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      “I am disappointed, Morgana,” said a deep voice from the shadows.

      A thunderstorm raged outside the Star Palace and lightning flashed, revealing a man sitting in a high-backed velvet armchair. His face was worn and darkened by the sun. A short white beard covered his face, and his hair was peppered with numerous salty strands. Rain pelted incessantly against the ornate windowpanes, which rattled in the wind. Two massive fireplaces glowed in the darkness, throwing fleeting shadows around the room.

      “It’s not my fault we lost Elfi,” said Morgana, turning away from him and standing in front of the fireplace, staring into the flames as they danced before her. Smoke and a cloying sweet scent filled the space, making it difficult to breathe. “Lucian underestimated the girl. I will not make the same mistake.”

      The man’s dark eyes narrowed. He wore plain black robes and no adornments on his neck or fingers. He set his lips in a thin line as he reclined with his elbows on the armrests, his fingers linked together in front of him. “You should have gone yourself. You should have taken the Dagger to Elfi and exterminated the fae once and for all. You still fear the fae queen. Now, because of your cowardice, Abraxas has returned, and they are one step closer to destroying the book.”

      Morgana’s shoulders straightened. “I am not afraid of her. I didn’t want to risk losing the Dagger in the battle. Now the Grand Duchess of the Day Court thinks to bargain with me, the High Queen of Avalonia.” A feral sneer formed on her face. “I will have to give her a reminder as to who exactly she is dealing with. I will go and retrieve the book from Andromeda myself.”

      “You’d better. I cannot afford any more mistakes. And don’t forget who made you high queen. I can just as easily unmake you.”

      Morgana pushed her shoulders back. “The battle at Elfi was merely a setback. Brandor has confirmed their support. We are moving the goods to the dwarven fortress of Greygate as we speak. Once we secure an alliance with the dwarves, you shall have your new weapons, and our armies will decimate the fae. Avalonia will be ours before winter sets in.”

      “Good!” The man clasped his hands in front of him. “Have you appointed a new archmage?”

      Morgana nodded. “He is on his way to Eldoren.”

      He studied her, his eyes narrowed. “And the girl?”

      “I will handle her,” said Morgana.

      “No!” The man pushed himself up slowly from his chair. “I will handle the girl.”

      “I can stop her—give me another chance.”

      He shook his head. “This has gone on too long, Morgana. I left it to you, and you failed. I told you not to kill her, that we need her alive, but you didn’t listen. My plans are far too important to leave anything to chance. Not when the Dark Lord is ready to rise. I told you to capture Aurora Firedrake, but you didn’t. You had a chance to stop her in the ruins and you let her go. Now she’s back with powers that no one has ever seen before. But we still need her for the final part of the plan. You just do as I tell you. I want the girl in my possession before winter sets in.”

      A faint smile curved Morgana’s lips, cruel and sinister as she looked at the man before her, the expression in his eyes identical to her own. “It shall be done, Father.”
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      The clash of swords rang in my ears as I sidestepped and turned, slashing at my attacker, slicing him across his arm, and kicking him sharply in the stomach. He doubled over and shouted to his companions: rough, armed men who had been following us all day.

      “Behind you!” Tristan barked, taking on three others.

      I spun and ducked just in time to avoid another sword that came swinging toward my head. Sweat ran down my brow and between my breasts, and strands of loose hair stuck to my neck and face as I twirled swiftly, holding up my sword and bracing my legs. My arms shuddered as the mercenary’s broadsword connected with Dawn. The smooth, polished metal of my dwarven-made sword shimmered as the burnished gold rays of the setting sun illuminated the rubies on the hilt, which glistened like the glowing embers of a fire. Using my fae strength, I pushed my attacker away and tightened my grip on my sword.

      “I thought I told you to go back to Elfi, Aurora,” Tristan growled as he knocked out one man with the hilt of his sword. “Why are you following me?”

      “I’m not following you,” I lied, adjusting my stance and eyeing my attacker. “I’m just trying to find the book, like you are.” I let my fae senses take over just as the man lunged for me. Blood roaring in my ears, I twisted the weapon in my hands deftly, disarming him.

      Neither Tristan nor I wanted to use our fae magic for fear of giving away our location. These were simple mercenaries, soldiers without magic. They were more of an irritation than a threat to us. We had been careful, keeping our identities glamoured while we scoured Brandor for Andromeda and the book. The Grand Duchess of the Day Court had disappeared from Elfi after the battle of Abraxas. She had betrayed the fae and allied with Morgana in the hope that Morgana would make her Queen of Elfi. But when her plan to take over Elfi failed, Andromeda took the book and ran. It was now her only leverage with Morgana.

      For now, we had been lucky; we hadn’t come across any Drakaar yet. They seemed to be regrouping since their defeat at the battle of Abraxas. But I knew they would be back. Morgana would not give up so easily. I was all that stood between her and absolute power over the seven kingdoms of Avalonia, and she had no intention of letting me live past my eighteenth birthday.

      “I don’t need you here,” said Tristan, standing over two of our attackers as they bled on the ground; the others had fled. “I can track Andromeda on my own. You should leave this city.”

      “I can’t go back, Tristan. I need your help. It is the only way to make things right.” I pointed my sword at my attacker’s chin. “Where is she?”

      The mercenary held up his hands, fear showing in his dull brown eyes. “Who?”

      “The one who sent you to kill us,” I said plainly.

      Shaking his head, the mercenary said, “I have no idea what you’re talking about. I met a man—he gave us your portrait. They promised us a fortune for your head.”

      “Who paid you?” growled Tristan.

      The man shook his head again, looking between Tristan and me. “I can’t, they’ll kill me.”

      “And you think he won’t?” I glanced at Tristan, who stood almost a foot taller than me, looking as menacing as ever.

      Tristan and I had taken to wearing the traditional clothes of the Brandorians—loose billowing pants, a soft white muslin shirt under a short leather tunic, a turban wrapped around the head, and high brown boots. I had decided that dressing as a man was far easier and allowed me to move more inconspicuously. But somehow these mercenaries had managed to find out who we were. They had to be silenced, or Morgana would send more than just lowly soldiers my way.

      I touched my sword to the mercenary’s neck, just enough to draw a little blood. “Tell me who paid you, and I will let you go.”

      The man looked around, eyes darting back and forth like a trapped animal. But the street was darkening, and no one interfered.

      “It was—”

      His words were cut short as his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets, and he went still, his mouth open in a silent scream. He fell forward at my feet, an arrow protruding from his back.

      Tristan bent down and pulled out the arrow. “Ash,” he said, inspecting it more closely. Then, just as quickly, he dropped it and stood up. “The tip is made of blackened iron.”

      My eyes betrayed my horror. “How do they have arrows made of blackened iron?”

      “I don’t know.” Tristan’s voice was tense as he grabbed my hand and scanned our surroundings. “Morgana has obviously been keeping busy, arming her soldiers with magical weapons. These arrows were meant for us. We need to get out of here now.”

      The burnt-orange sky cast an eerie glow over the desert city as we ran through the narrow, dusty streets of Nedora, the capital city of Brandor. Built hundreds of years ago from a small trading outpost, Nedora was a much older city than Sanria, with a haphazard maze of streets in the inner section of the town, which slowly expanded over years to create the sprawling city it was today. It was ruled by the powerful Detori dynasty, a ruthless, bloodthirsty family, with lies and backstabbing an everyday occurrence in their court.

      This city was quite different from Sanria on the western coast of Brandor, where my friend Santino Valasis, the pirate prince, resided. It was said that the Detoris were the ones responsible for the death of Santino’s elder brother, Alfonso, the Valasis heir, although it had never been proven. The heads of these two families were the richest and most powerful emirs on the Council of Five. In recent years, it was Santino’s father Roderigo Valasis, the Emir of Sanria, who had become the most influential prince on the council. But fortunes could change at any time, and the Detori family and the Valasis family were constantly vying for control of Brandor.

      We ran out of the alley and into a more crowded street as we slowed to a walk. “What would happen if one of us got hit with an arrow of blackened iron?” I asked Tristan as I straightened my short tunic and adjusted my turban, which conveniently kept my long hair hidden.

      “If a High Fae gets injured by a weapon made of blackened iron, especially if it was magically forged as that arrow was, the wound will not heal as it is supposed to,” Tristan explained. “If it hits a vital organ, it can be deadly even to an immortal.”

      I put my hand on his arm. “We need to find out where that blackened iron came from.”

      Tristan’s eyes narrowed, but he nodded. “Among other things.”

      The streets were still buzzing with the sounds of the bustling market—sellers shutting down their brightly colored stalls and gathering their unsold wares or haggling for the last trade of the day as twilight started to set in. Camels lazed by a fountain in the shade of a crooked palm tree as children played a hopping game by the side of the street. The fragrant smells of spiced pastries and meat roasting on open pits filled the humid air as we hurried past the dusty alleys and roads back to the inner section of the city, where we had taken rooms at a local inn. Or at least that’s where I thought Tristan was going, so I followed him.

      My grandmother had tricked me into agreeing to become betrothed to Tristan even though she knew Rafe was not marrying Katerina Valasis as she had led me to believe. She timed it perfectly, knowing Rafe was on his way to see me. He’d arrived just in time to watch me become betrothed to the Prince of the Night Court in the presence of all the fae nobility. When Tristan realized what my grandmother had done and that I was still in love with Rafe, he’d left Elfi.

      He had been tracking Andromeda and the book for weeks now. I had followed, keeping myself glamoured and hidden, but he knew I was there—and I was lucky he knew, or I would have had to take on the attackers on my own. I probably could have handled them myself, since I was becoming good with a sword and had been getting a lot of practice. But it was always nice to know that Tristan was around. His sword skills were unmatched in Avalonia and beyond.

      I had tried everything from apologizing to trying my luck and ordering him to help me rescue my granduncle. None of it had worked; he was determined to brush me off every chance he got. If only he would talk to me and let me explain what had happened.

      But Tristan was having none of it. He always seemed exasperated when he saw me. “Leave me alone, Aurora. Go back to Elfi.”

      “Not until you talk to me.”

      He whirled around, stopping suddenly in a small grubby street. “There is nothing to talk about. We were betrothed out of necessity. I took an oath, and that’s why I am bound to you. But that doesn’t mean I have to spend every waking hour listening to you chattering.”

      My spine bristled as I tried to keep calm. “I’m not chattering, I just want to talk.” I threw my hands up in the air. “I need your help, Tristan. I can’t do this alone.”

      “So you keep saying.” He clasped my shoulders and pulled me toward a dark corner of the street, so close his breath was hot on my face. He smelled of cloves, cinnamon, and pine trees. My breath hitched as he gazed down at me. His dark eyes were the color of the sky at midnight. “Then talk.”

      “I, um . . .” I hesitated, suddenly at a loss for words. “I want to apologize.”

      “You did that already.” Tristan’s gaze was pure steel, his eyes swirling with silver sparks. “But what I would like to know is what you believe you are apologizing for.”

      I looked down, my eyes level with the leather straps that crossed his powerful chest and kept the swords on his back in place. Tristan was a warrior through and through, with centuries of experience and a hatred for all things mage. I didn’t blame him for being upset, but I could not change the way I felt about Rafe, even if I tried. And I had tried. But Rafe’s face haunted my dreams every night. I kept seeing his eyes looking at me with such hurt and anger. Not so different from how Tristan was looking at me now.

      “I never meant for it to be this way,” I said, finally finding the words and looking up at his devastatingly handsome face. “You knew from the very start how I felt about Rafe. I never kept it a secret. Everyone knew.”

      “Yes, but when you agreed to become betrothed, I thought . . .” He paused and shook his head, his face going blank. “Well, it doesn’t matter what I thought.”

      I looked away and Tristan moved back. “I have to go. There is an informant waiting for me at the teahouse by the western gate.”

      “I’ll come with you.”

      Tristan shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

      I followed him through the narrow streets, past short, squat sandstone houses with flat roofs, to the western district of the city. Lanterns were being lit along the way as we passed Detori soldiers, their crimson uniforms trimmed with gold, standing out in stark contrast in this drab and poor part of the city. The big, bearded soldiers patrolled the streets and dark alleys at night, sporting huge, curved swords at their waists. They paid us no attention, except a cursory glance as we hurried past.

      The teahouse Tristan spoke of was not what I expected at all. I had pictured people sitting around in a small shop sipping tea and nibbling on cakes like in the little cafés in Elfi or Eldoren. But this Nedorian teahouse was quite the opposite and, despite the name, quite frankly not a teahouse at all.

      I followed Tristan through a door and down the rickety stairs of a deserted house in a dingy alley. The air was thick with the overpowering smells of hookah smoke and, as Tristan pointed out, opium. It was a dark, seedy place, where drunks and pirates fumbled and frolicked with veiled barmaids and stuffed their bellies with mediocre food until they were satiated. Customers lounged on multicolored divans strewn with sumptuous but incredibly gaudy silk cushions, watching gauzy-veiled women in transparent chiffon pants and revealing jeweled tops gyrate lasciviously above them.

      The proprietor was a large, bearded man wearing a green silk turban, loose pants, and a jacket in the Brandorian style. Tristan dropped a few coins in his hand; he grinned as he counted the gold, revealing his hideously rotting, tobacco-stained teeth. He pointed to a garish pile of cushions in the corner of the room where a hooded person was sitting, waiting for us.

      I held Tristan’s arm and kept my voice low. “Are you sure about this? We can’t afford to let anyone know we are here. Who is this informant we’re meeting?”

      Tristan looked down at my hand on his arm as if it were a leech. “You didn’t have to come,” he said, stopping abruptly to face me, pulling his arm away. “Go home. Or better still, go to your Prince Rafael. Go anywhere, I really don’t care.”

      I ground my teeth together, but I didn’t want to start a fight with Tristan in the middle of this hellhole, so I kept quiet as I followed him to the corner of the room.

      Tristan hardly spoke to me anymore. All the progress we had made was shattered that night when he saw how I looked at Rafe. He had become cold and distant, like he was when I first met him. Our betrothal was forced upon us, and Tristan was bound by his oath to comply. I didn’t have a choice but to deal with the fact that what was done was done—we could not break a royal contract without a good reason, or the fae would think I was rejecting them. Queens rarely had the option of love in marriage; it was all royal contracts and planned negotiations. Why should I think my life would be different? War was coming, and I needed the fae army’s loyalty through this betrothal if I was going to take back my father’s kingdom from Morgana.

      We sat down on the cushions beside the stranger: a woman, but there was something strange about her. I reached out with my magic and wove it around her probingly. The woman’s features changed as I broke apart the glamour that shrouded her real visage.

      Her azure eyes twinkled as they revealed themselves to me. “You are getting good at this.”

      “Penelope!” I gasped as I looked around the room for any other High Fae she might have brought with her. But through the haze of smoke and frolicking bodies, I didn’t see anyone I knew.

      Tristan’s frown deepened. “What are you doing here?”

      “Don’t worry, I came alone,” Penelope answered softly.

      “How did you find us?” It was a stupid question, but I had to ask. I thought we had been quite careful. Obviously not careful enough.

      Penelope shrugged. “It wasn’t easy, but I do have my sources. I knew you would be tracking Andromeda and the book. The trail led me to Nedora, and after that it wasn’t hard to find the two of you. You have been asking about the High Fae in a city of thieves and pirates. And if I managed to find you, the Drakaar won’t be far behind.”

      “Let them come,” I said, flexing my fingers. “I am not afraid of them anymore.” Ever since I discovered my true powers as the Dawnstar and Illaria Lightbringer’s heir, the fears that had plagued me earlier seemed to diminish in intensity.

      “Well, you should be,” said Penelope sternly. She kept her hood on as we conversed, but moved closer and lowered her voice a notch. “You would do well to remember that you are not yet immortal and can still be killed. Your magic may be strong, but there is so much you still don’t know. It is dangerous for you to be out here unprotected when the world is falling to pieces. Izadora just wants to help.”

      “I thought I made it clear that I don’t want to see my grandmother. I refuse to be manipulated by her anymore. I am not going back to Elfi.”

      “I understand, Aurora,” said Penelope. “Believe me, I know what Izadora is like and how she has to have things her own way. What she did was unforgivable. But you will need her support for the battles to come.”

      “She cannot force me to do anything now,” I said, straightening. “After everything I did to help the fae, this is the thanks I get? I made sure she stayed on her throne, even though the Elder Council wanted to remove her and crown me instead. She knew how much Rafe meant to me and she didn’t care.”

      “She does care, Aurora,” said Penelope, softening her tone. “But the fact remains: she is still the ruler of Elfi and the only one who can keep the Elder Council in check. If you remove Izadora from the throne, there will be chaos in Elfi, the noble families will fight among themselves for power, and civil war will ensue. The generals will not go against her. If you do not do as she asks, Izadora will not send the fae army to help you regain Illiador.”

      My mouth dropped open. “She wouldn’t do that. She wouldn’t go back on her word.”

      Tristan’s eyes blazed. “Don’t be naïve, Aurora. Of course she would. It’s what she does. And what makes her such an effective ruler.”

      It was irritating as hell, but he was right. I relented. “What does she want?”

      Penelope’s face softened. “At least speak to her.”

      I shook my head. “I will not go back to Elfi.”

      “You don’t have to,” said Penelope, getting up from the table. “Come with me and I will show you.”

      We left the “teahouse,” and I took in a breath of hot, humid air. Anything was better than the sickening smell of sweaty unwashed bodies heavily doused in strong perfume, mixed with the heady scent of opium smoke.

      The desert sky was clear. Stars twinkled like a crowd of fireflies in a stately dance as Penelope took us to a two-story sandstone structure with a flat roof, the inn where she had been staying. The arched doorway led to a small open courtyard with date palms shading a lone bench from the outside world. A narrow patio ran along the edges of the square courtyard, adjacent to the rooms. Stone stairs led to a first-floor balcony, which overlooked the inner courtyard and led to rooms on the upper floor. It was peaceful and calm and so different from the crowded, badly maintained place where Tristan had chosen to stay.

      “Why didn’t we take rooms here?” I whispered to Tristan. “Instead of that awful place we’ve been holed up in for the past few weeks.”

      Tristan glared at me. “Who asked you to stay there? I would have much preferred it if you’d stayed here. Then I wouldn’t have had to put up with you.”

      “Well, if I had known this place existed, I would have,” I snapped back.

      “Stop it, you two.” Penelope shot us an irritated look as she greeted a young veiled lady in white, who then ushered us up the roughly hewn stone stairs to the upper rooms at the inn. It was small but clean, with a lumpy bed and a chipped ornate dresser that looked like it had once graced the room of a grand house. Even with its imperfections, it looked completely out of place along the faded old wall. But the room was airy and had two large windows looking out onto the street below, with white-latticed shutters and light muslin curtains that fluttered in the breeze.

      Penelope went about inspecting a big oval mirror that hung above the dresser. The gold leaf was damaged and peeling, and the mirror had dark blotches scattered within. “This will do.”

      I scrunched my eyebrows together. “Do for what?”

      “You’ll see.” Penelope stood in front of the mirror. “As I said before, there is still so much more you have to learn. Spirit magic is vast, the most complicated of all fae magic, and your time in Elfi was not enough for you to learn all there is to know.”

      She reached out with her magic and the mirror started to swirl with a silvery mist. Slowly a silhouette and then a figure came into view. My grandmother was sitting on her throne, with Tristan’s grandmother, Rhiannon, standing beside her. Penelope explained that mirror portals let spirit-fae speak to each other over long distances without having to spend the power of creating an actual portal that could be traveled through. We could speak to each other but could not pass through to the other side.

      The queen of the fae looked me over but did not smile. “I’m glad you have finally put your childish feelings aside, Aurora. There is much work to be done.” She threw a look at her sister. “We have been tracking Andromeda. I will let you know when she opens another portal.”

      My eyes widened. “You can track portals?”

      Izadora shot a fierce glance at Rhiannon. “You did not teach her portal tracking?”

      “There was hardly any time to teach her anything,” the Dowager Duchess of the Night Court said briskly. “She was only here for a few months, so all I could teach her were the basics. Mastering fae magic takes decades—you know that better than anyone, Izadora.”

      I didn’t like the sound of that. I thought I had learned adequate control over my magic, but it turned out it was not enough. There was so much more to learn, and now I had no one to teach me. But I had no more time to hide away in Elfi and learn—the time had come to act.

      “Morgana will soon be recruiting more soldiers to swell the ranks of her army, and we must do the same,” said my grandmother. “We must make sure the other kingdoms stand with us. Breaking Morgana’s hold over Brandor will be your first task. Since you are already in Nedora, meet with Emir Darius Detori and secure his friendship. If the Detoris stand with us, the other emirs will be easier to convince.”

      Penelope nodded. “You are right. The Detoris rule this whole area, and they have skilled soldiers which could be invaluable to us. I will set up a meeting with Darius Detori.”

      “Good,” said Izadora. “Once you have secured the east of Brandor, I want you to go to Sanria and meet with Santino Valasis and his father. Remind them of our friendship and make sure all the Brandorian emirs and their armies stand with us against Morgana.”

      I tapped my foot. “The last time I was there, Emir Valasis refused to help. What makes you think he will help now?”

      “The last time he met you, you were not the Dawnstar or a Dragonlord. I think he will reconsider.” Izadora paused and her gold eyes glowed eerily. “If not, make him.”

      “But we have to do something about my granduncle too.” I crossed my arms. “We can’t leave Silverthorne in that dungeon. You told me you would help.”

      Rhiannon stepped forward. “We will help Silverthorne. But first we have to gather our forces and find out more information. We can’t have you running off into enemy territory to rescue your granduncle on a whim. We have had reports that gorgoths are patrolling the skies around Eldoren, and the Summer Palace is heavily warded, so you cannot portal in. And even if you could break the wards and manage to create a portal of such distance, it will drain your power to a great degree. If you are captured while your magic is recovering, you will not be able to save yourself.”

      “I don’t understand,” I said to the Dowager Duchess of the Night Court. “I thought fae magic could never be depleted and is fueled by the elements. You told me that yourself.”

      Rhiannon nodded as my grandmother gave her an irritated look. “This is true for four of the five fae powers. Spirit magic is different—it comes from within and cannot be replenished by the elements. The power of a spirit-fae depends on their inner magic, and it can be very dangerous to the fae involved if it is depleted past a certain threshold. That’s why Penelope nearly died in the catacombs trying to close the portal. She had to use powerful spirit magic to battle Skye and the Day Court guards until my son’s forces arrived.”

      I glanced at Penelope and she nodded. “Even if you have other fae powers, as you do, your ability to use them will be diminished in intensity until your inner spirit magic has been replenished. It is the cost of a spirit-fae’s vast power.”

      I clenched my fists as I tried to gather my thoughts. This had thrown me off guard. Every time I thought I had learned enough about magic and how it worked, something would be revealed to show me that I never really knew very much at all. There was so much to know and so little time to learn.

      “What about Rafe?” I asked.

      My grandmother’s eyes narrowed. “What about him?”

      “I have to help Rafe get his throne back, and I have to explain why I agreed to get engaged to Tristan.”

      “Then you should have gone there when you had the chance instead of following me here,” growled Tristan, who was leaning against a wall near the door to the room.

      I couldn’t deal with him right now, so I ignored his jab and continued speaking with my grandmother. “You said yourself we will need the mages to stand with us. And now that King Petrocales is dead, Rafe is the rightful King of Eldoren. Without him we will never get the warrior-mages of Eldoren to join us in this war.”

      Penelope looked at my grandmother and raised an eyebrow. “She does have a point.”

      “Yes,” said the fae queen, her lips a thin line. “But right now, we don’t have enough warriors to waste our forces on restoring Rafael to his throne.” Her eyes narrowed as she assessed me. “Our first priority is getting the Dagger of Dragath out of Morgana’s clutches. But at the same time, we have to make sure that the Book of Abraxas is never opened.”

      “How can you be so cold?” I gritted my teeth, my hands balled into fists.

      “What’s done is done,” said the queen of the fae. “Rafael Ravenswood is not your concern anymore, Aurora.”

      I put my hands on my hips and glared at my grandmother. “He will always be my concern.”

      My grandmother’s gold eyes flashed, but she chose to keep quiet.

      The dowager came closer to the mirror. “This is the way things have to be, Aurora. It is better for all the kingdoms if you marry a High Fae prince instead of a mage.”

      I frowned. “Says who?”

      “Says anyone with a lick of sense,” snapped my grandmother, obviously unable to keep quiet any longer.

      Rhiannon clasped her hands together. “You may not see it now, Aurora.” Her tone was sympathetic. “But soon you will come to realize your grandmother only has your best interests at heart. You are the only heir to the ancient house of Eos-Eirendil, and the last Dragonlord of Avalonia. You cannot marry a mage, and you don’t need to. You are the rightful queen of the most powerful mage kingdom in these lands. An alliance with a High Fae prince is what will bring Avalonia together once more and heal the rift between the mages and the fae.”

      My shoulders drooped as I looked at my grandmother, suddenly feeling like a little girl who was in way over her head. “But you promised to help me.”

      “I did,” said my grandmother. “I promised to help you save your mother and get your kingdom back. That is what I am doing. We had no agreement to help the Prince of Eldoren.”

      At that moment I really hated the fae queen.

      Ever since that fateful night nearly a month ago when Rafe had walked out of my life forever, I had thrown myself into tracking Andromeda and the book. I had left Elfi without consulting my grandmother, but I was so angry with her, it was better for us to have this time apart. She had tricked me into becoming engaged to Tristan when she knew Rafe was on his way to see me, and every time I thought about what she had done, my blood boiled.

      I crossed my arms and glared at her. “I cannot stand by and let Rafe lose his throne. It was my fault that Lilith came back from the dead as a shadow wraith in the first place. And Uncle Gabriel is still in the dungeons. Isn’t securing the last key as important as finding the Book of Abraxas?”

      “Silverthorne doesn’t have his key—he must have hidden it somewhere,” said Rhiannon. “So far Morgana hasn’t found it, or he would already be dead, like the other guardians.”

      “What about the weapons she is making?” I told them about the blackened iron arrow shot at us in the back alleys of the desert city.

      Izadora stiffened visibly as she turned her golden gaze to her sister. “Penelope, find out where they are getting this blackened iron and stop them,” she snapped. “Dragath’s forces are already stirring. Something doesn’t feel right.”

      My heart fluttered as a great weight seemed to descend on my shoulders. “I’m not sure I can do this on my own.”

      Izadora’s eyes softened, but only slightly. “You won’t be alone, Aurora. Tristan and Penelope will accompany you. Once you have secured Brandor, Penelope will contact me. We can decide how to proceed from there.”

      Tristan, who had stayed out of most of the conversation, pushed himself off the wall and came to stand beside me in front of the mirror. “And if I refuse to help?”

      My grandmother’s golden eyes hardened again as she stared at Tristan. “You cannot refuse. If you do, your oath will be broken.” She moderated her tone. “I need you to go with her, Tristan. You are the only one who can protect her on such a perilous journey.”

      “I’m quite capable of looking after myself,” I said tartly.

      Tristan snorted but didn’t say any more.

      “And Penelope will be there,” I added, more to convince myself than anyone else. I didn’t want Tristan to know how badly I needed his help, although he must have guessed by now, after I’d been following him around for weeks, trying to get him to come with me to Eldoren to rescue my granduncle.

      “Tristan knows he must do as I say,” said Izadora, a dangerous smile creeping across her face. “If he doesn’t, I will strip him of his title as Prince of the Night Court and exile him from Elfi forever.”

      Tristan’s eyes blazed, but he didn’t refute what she said.

      “If he chooses not to come with me, you can’t take away his title,” I argued. I wanted him to come with me, but not at this cost. “He is the only heir to the Night Court throne. The Grand Duke Kildaren will never accept it.”

      “Kildaren will accept it if he finds out he has another son.” She threw a glance at the dowager duchess and gave Tristan a malicious grin. “Isn’t that so, Rhiannon?”

      Tristan’s grandmother’s face tightened, but she nodded all the same.

      “What do you mean, Izadora?” Tristan took a step toward the mirror. “Is this another one of your tricks?”

      “If you don’t believe me, ask Penelope,” the fae queen said with a sharp glance at her sister.

      Tristan and I turned toward her. “Penelope, is this true?”

      “This was not the time to bring it up.” Penelope’s blue eyes flashed with anger. But she nodded. “Yes. I’m afraid she speaks the truth.”

      The queen of the fae shimmered in the mirror. “Take my advice and do as I say, Tristan, or there will be consequences.”

      I knew without my grandmother’s help I wouldn’t get far, even with the powers I now possessed. “But what about my mother and the Dark Dagger?”

      “All in good time,” said the queen of the fae.

      I weighed the options, and as much as I hated to admit it, she was right. My grandmother was a master strategist, and if I wanted to win back my kingdom, I should start listening to her, even though I didn’t want to. My every instinct cried out to go straight to Rafe, but running off into enemy territory on my own wasn’t an option. However much I wanted to follow my heart and run back to Rafe and my granduncle to help them, I had finally realized I had a much greater purpose beyond my own happiness.

      The mirror shimmered again, and Izadora and the Crystal Castle disappeared.

      I turned to Penelope, my mind a beehive of possibilities. “What did she mean when she said Kildaren had another son? Who is he?”

      Tristan’s jaw was tense, and he stood unmoving as Penelope sat down on a nearby chair.

      “Kildaren and I knew each other when we were young. He was my first love.” She glanced quickly at Tristan and the corner of her lips pulled up with the hint of a smile. “My sister was already queen; she refused the match, and we needed her consent for the wedding. At the time she had her heart set on an alliance with the Day Court, so Kildaren ended up marrying Selene instead. But after Tristan’s mother passed away, Kildaren came to me professing his love. Out of respect for Selene’s memory and for Tristan, we thought it would be better to wait for a while before we married. Especially after the tragic way her life ended. So we kept it a secret.”

      “Thank you,” said Tristan, his twilight-blue eyes shimmering.

      Penelope shook her head. “It was the right thing to do.”

      I thought back to the story Skye had told me about Tristan’s mother and the brutality of the mage soldiers who murdered her. My heart constricted for the sorrow and pain Tristan must have felt when he found his mother’s remains. The mages still whispered about him—the Dark Prince of the Night Court, an unforgiving fae-warrior who destroyed a whole garrison of mages and burned their fortress to the ground. But I knew why he’d done it, and I couldn’t say I blamed him.

      “What happened between you two? Why did he hate you so much when you came back?”

      Penelope looked out at the moonlit street beyond the window, her gaze far away. “When Izadora decided to send me to Illiador to look for you and gather information on Morgana, I could not refuse. She was distraught after having lost her only child, and she was certain that Elayna’s daughter was alive somewhere. She felt the magic of the portal that sent you to the other world. I was forbidden from telling anyone where I was going.”

      I raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t tell Kildaren you were leaving? I’m sure he would have understood.”

      “I had no choice,” Penelope snapped, turning back to me. “Izadora warned me not to tell anyone. But I loved Kildaren, and I couldn’t leave without seeing him one last time. I went to him the night before I left so we could be together just once.” A single tear slid down her cheek. She hurriedly brushed it away and said softly, “It was only once.”

      My eyes widened, understanding dawning. “Kalen is Kildaren’s son! Isn’t he?”

      “Yes,” Penelope nodded, looking at the fae prince who stood beside me, expressionless. “Kalen is the son of the Grand Duke of the Night Court and Tristan’s half brother.”
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      “I have a brother?” Tristan said finally.

      Penelope nodded. “A half brother, yes.”

      Now that I thought about it, they did look similar, but I had never made the connection because of Kalen’s silvery blond hair, so much like his mother’s. But his chin and the shape of his face were similar to Tristan’s—a lighter, younger version of his darkness.

      “I have tried to keep him safe,” said Penelope, wringing her hands together. “He doesn’t know about his real heritage or the powers that he may come to possess.”

      “You have no idea.” Tristan gave Penelope a dark look as shadows seemed to form around him. “He must be trained properly, or he will become a risk to himself and others.”

      Penelope nodded. “He is still young, and his powers have not manifested yet. I intended to tell him when the time was right.”

      The shadows surrounding Tristan flickered and dissipated as quickly as they appeared. “My father needs to be told.”

      “Not yet,” said Penelope, expelling a relieved breath as Tristan calmed himself. “At the moment it is better we keep this information to ourselves. Morgana thinks he is insignificant, and I would like to keep it that way. It is better that no one knows who he really is, or his life will be in danger because of the magic that he may or may not possess.”

      Tristan nodded. “Where is he now?”

      “In Eldoren with Rafael,” said Penelope.

      Swirls of silver started to form around the edges of Tristan’s twilight irises.

      I quickly tried to change the subject. Tristan’s mood went from surly to downright dangerous whenever Rafe’s name was mentioned, and I needed him to be cooperative right now. “So, how do we organize a meeting with Darius Detori?”

      “I will set it up,” said Penelope. She turned to the fae prince. “Tristan, can you find out where those arrows came from?”

      “I will make inquiries,” Tristan replied abruptly, and left the room.

      Penelope sighed and sat down on the window seat. “Once we get to Sanria, we will be able to better assess the situation. Santino’s spy network is even more intricate than mine. He has people stationed all over the seven kingdoms, in every court. I want to set up a meeting between you and all the rulers. Not many people really know you—they have only heard stories about you, and you have been away from this world for so long, most of them think you are merely a myth. They need to know that you are a real person, a leader who will be able to protect them from Morgana and the Drakaar. They need to have faith in you, or they will succumb to Morgana’s threats because they have no one else to help them.”

      “Do you think they will agree to meet with me?”

      “I hope so. We need to gather more forces to go up against Morgana and the Drakaar. The Brandorian cavalry consists of highly trained soldiers and is a force to be reckoned with. Once we meet with the Detori emir and assess where his allegiance lies, we will make haste to Sanria and meet with Santino Valasis and his father.”

      “What about the Silver Swords? Santino said they want to help.”

      “I’m sure they do. But the fact remains that they are not enough, even with the support of the fae army. We still need Brandorian soldiers, not to mention Santino’s mercenaries and pirates, and we need the Eldorean mages as well.”

      “So I was right? We do need Rafe’s help as King of Eldoren?”

      Penelope nodded. “Yes, but that will come later. We must secure Brandor so the fae army can march unhindered through their territory. If Brandor joins with Morgana, the fae army will be effectively cut off from the rest of the world. At the moment, Morgana’s army is the greatest force in the seven kingdoms. When united with the Drakaar and their demonic armies, their numbers far exceed our own. The army Lucian brought to Elfi was only a small part of their actual force. And we don’t even know how many more creatures they have hiding behind the Silverspike Mountains and in the farthest reaches of the Darklands. In open battle we will be sorely outnumbered.”

      I wiped my sweaty hands on my pants. “But Emir Valasis, Santino’s father, has already refused to help. He met me and he doesn’t think I am capable of taking my throne back and defeating Morgana. I’m not so sure the other rulers will agree to follow me into battle.”

      “Then we must convince them,” said Penelope, standing up and smoothing her skirt.

      “How?”

      “Leave that to me.”
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      That night I slept very little and was awakened by a sudden shrill wail that sent a chill racing down my spine. It was coming from outside.

      The sun had not yet reared its head, but it was making progress. A light pink glow had started to form on the horizon, heralding its advent across the Brandorian sky. The moon, still unaware that its light would soon be rendered useless, shed an eerie glow over the foggy courtyard outside the tavern as I ran to the window. Penelope and I were sharing a room; she hurried out of her bed, following me.

      I froze at the scene unfolding outside.

      A young mahogany-skinned slave girl was shackled and kneeling on the cobblestones. A black-turbaned slave master wielded a whip, cracking it down on the girl’s back, tearing through tender flesh and drawing blood. She cried in agony as the lash hit her.

      The fog shifted, and the light of dawn illuminated her form. I noticed patterns on her body, tattoos marking her from the tribes of Rohron.

      My fingers clenched and opened as I moved forward and grabbed the windowsill. It was a few feet to the ground, and I had jumped much farther than that during my training sessions in the forest with Tristan.

      Penelope grabbed my arm. “You cannot interfere, Aurora. Slavery is an age-old custom here in Brandor. You cannot do anything for the girl.”

      I twisted out of her hold and put my foot on the windowsill. “Let them try and stop me.”

      The slave master raised his arm, poised to bring the whip down upon the girl’s bleeding back once again.

      My fae senses took over as I landed in a crouch between them.

      He raised the whip above his head, and it lashed out toward me.

      I moved swiftly before the weapon struck, the blood roaring in my ears as my magic awoke. My fae senses guided me as I dodged, avoiding the blow and catching the whip in my hand. I wrapped it firmly around my arm and pulled. The slave master flew forward and landed face-first in the mud at my feet.

      He pushed himself up, sputtering through the mud. “Guards!” he croaked. “Guards! Arrest her!”

      I raised my arms and unleashed my magic, flinging the slave master clean across the courtyard. His head cracked on the stone wall, and he fell to the ground.

      There was silence.

      A young nobleman stepped out of the shadows. Oval eyes studied me from under his lavender turban. He had a round face with skin the color of honey. His eyes widened when he saw me. “What is the meaning of this? How dare you interfere with my slaves?”

      My hands balled into fists as I pushed my magic back down. “Is this the way you treat the people who work for you? This girl is barely conscious.”

      The nobleman lifted his chin. “She must be punished for daring to try to escape.” His beady brown eyes flashed in warning.

      But I could not let this go. “A few more lashes and she could have died,” I ground out between clenched teeth.

      The nobleman waved his hand, dismissing the thought. “Who cares what happens to her? She is of no consequence.”

      Even though I knew slavery was rife in Brandor, I had never paid attention; I had allowed myself to be blind to this until now. It wasn’t my problem and I stayed out of it. But after seeing this girl and the suffering she’d endured, I realized that Illiador was not the only kingdom I had to save. I was the Dawnstar, the light that filled the world with magic. I could not let anyone—man, woman, or child—in any kingdom endure such cruelty as long as I could help it.

      “Every person is of consequence,” I growled. “Your worth is not determined by your fancy clothes or the color of your skin. It is the choices you make and the way you treat people that show who you truly are.” I moved closer to the girl to shield her from his glare. “I suggest you let her go.”

      “Never!” the young nobleman snarled, his hands on his hips.

      The empty streets had started to fill up as the Brandorians woke to another day and started going about their business. Onlookers who had gathered were whispering among themselves.

      I ignored him and moved to break the chains that held the girl. I could heal her back, but the internal scars would not fade so easily.

      “Don’t touch my slaves,” the nobleman shouted. “Guards!”

      Before I could free her, the guards moved toward me, their swords out, wariness flickering in their eyes.

      I had had enough. I stood up slowly, my hands lighting up with silver fire. My eyes flashed with fury. “Try it and you’re dead.”

      They stopped in their tracks. But the girl was not afraid of me; she stayed behind me as I faced the guards.

      Tristan appeared beside me, twin swords blazing in his hands. “I thought we were going to keep a low profile, not announce to the whole city where we are,” he muttered under his breath.

      The guards took a few steps back.

      “I’m handling it,” I snapped.

      “I can see that,” Tristan ground out, the muscles in his jaw clenching.

      I shrugged. “We were going to leave this city soon anyway.”

      The nobleman moved backward and stood behind one of the guards, shouting over his shoulder. “I said, seize her!”

      “That is enough for today,” said a deep voice from somewhere within the crowd.

      The onlookers parted immediately as another nobleman entered the fray. People started to bow and move out of the way for the crimson-turbaned nobleman. He was tall and well-built, towering over the red-faced shorter man. He had a sharp nose and deep-set brown eyes, slightly upturned at the corners. His short beard and mustache were clipped and neat, enhancing his full lips. His crimson robe was heavily embroidered with gold thread, and jewels twinkled on his fingers and on chains around his neck.

      “But Prince Shiraz,” sputtered the lavender-turbaned nobleman, pointing at me. “She was interfering with my slaves.”

      Prince Shiraz turned his eyes on me. “Was she now?”

      “Aurora!” Penelope hurried over and whispered under her breath so only I could hear. “It is not your place to interfere with the internal workings of the kingdoms. Prince Shiraz is Darius Detori’s son. Izadora is going to be livid.”

      “How could you condone such a barbarous practice?” I snarled at Penelope.

      “It is the way things have always been in Brandor,” said Penelope softly. “I don’t condone it, but now is not the time to interfere and go around freeing slaves.”

      I tried to keep my cool. “So when would it be a good time to free slaves, Penelope? After they have been beaten to death?”

      Penelope looked straight at me. “You know that’s not what I meant.”

      One of the crimson-clad guards whispered in Prince Shiraz’s ear, and I could see the fear in the guard’s eyes as he spoke to the emir’s son. I could tell some of them had recognized me. I had forgotten my turban and glamour when I leapt out of the window to help the girl. I had acted impulsively and knew my actions would have consequences, but I didn’t regret standing against slavery and saving the girl’s life.

      More onlookers and guards had started milling around to get a better look. Shiraz Detori’s eyes widened as he looked me over, assessing me.

      “My lord,” said one guard, terror showing plainly on his young face. “That’s Aurora Firedrake, the Shadowbreaker. They say she can kill a hundred Drakaar with one blow.”

      I snorted and shrugged my shoulders. “True,” I said, and gave them all a wide grin. If people wanted to exaggerate my powers, I wasn’t going to argue. This was the way legends were created, and I needed to be larger than life if I was going to get people to follow me against Morgana.

      “I don’t care!” The lavender-turbaned nobleman stomped his foot like a spoiled child. “My slave is mine to punish,” he screeched, picking up the slave master’s fallen whip.

      Shiraz Detori caught the whip and flung it to the ground. “This slave doesn’t belong to you anymore, Berzaan.” His voice was low and calm, but his tone was one that was used to being obeyed.

      “No!” Berzaan’s face was getting redder by the minute. “You cannot take away my slaves, Prince Shiraz.”

      “I just did,” said Shiraz Detori, dismissing Berzaan with a wave of his hand. He looked at the guards. “Release the girl.”

      But I didn’t let them near her, and they didn’t even try. I turned and broke the girl’s shackles with my magic, severing the cold cuffs away from her raw bleeding wrists. I pushed a little healing magic into her to ease the pain. I could have healed her back completely, but there were too many people watching, and Penelope had warned me about using my healing powers in front of others.

      “She belongs to you now,” said Shiraz Detori, as if he were giving me a gift.

      “I don’t keep slaves. She is a free person,” I snapped.

      He held up his hands in front of him as if it would calm me. “It’s up to you. She’s yours to do with as you wish.”

      Berzaan glowered at me, but I could see fear in his beady brown eyes. He lifted his chin and stalked away into the crowd.

      Prince Shiraz cleared his throat. “As a gesture of good faith, I would like to invite you—” he paused and looked at Penelope and Tristan, “—and your companions to stay at the palace for a few days. My father is out of the city at the moment, but he will be back soon, and I know he would love to meet with the Shadowbreaker herself.” The way he said my title was not with awe as others tended to do. I was sure he meant for it to sound as such, but it sounded like an insult when he said it.

      From the corner of my eye, I saw Penelope nod once. This was the perfect opportunity to find out where the Detoris’ loyalty lay. My grandmother had instructed me to convince the Detoris to ally with us and gain their support before I secured the rest of Brandor—and what better way to do it than staying at the palace as Shiraz Detori’s guest? The Detoris were the most powerful of the emirs after Roderigo Valasis, Santino’s father. If the Detori and the Valasis families were with us, the rest of the emirs would follow.

      I turned to the girl I had rescued. She was a little thing, barely thirteen years old. “What’s your name?” I asked gently.

      “Rhea,” she said between sniffles.

      “Would you like to come with us?” I inquired. “It would be safer for you until we find a way to get you back to your family.”

      Rhea nodded.

      I looked at the Prince of Nedora. “Rhea comes with us.”

      “Of course,” he grinned, showing me his pristine white teeth. “I will have our best physicians tend to her back. She will be better in no time.”

      I nodded my assent. “Thank you.”

      Penelope’s eyes softened, and she took off her cloak and put it around the girl. “Come, Rhea, you are safe now.”

      Rhea huddled under the warm blue cloak, which seemed to swallow up her small form.

      Shiraz Detori called for palanquins to take us to the palace, and I got into one with Rhea, to make sure she was not scared. Tristan rode beside us on a proud chestnut stallion, brought over for him by one of the guards.

      The dusky pink sky had turned to fiery gold as the sun made progress across the sky. I gazed out of my palanquin curtains at the hot dusty streets. Honey-colored sandstone houses with flat roofs spread out in a circle around the palace, all the way to the shores of the Sea of Shadows. Every little street and alley eventually led up to four main avenues that divided the city into districts.

      The Detori guards whom I had seen all over the city walked beside us and behind the palanquins, their curved swords and hard looks a deterrent to any citizen who chose to come too close to the Detoris or those in their company.  The subservience in this kingdom was to a far greater degree than I had seen in the western kingdoms.

      For one thing, slavery had been abolished in Illiador and Eldoren many years ago. It was only in the eastern kingdom of Brandor that slavery was still practiced. In Sanria, the other big city on the western coast of Brandor, the slaves were better off than the ones I had seen here, but it was slavery all the same. I decided I would have a talk with Santino about getting the emirs to finally end slavery in Brandor as well.

      As we passed the main market square, hunched women with baskets on their heads trudged beside us, while bearded men with heavy sacks laden with goods set up stalls for the day. Huge clay pots filled with fragrant spices lined the shaded area near a busy trader with a new supply of animal skins and leather goods. The smells of the market filled the palanquin as we passed, an unpleasant mix of dung, spices, and cooking meat.

      Tall palm trees spread out sporadically through the city, providing inadequate shade to the hot, sweating citizens who traversed the dusty streets. The rest of the nobility moved around in palanquins and on horses, while camels were escorted into the city laden with wares for trade.

      “Where are you from, Rhea? How did you end up as a slave?” I turned at the sound of Penelope’s voice.

      “A few months ago, I was captured from my tribe in Rohron and brought here on a ship. It was horrible—days of never seeing land; hundreds of us crammed into the bowels of the ship. There was little food, and so many people died before we even got to Nedora.” Her sobs interrupted the story.

      Penelope held her hand. Once she calmed down, she continued, “I was kept as a slave in Lord Berzaan’s house. He wanted . . .” Her

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/wise-ink-logo_fin_horiz.jpg
CREATIVE ~ PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/divider2.jpg





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/wise-ink-logo_shield_fin-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/western-avalonia-bw.jpg
%
Frost Islands 22

I )
7’ THE STAR

£ PALACE

Cherry® & O
lossom







OEBPS/images/tac_book3_thereturnofthedragonqueen_cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/eastern-avalonia-bw.jpg
N NN N NN N NN

ste VL S|
R0 )
LT 3 N .”
RO
NEM el
Y Y RN
e N
i ik e \
EEne o
2 '/ ’@ﬂ[@
oY
I CRYSTAL A\t
7 4 \ ¥ Y






