. The gold curtains, which decorated one of the gilded windows, caught fire.




  “How dare you,” boomed the powerful woman’s voice. It rang throughout the room, clamoring like thunder. Flora covered her ears as Northo held her close to him. Izadora’s anger clouded her judgment.




  Kevyn had crossed a line with his cold-hearted selfishness. Everyone was being selfish when it came to Nyxie. Izadora felt it needed to end. She pointed to the Prince and with a great force, pinned him against the wall.




  Before she could do anything rash, she felt a pair of arms restrain her. It was Nathaniel. Instantly, Izadora calmed down. Her tantrum over, she released her spells and upon seeing the amount of destruction she created, she plunged into the Captain’s chest and sobbed. She turned her attention to Kevyn, who was sitting against the wall, his head in his hands. He seemed to be fine but Izadora was mortified. She could have killed him.




  Words failed her for a moment.




  “Oh, Kevyn,” she finally said, “Forgive me.” She expected him to be livid with her but instead; he rose from the floor and embraced her.




  “What has happened to us?” he asked and looked into her face. “I should know better than rile you and for the past two days that is all I have done.” Izadora agreed. He had been putting her through much more than the norm.




  “Aye,” she said, tentatively. Izadora still felt hurt by her brother’s overstep. “As for your comment about Damon, at least he would have been safe and not lying cold beneath the ground. If Nyxie was in that level of danger, which we knew she was, would you not lay aside your selfish heart for her safety? The world does not revolve around our hearts; us being Royalty means nothing. I’d rather she be with Camthalion then dead, Kevyn. We do not need anyone else murdered just for the fact we love them.” Kevyn looked down to the floor.




  “I apologize wholeheartedly,” he said, as he gave her another hug.




  “I was out of line. You on the other hand, have learned a new power it seemed.” Izadora nodded and pulled away from him, to sit at one of the small tables. Nathaniel poured her a glass of wine and she sipped it slowly.




  The bitter tang of the white wine made her pull a face. She much preferred red wine and often would rather drink a pint of ale before having a glass of white wine. Nevertheless, it calmed her nerves. It was at that moment they heard a piercing howl, which shook all of them to the core.




  “Lexxo must be back,” said the Princess. “And with a new pet for Mother.” She noticed Nathaniel’s confused stare. “Lexxo is the beast master for the castle. He’s relatively nice, once you get passed his looks.”




  “That is not what troubles me, Izadora,” he answered. “I have heard those howls before and they belong to a draycat. A creature so foul and ferocious that few have mastered their capture. I am surprised one can be here.”




  “Is it not obvious yet, that anything can happen here,” said the Prince.




  “Back to our current problem, I still need answers, Izadora. Nyxie was my fiancée. There are so many things I never had the chance to say to her.”




  “Oh come now,” said Northo, “She knows how you feel. What good would it have done?”




  “I suppose nothing, really,” answered Kevyn. “ Maybe she is safer with Camthalion.” He sat back down on the couch and threw his sword in the poker stand. Izadora stood up and leaned against the wall. She was still angry over her brother’s irrational and horrible statement. Nathaniel looked over her way and sighed. “With all that I have observed,” started Nathaniel, “Nyxie will be safer with Camthalion. Would you rather have your mother torture her?”




  “Of course not,” exclaimed Kevyn. He ran his fingers over his face. “Yet, how can I live without her? She kept all of us grounded. Through these dark times, she gave me love. She gave all of us love.” Jabez, who remained quiet during this, suddenly laughed. Everyone looked towards him in confusion.




  “Forgive me,” he said, “Forgive me, but all these trials and tribulations surround your love, Kevyn, such as the message states.” He rubbed his chin, stood up and walked over to Izadora. She had turned her back on the party and looked out the window towards the field. She felt like breaking down and crying but knew that would not help anyone. She felt a gentle hand on her shoulder and turned to see Jabez. “If anything, dear lady,” he continued, “You could find out what is truly going on in a slightly safer way.” The Princess slowly turned around and she let loose a couple tears.




  “What do you mean?” Jabez picked up a tome and thumbed through it. Landing on the page he wanted, he handed the book to Izadora. It was about Guardians.




  “Listen to this,” she started, “Mages and Guardians can connect when they are brought to a point where they feel each other’s magic. It is the only time when a Guardian may come to a mage’s bidding.” She closed the book, her heart lifting for a moment. “Oh thank you, Jabez, you are absolutely indispensable to me,” she said, kissing him on the cheek. Kevyn gave her an expectant look.




  “Does that mean you can contact Camthalion?” he asked. Izadora fixed her eyes on her distraught brother.




  “Of course, Kevyn,” she snapped. “Nyxie is my best friend. I will not let her go so easily without some sort of answer. But heed this, dear brother of mine, I am not doing so for your sake.” In one move, she picked up Kevyn’s sword out of the poker stand.




  “Izadora?” asked Northo, “You don’t think you will need that, do you?”




  She shrugged. In her mind, she felt it was better safe than sorry.




  “One never knows what we might encounter,” she said. Everyone had to agree. She smirked, “The sword will also give me some confidence. I’ve never contacted Camthalion just for a conversation before. Come on Flora; lead us to exactly where you witnessed this. From there, we can try this experiment. If anything, perhaps one of the lesser Guardians will come with a message.” Jabez made his way back to his table but before he sat down, he gave a look towards the Princess.




  “Do you wish for me to join you?” Izadora saw the fear in his eyes and the hope that she would not want his company there. She smiled.




  “Nay, dear Jabez. We will leave you to your deciphering,” she said. Jabez gave the Princess a relaxed smile. With Flora in the lead, Izadora, Kevyn, Northo and Nathaniel exited the room; making their way to the edge of the forest.




  Chapter Fourteen




  Darkness fell and suddenly she did not feel at all safe. Her previous fears returned tenfold and she was on the brink of panicking.




  Nyxie looked ahead and the sight of Camthalion, his body shining in the night, calmed most of her fears. She knew the elf was her guide and nothing could or would dare harm them.




  However, she was still left with the same uneasiness as she had felt by the waterfall. It felt as though all of the Forest were staring at her, expecting her to do something. She needed to stop walking and concentrate. “Please,“ she said. “Could we take a small break? My senses are overloaded just now. I feel them, calling out to me. They want me to do, to do something.” Camthalion turned around and helped Nyxie to sit on the ground.




  “Who is calling out to you?” he asked. The woman looked upon his face and noted an eager expression. She briefly wondered about his reaction but the uneasiness grew.




  “I, I am not sure,” she said. She closed her eyes and breathed deep, meditating on the feeling. Nyxie finally figured it out. The wolves of the forest were calling to her. She was reminded of the time when she was allowed to play in the forest. This time, it was on one of Izadora’s mad quests to find Hollybush Castle. Nyxie got separated from Izadora and found herself face to face with a big white wolf. The wolf did an odd thing and bowed down to her. It then ran off. She followed and its path led her to Izadora. She never saw the wolf again. Ever since that time, the majestic wolves fascinated her. When they would spend time on Izadora’s balcony, they would stare into the Forest. Izadora would search for the white unicorns, prevalent at the time, as Nyxie would search for the wolves, especially the white wolf who saved her. Nyxie did not understand why the wolves were calling to her. She was about to go mad with wonder when the feeling passed and she could relax.




  “Fascinating,” said Camthalion. Nyxie opened her eyes and she realized he was sitting next to her. “They are calling out to you and you are tuning in to them. Nyxonia, you have been fascinated with wolves ever since Logan, the white wolf, rescued you,” Nyxie smiled. Glad to know the white wolf’s name after all these years. Camthalion continued, “I have heard you speak about them at the edge of the Forest. However, it is obvious that you have no idea just how linked you are to the wolves.” This information intrigued her.




  “Linked to them? How is there a link between creatures so powerful and beautiful as these and me? I am merely Nyxonia, daughter of Lady Ophelia and the late General Dackin,” she protested. “I, I have no power and Kevyn says I’m beautiful but that is because he loves me.” Thinking of Kevyn, she felt sad that she was leaving him behind.




  Camthalion stopped and turned, staring into the sapphire eyes of the girl.




  “Look who your parents were, Nyxonia,” he said. “Your father was a powerful healer and General! Your mother used to be a strong woman and she was stunning as a girl. She captured many a young man’s heart, in powerful positions. Remind yourself, Nyxonia of Kaytes, that your ordinary life was a lie. You will discover that more and more on this journey.” Nyxie walked on in silence, feeling hurt and betrayed by her parents. Horrible thoughts danced within her mind. Her mother lied to her.




  True, she knew all parents lie to their children. White lies made to keep their children safe. Yet this sort of unbearable lie, one which made her always feel like some underling to her friends, hurt the girl too deep. She shook her head furiously.




  “Oh Mother, why did you choose this path? Do you know why she picked this type of life for me? I do not see how she thought my life was ever normal.” Camthalion laughed, a beautiful sound, but still Nyxie wanted answers. She had endured too much and knowing her parents left her in this position filled her with anger. She was no longer scared.
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