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Chapter 1: wanting to prove 
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In the city of Everettshire in the lands of Valdia, the people develop the ability to wield different elemental powers. The four that is most common is fire, water, wind, and earth. The two that are the least common and more powerful is light and shadow. Being a shadow wielder has brought fear amongst everyone in Everettshire after the late King Draven, who seemed to have been more corrupt as the years went by.  But he has been gone for decades now, yet the fear still stands.

The recent King, Alistair Vallow, is a light wielder and his younger brother is a shadow wielder. The King’s brother, Mercer Vallow wants Alistair to name him his heir, but the King will not in fear of what the people would do. Mercer is determined to get what he wants and may just do whatever it takes.

Alistair held a small council with his counsellor and the prince.

“How is your wife?” Mercer asked as he sat near the King.

“Tired. The baby should be here any day,” Alistair replied.

“Praying for a healthy child this time, Your Majesty,” Percey stated.

“Of course, a healthy,” Mercer paused. “Daughter.”

Alistair glared at his brother. “Must we continue this?”

Mercer looked at the King with a smirk. “You know what would make me stop.”

“Percey,” Alistair called as he turned his attention to his counsellor. “Any new shadow wielders?”

“No Your Majesty,” Percey answered. “Still only the Furray’s daughter.”

“Good, maybe the wielding can disappear,” Alistair stated as he shot his brother a look. He stood up and Percey got to his feet quickly. “I shall attend to the queen now.” He started to walk away.

“Pray for that daughter, Your Majesty,” Mercer condescendingly told him.

Alistair looked at him for a second, then continued to leave the room.

“Nisha!” a woman called out from the bottom of the stairs. “Nisha! Time to get up!”

“Alright mother!” Nisha yelled from the small loft upstairs. She got up and dressed in a simple long brown dress and tied a black vest. She headed downstairs. “Must I come with you?”

“I need your help since it is just the two of us,” Layla declared.

People claim that Nisha’s father killed himself when the Elder Seer pronounced her as a shadow wielder. The simple truth was that he just left one day and never came back. Because of this rumor, Nisha never had friends.

Layla handed her daughter a wicker basket.

Nisha took it as she sighed.

They went outside and walked across the town square to get to the market.

Everettshire sat in the middle of Valdia and any ships that came to trade goods went to the kingdom first, then to the other towns. So, the markets were always busy with traded goods and goods from the town itself.

Layla looked through the fruits available while Nisha looked around. Nisha always felt uncomfortable being around a lot of people since they tend to stare.

The merchant backed up when seeing a shadowy mist slowly started to engulf Nisha.

Layla looked over at her daughter. “Nisha,” she whispered.

Nisha looked down to see her shadow mist covering her. She quickly moved away, bumping into someone.

“Got a problem shadow wielder?” the man questioned aggressively.

“Sorry,” Nisha said, then kept walking away.

Layla hurried to pay for the fruits to catch up with her daughter.

Nisha headed to the tavern by the stone staircase that led to the castle.

“Nisha!” Layla called out.

She stopped and handed her mother the wicker basket. “Getting a drink.” Nisha turned back around and went to the tavern. She went up to the counter. “Ale please.” She placed a coin down.

“Coming up,” the barkeep said.

Nisha sat in the back where it was not well lit. Being in the shadows gave her comfort and she felt at her strongest when in the shadows or shade.

The barkeep placed a mug down in front of her, then walked away.

Mercer sat in the courtyard staring at the few birds.

The sergeant of the Everettshire soldiers approached him. “Supreme Commander. The queen has started giving birth.”

“Grand,” Mercer stated without looking at him. “Keep to training the new recruits.”

“Yes, Supreme Commander,” Barrett said. He left the courtyard.

“What would you do, My Prince?” Cora, the daughter of the counsellor came over to him. “If a boy is pushed from her?”

Mercer stood up. “He will not be King. My brother would make his son heir, but he shall not know the throne.”

“Are you that heartless to kill a child?” Cora asked as she stood in front of him.

“No. That sure I will be King one day,” Mercer answered.

“King Draven has tainted any shadow wielder to take the throne now,” Cora mentioned.

“And I will prove the people wrong,” Mercer stated.

“Not by eliminating your nephew or niece,” Cora proclaimed.

“My brother responds well with threats,” Mercer declared.

“Like any good King would,” Cora said.

“Just make sure where your allegiance line,” Mercer insisted before walking out of the courtyard.

Layla walked into the tavern. She went to her daughter in the back. She sat down and sighed loudly. “You can’t drink your problems away.”

“There is not enough ale to accomplish that,” Nisha declared before gulping it down.

“You can’t let people get to you like that,” Layla told her.

“I know. You tell me a lot, but you are not the one people judge,” Nisha stated. “The people here even judge their own prince.”

“Maybe there is something you can do to show you are not going to turn out like another Draven,” Layla said.

“Like what?” Nisha asked.

“Get an audience with the king to see what he says. I am sure he would appreciate you wanting to prove yourself,” Layla replied.

“I can’t imagine what he would suggest since I can’t be a soldier,” Nisha stated.

“Go now and I will prepare a meal for us,” Layla said as she got up. She smiled sweetly at her before leaving the tavern.

Nisha took a deep breath before getting up as well. She left the tavern.

“Look Derrick,” Vella said with snide. “It is the unwanted shadow wielder.”

“Nisha!” Derrick exclaimed. “Spending your time drinking again?” he leaned in and snickered.

“You should have followed your father when you could,” Vella stated.

Nisha just stared. These two always made fun of her for her whole life. When they were children, they got others to join in teasing her. Because of this, Nisha couldn’t befriend anyone.

“Oh, you don’t have anything to say?” Vella mockingly asked.

“Typical,” Derrick said.

Nisha walked around them and to the stairs. Just as she was climbing the stairs, Vella used her wind to trip Nisha. She caught herself from falling, but scratched her hand on the stairs.

Vella and Derrick laughed as they walked away.

Nisha sat on the step as she carefully dusted her hand. Shadows engulfed her and she wanted to do something to them. She just sighed and got back up.

She continued to the castle.

Two guards blocked the entrance. 

“State your business,” one of them said sternly.

“I seek an audience with King Alistair,” Nisha replied.

“Follow me,” the guard said, then led the way to the throne room. “Wait here,” he said. He went through a door behind the throne chairs.

Within several minutes the guard along with the counsellor and the prince right behind emerged from the room. The guard walked past Nisha to go back to his post.

“Welcome, state your name,” Percey declared. 

“Nisha Furray.”

The counsellor got closer to her while the prince leaned against the King’s chair.

“The King is not accepting request at this time, young Furray,” Percey told her.

“Oh, okay. Do I come back tomorrow?” Nisha questioned.

Percey nodded, then went back through the door he came from.

Nisha started to walk away after she bowed a little to the prince.

“Nisha Furray,” Mercer said.

She stopped and looked back. “Yes, Your Highness?”

“The only shadow wielder besides me,” Mercer mentioned while looking at her.

“Unfortunately,” Nisha proclaimed quietly.

“There shouldn’t be shame in that,” Mercer told her as he started to step closer. “If I were King, I wouldn’t let you and future shadow wielders feel bad for being one. We need to prove just because we deal with darkness doesn’t mean we are.”

“That is why I am here,” Nisha stated.

“Oh, and what were you hoping for from the King?” Mercer asked.

“If there was a way to prove I won’t be another Draven. Maybe I could help around the town or castle?” Nisha inquired.

“I don’t think being a chambermaid would prove to all of Valdia that you are nothing to fear,” Mercer declared.

“What would you suggest, Your Highness?” Nisha asked.

“Come tomorrow, after the queen gives birth to the new heir,” Mercer replied.

“Is she giving birth now?” Nisha questioned.

Mercer nodded. “Run along fellow shadow wielder.”

Nisha bowed and hurried out of the castle. She headed back home.

“Lunch is almost ready,” Layla revealed as soon as she heard the door open. “What did the King say?” she asked as she looked at her daughter.

“Nothing,” Nisha answered as she sat down.

“Is that blood on your hand?” Layla questioned. “What happened?”

“What do you think?” Nisha asked as she revealed her hand more.

“Still?” Layla inquired.

“Always,” Nisha answered with her head down on top of her crossed arms.

“Wait, did you say nothing? The King had nothing for you?” Layla questioned.

“He didn’t talk to me. The queen is giving birth,” Nisha replied as she lifted her head up.

“Oh, how exciting,” Layla mentioned, then went back to preparing lunch. “Go back tomorrow.”

“Wouldn’t it be busy? Wouldn’t everyone want to congratulate him?” Nisha asked as she sat up straight.

Layla placed a plate with a ham and cheese sandwich with berries on the side. “There would most likely be a celebration tomorrow.”

Nisha took a bite.

“King Alistair would have a time for people to come up to him for that and that is when you ask about what you should do,” Layla told her as she sat down.

Nisha nodded and continued to eat.

Several hours later in the queen’s room, a new life had been born. She carefully cradled the baby.

“What should we name him?” Sarai asked Alistair.

The king was silent for a moment as he stared happily at his newborn son. “Korren.”

Sarai looked at him with a smile.

Alistair was happy to finally have a suitable heir for the people of Everettshire, but then feared what his younger brother would really do to ensure his right to the throne.

“You look trouble, my love,” Sarai stated.

Alistair quickly smiled at her. “I must let Percey know to start preparations for a celebration tomorrow.” He kissed her forehead before leaving.

“Tell Percey to meet me in the great hall,” Alistair told a guard.

“Yes, Your Majesty. The prince is already there waiting for your presence,” the guard shared.

Alistair nodded with apprehensive, then headed to the great hall.

Mercer sat in the king’s chair with his feet up on the table. “Ah, I suppose the queen has given birth now.”

“Yes, she has,” Alistair concurred.

Mercer smirked as he lowered his feet. “And by the look on your face, I would say it is a boy.”

“What do you intend on doing?” Alistair questioned as he slowly got closer.

“Nothing. If I am not declared your heir,” Mercer said as he got up from the chair.

Percey and Cora came into the room.

“Is this good news?” Percey questioned.

“Yes,” Alistair answered as he moved to his seat.

The others sat down as well.

“It is a boy. His name is Korren,” Alistair revealed.

“That is wonderful news,” Percey stated.

“Congratulation, Your Majesty,” Cora said. She looked over at Mercer.

The prince looked at her for a moment as he licked his lips, then looked back at the King.

“We should have a celebration tomorrow where Korren would be revealed as heir,” Alistair stated.

“I will start getting everything prepared for it,” Percey mentioned.

“I am curious, Your Majesty,” Mercer said. “Has the Elder Seer seen what he would wield?”

“She will in the morning,” Alistair replied.

“I wonder if he would be a light wielder like you, Your Majesty,” Cora proclaimed.

“Yes, I too wonder,” Mercer smiled in a way that made Alistair uneasy.

“We should rest for tomorrow,” Alistair mentioned quickly as he stood up.

Percey and Cora stood up as well.
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Chapter 2: celebrating the future king


[image: ]


The following morning, a blind old woman made her way with the help of a guard to the queen’s chamber.

“Thank you for coming so early, Elder Seer,” Alistair greeted as she walked in.

“It be only my job to be of service here,” the Elder Seer stated. She went to the bedside. “Hold the baby still.”

Sarai held Korren close to her while the Elder Seer stood right next to the bed.

The Elder Seer placed her hand on the baby’s forehead.

Everyone was silent, waiting for what she was going to say.

Alistair hoped Korren would be any wielder other than shadow.

“I feel,” the Elder Seer said. “Nothing.” She took her hand off of him.

“Nothing?” Sarai questioned as she looked at her, then the baby.

“How is that possible?” Alistair inquired as he took a step closer.

“There are times one is born without the gift,” the Elder Seer replied. “Does not make him any less special.”

“But a King is always a wielder,” Alistair stated.

“Then maybe his destiny is not for that title,” the Elder Seer proclaimed.

Alistair glared at the Elder Seer.

“You may be cross, My King,” the Elder Seer said as she walked up to him. “But the truth is something that is not catered to your wishes. Just a fact to be shared.”

“Your services are done for now,” Alistair told her.

The Elder Seer bowed, then headed out with the help of the guard.

“What do we say to the people?” Sarai asked.

“If we lie, in time the truth will be revealed,” Alistair replied.

“Celebrations today! Celebration for the new royal!” the town crier yelled out as he stood on the top of the stone staircase. “Queen Sarai had a child! Celebrations today!”

“Nisha!” Layla yelled from the bottom of the stairs in their home. “Get yourself up!”

Nisha woke up and quickly got dress in her favorite blue simple dress and tied her black vest. She put a cloth headband to keep her long black hair back. She got her shoes on and hurried down the stairs. She ran out.

“Wait! Breakfast!” Layla called out.

Nisha headed to the stone staircase. There was a line forming fast. As she stood in line, she hoped there was something the King would suggest.

The line wasn’t moving and the crowd was starting to get restless. Shoving and pushing was happening.

A guard knocked on the door of the Queen’s chamber.

“Come,” Sarai said.

“The people are lined up waiting and are getting restless, Your Majesty,” the guard revealed.

“Announce our arrival on the balcony,” Alistair told him.

The guard bowed and hurried to the balcony. “People of Everettshire!”

Most of the people settled down that could hear the guard.

“The King and Queen have an announcement to make. Please be patient!” the guard yelled as loud as he could.

The crowd cheered as the pushing happened again.

“Are you even allowed in the castle?” Vella asked Nisha from behind her.

“Won’t think the King would want to hear blessing from a shadow wielder,” Derrick stated.

“You know the prince is one too,” Nisha harshly told them as she partly looked back.

“Oh-ho! She talks back today,” Vella proclaimed gleefully. “You might want to be careful on the steps again. You don’t want to trip in front of everyone.”

Nisha felt her anger rising as a shadow mist started to form around her.

“You shouldn’t even be in line,” Derrick mentioned as he reached out over Vella to push Nisha.

The push caused Nisha to hit the person in front of her.

The man turned around. “Don’t be shoving me!”

“I am sorry,” Nisha quietly said.

The man turned back away, then Vella pushed her hard into him again. The man turned to face Nisha once more. He was pissed now and raised his hand, but Nisha dropped to fall into her shadow to avoid the punch. The man ended up punching Vella in the face, causing her to fall back into Derrick and causing a lot of commotion.

Nisha moved within her shadow around the man as guards showed up. She climbed out of her shadow from the ground.

It was one benefit of being a shadow wielder. You always have a shadow that you could fall into if you needed to escape.

“What seems to be the problem here?” one guard asked.

“That shadow wielder kept pushing me so I went to punch her when she disappeared,” the man replied. “I ended up punching her instead.”

“Where is the shadow wielder now?” another guard asked.

“Right there!” Derrick exclaimed while pointing to Nisha.

“Now you cut in front of me!” the man yelled.

The two guards grabbed him from attacking Nisha.

“You need a day in the dungeon to calm you down,” a guard said.

“She started it!” the man exclaimed.

“This is not over,” Vella told Nisha as Derrick helped her away from the line.

The King and Queen stood on the balcony.

“Attention!” the guard yelled.

The crowd of people in line started to settle down again.

“A boy has been born! The new heir of Everettshire! Korren Vallow!” Alistair yelled out.

The crowd cheered.

The King and Queen walked back inside and headed to the throne room to welcome the people to come in to see the baby and offer their blessings.

Mercer waited in the throne room for the arrival.

The Queen went to sit down on her chair as the King stared at his brother.

“Congratulations,” Mercer said to Sarai.

“Do you mean it?” Alistair questioned him.

“I can,” Mercer smiled.

“Tell me what you will do now,” Alistair snapped.

“You had one more chance to name me heir and you didn’t,” Mercer told him. 

“The people out there and all over Valdia will never accept you as a king. You must accept this, brother,” Alistair stated.

“That is fear talking. You are keeping it this way out of fear!” Mercer yelled the last word. “Think of what our father said on his death bed.”

Alistair took a moment to look at his brother. “You will never be king.”

Mercer glared at him, then clicked his tongue. He left the throne room.

Alistair went to his seat and nodded at the guard to let people in.

Nisha looked at the board on the wall of the tavern. Different messages were placed on it.

“A boy named Korren is the new heir!” the town crier yelled for the people further in line that may not have heard the king’s message.

A person was placing the same message on the board when Nisha noticed one of the papers posted.

“Want adventure? Come see King Alistair to be a part of the Valdia Adventure Club. Serious interested people only,” Nisha read softly. “Maybe I can do that.”

The line finally started to move.

The prince had walked out of the castle with a black hooded coat on and his sword attached to his side. He headed near the entrance of the town where the soldier’s horses were located.

“Your Highness? What are you doing here?” the horse master asked.

“Saddle Mirage,” Mercer instructed.

“Of course, Your Highness,” the horse master concurred.

In time Nisha got her turn to speak to the King and Queen.

“Congratulations for a son,” Nisha stated.

“Thank you,” Sarai said.

“Next,” Alistair called out.

“Wait! I wanted to ask about the Valdia Adventure Club!” Nisha exclaimed quickly.

“What is it that you can bring to the club?” Alistair questioned.

“I am a shadow wielder and wish to do good for Valdia and prove I won’t be like King Draven,” Nisha stated. She felt her nerves getting to her as she stood there.

The king and queen looked at each other.

“Percey, get me the parchment and badge,” Alistair requested. “Along with a pen.”

The counsellor left the throne room to fetch what was asked.

“Please step aside and wait,” Alistair mentioned to Nisha.

“Thank you very much, Your Majesty!” Nisha exclaimed with relish. She moved away from the line and waited for Percey.

The counsellor came back and went up to Alistair first. The King took the parchment. Percey then handed him the inkwell and pen. Alistair added something to the parchment, then rolled it up. He handed it back to Percey.

The counsellor handed the rolled-up parchment to Nisha. “Go to the tavern. There is a group of three that should be sitting there in the back.”

“Thank you,” Nisha smiled, then hurried away.

A servant stopped Nisha. “Food is this way.”

Nisha happily went to the table to make a plate of meat, cheese, and sweets. She headed to the tavern to look for the three.

When she got to the tavern, she looked around. She saw three people sitting together in the opposite side that she usually sits. She went up to them.

“Hello, are you the Valdia Adventure Club?” Nisha asked.

“Depends on who be askin’,” a halfling of three feet in stature with long wavy auburn hair said.

“I am Nisha Furray and I have this,” she answered while holding the rolled-up parchment and placing the plate of food down.

“Nice to meet you, Nisha. I am Milishail Aoife,” an elf with long straight blonde hair introduced. She had a very soothing weak voice. She was quite beautiful. “Please sit.”

Nisha smiled at her.

The only guy in the group reached out for the parchment. Nisha handed him it.

He unrolled it and read it.

“This is Verna Thornbarrel,” Milishail introduced.

“I can introduce meself, Milis,” Verna sternly told her.

Milishail sunk into her seat. “Sorry.”

“Is it really called Valdia Adventure Club?” Nisha questioned.

“It was the king’s idea to name it that,” the guy said. “I am Finley Ryder.” He had shoulder length brown hair and was the son of the sergeant Barrett.

“What can you offer to this group, lass?” Verna questioned.

“Well, I am a,” Nisha paused out of hesitation. “A shadow wielder.”

The three of them exchanged looks to each other.

“I want to show that a shadow wielder can do good and not turn fully into the darkness,” Nisha was quick to say.

“I say to give her a chance,” Milishail stated.

“You give anyone a chance,” Verna proclaimed.

“What can you do with your shadows?” Finley asked.

“I can fall into it if I needed,” Nisha replied.

“I always was curious about that,” Milishail mentioned. “What is it like?”

“Can you bring people in?” Verna asked.

“Everything is grey and muffled sounding. It is a void of nothingness,” Nisha replied. “No, I don’t think I could bring others with me unless they were a shadow wielder too.”

“Show us,” Finley said.

“Right now?” Nisha questioned.

Finley just stared at her.

Nisha took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She leaned to her side until she fell into her shadow. She stayed there for a moment.

“That would come in handy if she ever in trouble,” Verna said.

“Kind of scary to see, don’t you think?” Milishail mentioned.

“I think it is cool,” Finley proclaimed.

Nisha moved to the wall to get out of the shadow. It was easier then to climb from the floor where other people might watch her.

“Won’t play hide and seek with you,” Milishail said with a nervous chuckle.

Nisha partly laughed as well as she sat back down.

“Anything else?” Finley asked.

“I can throw it like a ball and use it as a shield,” Nisha replied.

“Any good with weapons or combat?” Verna questioned.

“No,” Nisha shook her head.

“May I?” Finley asked as he reached over to take a piece of meat from her plate, then looked at the other two. 

“Oh, sure okay,” Nisha agreed shyly.

“I think before I give this badge to you,” he said holding up a round gold trimmed badge with a carving of a mountainous terrain with light shining behind it. “We need to test your skills in the swamps of Tornriver.”

Milishail gasp. “Not at this time of year.”

“We need to make sure you are up for the task of going around Valdia to serve its people,” Finley stated.

“I am willing,” Nisha agreed.

“Good, we leave tomorrow morning,” Finley said.

“Now lets go and get some of this celebration food,” Verna mentioned as she stood up.

Mercer made sure his supplies were tightly secured to the saddle of his black mare, Mirage. He got on and rode out of Everettshire. He headed to the western bridge and to the road that led to the beach town of Talamea. 

He had a plan in mind in hopes that it will change his brother’s mind and honor what their late father requested.

Nisha went home with her plate of food to share with her mother.

“How did it go?” Layla asked.

Nisha decided not to share the fight in line but everything else. “There is adventure club that the king had set up. I will be leaving tomorrow.”

“Oh,” Layla mentioned. “Please be careful out there.”

“I will,” Nisha stated. “A little nervous at what will happen but it seems to be better than a chambermaid at the castle to prove.”

Layla lightly chuckled as she went to hug her. “I guess you are all grown up now.”
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Chapter 3: Setting out on an adventure
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Nisha woke up before her mother called for her. She was excited about going around Valdia. She never left Everettshire before.

She grabbed a bag from the floor near her bed. She looked at the limited things she had and wondered what she should bring. Obviously another dress.

Nisha put the bag with the strap going across her body and headed downstairs.

“Look who is up before I have to yell for you,” Layla said with a smile.

“I don’t really have anything to bring for this quest of mine,” Nisha stated.

“Here,” Layla said as she took off her necklace. “Your father gave it to me before we married.”

“Are you sure?” Nisha asked as she took it.

Layla smiled at her. “Do you have time for some eggs?”

“I hope so,” Nisha mentioned as she put the gem necklace on.

Layla grabbed a few apples and placed them on the table. “For your journey.”

“Thanks,” Nisha said while putting the three apples in her bag.

Layla made eggs for them both before Nisha had to leave.

“Where is Mercer?” Alistair asked his council.

“I haven’t seen him since yesterday morning,” Percey replied. “Cora, have you?”

“No, I have not,” Cora answered. “Perhaps a guard seen where he had gone.”

“Go ask every guard and servant around,” Alistair ordered.

Percey and Cora stood up. They bowed and left the great hall.

“Should I worry as much as you are?” Sarai asked.

Alistair looked at her. “I wish I knew what his plans are for taking the throne.”

“Would it be terrible if he did become the next king?” Sarai questioned.

Alistair sighed. “The people would...”

“You are hiding your fears behind what the people might think,” Sarai interrupted. “Maybe enough time has passed to allow another shadow wielder.”

Alistair stood up and headed out of the room without a single word.

Nisha walked out of her home and exhaled sharply. She headed towards the tavern on the other side of the town square.

A one horse covered wagon was right outside the tavern entrance.

Verna was giving a carrot to the horse.

“Good morning, Nisha,” Milishail greeted as she poked her head out from the opening of the wagon in the front.

“Hi,” Nisha acknowledged shyly.

“Don’t be shy, lass. Get on in,” Verna stated.

Nisha went to the back of the wagon and got in.

Finley was sitting across from Milishail. “Morning.”

“Morning,” Nisha greeted back.

Verna got on the driver’s seat and got her horse to move.

“You are a soldier in training right?” Nisha asked Finley.

“I am,” Finley answered.

“What are you doing being in the party? Shouldn’t you be training with the sergeant or something?” Nisha questioned.

“This is apart of the training. My father and King Alistair thought it would be a good idea to set this party up,” Finley replied.

“His father is the sergeant,” Milishail shared.

“Really?” Nisha questioned with wide eyes.

“Yep, so I am kind of the leader of the party,” Finley stated.

“Ha!” Verna exclaimed.

“Some people can not accept the truth,” Finley said in a low voice.

“And some live in denial,” Verna mentioned.

Once they got out of Everettshire, they went to the south bridge to go down the road to Tornriver.

“So if this is apart of the training, why isn’t there more soldiers in the party?” Nisha asked.

“It is more custom for soldiers in training to travel Valdia by themselves or with a second, but the king had an idea last year to make this adventure club and my father asked me to help with it,” Finley responded.

“Oh okay. Is that why young soldiers disappear for a few years before being a guard or in the troop?” Nisha asked.

“Yeah, it is supposed to help us learn all about Valdia and learn how to survive in different conditions,” Finley replied.

“That makes sense,” Nisha mentioned.

“It is encouraged for elves too,” Milishail stated. “As time goes on and lands change, we should learn how things become different and to adapt.”

Nisha nodded and smiled. 

“Have you ever left your home?” Milishail asked.

“No, this is a first,” Nisha answered. “I heard of different places here and there.”

“If Verna gets her horse to move faster, we will make it to the inn before nightfall,” Finley said loudly.

“You don’t want a tired horse,” Verna snapped.

“And I would rather we spend a night on a bed and not the ground,” Finley proclaimed.

“Why the ground to good for you, Your Highness?” Verna questioned.

Finley groaned and rolled his eyes.

Verna got her horse to trot at least.

Nisha tighten her lips as she looked at Milishail with raised eyebrows.

“You will get used to it,” Milishail whispered.

Nisha nodded, then looked around to see behind the driver’s seat was a few bags of rice and beans, a large jar of water loudly sloshing, and the three’s weapons. One sword, a dagger, another sword of half length, a small bow with a quiver, a large bow with a quiver, and a lyre harp.

“Who plays?” Nisha asked.

“I do,” Milishail answered. “But I...I would put you asleep.”

“It is very good for the short moment you hear it,” Finley declared.

Milishail smiled at him.

“That is cool,” Nisha said.

There was silence amongst them, just the sound of the horse trotting down the somewhat gravel road.

Finley cleared his throat. “Um, when you are in the void, do you see anything there?”

“Not clearly. It is not a clear image, like looking at a dirty pond,” Nisha responded. “The closer I get to something like a wall or tree, then I see it.”

“How do you get out? Can you get lost?” Milishail questioned.

“My shadow is always above me and I just have to jump up to climb out or go up to a wall or tree and walk through,” Nisha replied.

“Bet it was scary the first time,” Verna mentioned.

“Yeah, but also weirdly comforting,” Nisha concurred.

There was still some awkwardness between everyone since adding a new addition.

“I have a uh,” Nisha stated as she went into her bag. “A few apples.”

“I will cut it to share,” Finley said as he reached over to get his dagger.

Nisha handed him one apple.

Finley cut the apple in quarters and passed them out.

“Why is Tornriver bad this time of year?” Nisha questioned, then took a bite.

“The fog is thicker and the frodile can be harder to see,” Milishail replied. She took a small bite.

“Frodile?” Nisha inquired in mid chew.

“A nasty five-foot tall poisonous frog with a crocodile head,” Finley replied.

“It’s tongue is poisonous and the people of Tornriver request us to kill one so the witch doctor can make antidotes for it,” Verna shared while looking partly behind her.

“Is that what we are going to do?” Nisha questioned before taking another bite. She was a bit concern about it.

“Best way to see if you got what it takes,” Finley responded.

“And don’t worry, lass. I got potions if you get hurt,” Verna snickered.

Nisha nervously scoffed. She finished her apple slice.

Percey led the horse master to the throne room.

“Your Majesty, the horse master seen Mercer,” Percey revealed.

“Did he take his horse?” Alistair asked.

“He did,” the horse master answered.

Alistair sighed. “Did he have anything on him?”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” the horse master replied.

Alistair grunted. “Get Barrett!”

“Right away, Your Majesty,” Percey bowed and hurried out.

“You let me know the moment you see him and that horse come back,” Alistair told the horse master.

“I will,” the horse master bowed.

“Leave,” Alistair ordered.

The horse master left and returned to the stable.

Within a few minutes, Barrett came into the throne room.

“You wished to see me, Your Majesty?” Barrett asked.

“Yes. Has the Prince told you anything?” Alistair questioned.

“Regarding what?” Barrett inquired.

“I worry your Supreme Commander is subject to treason,” Alistair revealed.

“I am unaware of any plans he has against you and the crown,” Barrett stated. 

“You must be aware of how determine he is to secure his birthright,” Alistair proclaimed.

“We all know, Your Majesty,” Barrett agreed. “But I don’t think he would go far to eliminate you.”

“I fear that is where you are wrong,” Alistair mentioned. “He might go to the one known enemy of the Kingdom.”

“You really believe your brother would risk traveling to Dragonbourne to make a deal with gargoyles?” Barrett questioned.

“I am not taking any chances. Gather your best troop and retrieve him. Now,” Alistair instructed.

“Of course, Your Majesty,” Barrett concurred. He swiftly left and got his troop set to meet in the courtyard.

Alistair leaned forward with his face in his hands. He felt so worried for how far his brother would go. He didn’t know what he could do against his highly ambitious younger brother.

Barrett stood in front of seven very well-trained soldiers. “The king claims Prince Mercer of treason and must be brought in.”

The soldiers looked at each other.

“Do we have a heading?” Malyk asked.

“Not really,” Barrett answered. “Each of you take a town and keep an eye out. Take a hawk and send a message if he is found.”

The seven soldiers nodded.

“I will stay here and guard the king,” Barrett told them.

The soldiers started to leave.

“Malyk,” Barrett called. “Go to Dragonbourne.”

“Dragonbourne? Why would the Supreme Commander go there?” Malyk questioned.

“The king thinks Prince Mercer would go to the gargoyles for assistance,” Barrett replied.

“That is a suicide mission for him. The prince is smarter than that,” Malyk stated.

“It is an order,” Barrett told him.

By nightfall, the Valdia Adventure Club reached the Twin’s Inn. It was a nice stopping point before reaching Tornriver. The trading carriage stops here to rest and sell to the inn, but sometimes that served a problem.

They got their belongings before getting off the covered wagon after Verna stopped it to the side of the inn. She undid her horse and guide it to the pen in the back of the inn.

Finley, Milishail, and Nisha walked inside.

“Ah, my favorite people!” the innkeeper exclaimed.

“You are too kind, Axe,” Milishail stated.

“And you are too pretty,” Axe smirked.

“Alright, Axe,” Finley said as he went to sit down.

“Who is this newcomer?” Axe questioned.

Verna walked in to join the rest in sitting down.

“Nisha Furray,” Milishail introduced.

“She is being tested if she could join us,” Finley quickly shared.

“Well welcome,” Axe said to Nisha. “The usual for everyone?”

“Do you even need to ask?” Verna inquired teasingly.

Axe chuckled and walked away.

“Wait what is the usual?” Nisha asked.

“Ale and whatever with mutton,” Verna replied.

“And the best benefit of being in this party, is free food and rooms,” Finley declared.

“Oh, that is nice,” Nisha said.

Axe passed around mugs of ale. “Since you are here. Can you stay for when the trading carriage comes in?”

“Are there still bandits?” Finley asked.

“Thought we dealt with that when the last shipment came in,” Verna proclaimed, then gulped.

“Thought so too, but I have heard rumors from travelers going through the Eastern Plains,” Axe revealed. “A few of my crops and a horse has been stolen as recent as last week.”

Everyone looked at each other.

“Could there be a bigger group of bandits than a couple of people stealing?” Milishail questioned.

“More of like organized crime going on?” Axe inquired.

“Definitely something we should look into,” Finley stated.

“Did anyone see where they came from or went after?” Verna asked.

“They attack by the cliffs of the Eastern Plains,” Axe replied.

“Oh! What if they are living in the abandon town of Hill Forest?” Milishail proclaimed.

“It is a perfect place for no one
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