

  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE EIGHTH: INTRO TO THE ALT-WORLD CHRONICLES

    

    
      First edition. May 2, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Sunshine Somerville.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-0463085448

    

    
    
      Written by Sunshine Somerville.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: ]
Books by Sunshine Somerville

––––––––
[image: ]


The Alt-World Chronicles

The Eighth: A Dark Short Story Intro to The Alt-World Chronicles

The Sanctuary War Trilogy 

Alterni

Malevolenci

Origini

The Assassi Reckoning Trilogy 

The Fairy Master Capturi

Sirens and Assassi

Deus Endi

––––––––
[image: ]


The Kota Series

The Prophet in the Hoodie: Intro to the Kota Series

The Kota

The Ebonite and Her Earthling

Pharmakon

Zenith Prophecies

The Woman of the Void

The Poet Heroic

––––––––
[image: ]


A Fairly Fairy Tale

Contents

Part 1

Part 2

Part 3

Dear Reader

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PART ONE

[image: ]


[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


“Hi, I’m Esme and I’m going to die tonight.”

The guy hitting on me at the bar immediately regretted it. His gaze moved from my face and did a quick assessment of the rest of me, trying to decide if my hotness outweighed my crazy. He seemed to think my faded jeans and tank top, long dyed-blond hair, and thin frame (due to a recent diet of energy drinks and pure anxiety) tipped the hot/crazy scale in my favor. With a casual lean of his muscular arms on the stool beside me, he offered a humoring chuckle. 

If he tries a line about how beautiful my purple eyes are, so help me–

“Um. Ok. I’m Jake.”

I sighed, finished my several-ith shot, and set it on the bar in front of me. As the band started up a new twangy song, I said loudly, “Listen, Josh–”

“It’s Jake.”

“Listen, Jake. I really am going to die tonight. And I don’t mean it as some morbid joke or a plea for help or anything. See...” I tapped the bar with each word. “I. Can. Actually. Feel. It. Coming.” 

Now less sure of my hot/crazy ratio, the poor guy scrunched his face. 

On a good day, in my world, I would’ve happily flirted back. But today was not a good day. This was not my world. And I was drunk enough to not give a troll’s fart about anything. 

But the smiling native was persistent. “You know, when someone offers to buy you a drink, you can just say no. You don’t have to get all creative.” 

I harrumphed and lifted a new shot glass to my lips.

He’s a civilian, I thought. I can’t tell him what’s wrong. Roman would kill me if I drunkenly blab the Order’s secrets...though if I’m right, by morning I won’t be here to suffer another Roman lecture. 

I shot the tequila and winced from the sting to my throat. My lowered glass made a thunk on the wood. “Look, Jason.” 

“Again, it’s Jake.” 

“Look, Jake. I’m not blowing you off. But anyone sitting with a row of shot glasses for company is obviously doing some sort of...personal evaluation, and I’m not much fun right now. Sorry.”

My new friend pushed off the stool and took a step back. “Okay. But if you change your mind, I’ll be over with my friends.” 

I gave him a wave and turned on my stool to face the waiting drinks. I didn’t see Jake go. After taking a swig, I set the glass beside its drained mates and tried to focus my eyes. I blinked at the wood patterns on the bar. 

Nice enough guy, I thought. But what’s the point? None of the ordinary people of this world understand its reality. I feel so alone here. Even members of the Order think I’m an outsider. Good King Owen is a friend, but he’s got a ton of baggage where I’m concerned. The rest of the cavali keep their distance for a variety of reasons – I’m the wrong race, they don’t want to get attached, they think I’m a wimp, etc., etc. There’s a reason I got a dog. Bethy Maude is the only one I can confide in, poor little mutt. 

The other patrons cheered and clapped as the band finished their song and started another. I kept my back to the crowded room and closed my eyes. 

But my mind flashed with nightmarish memories of monsters and blood and dark smoke. I heard the roar of demonic malevolenci and screams of dying comrades. 

I widened my eyes again and put hands on either side of my head, staring harder at the wooden bar in front of me. 

More than anything, I dreaded the inevitable nausea that would hit me tonight when a new rift opened from the malevolenci world into this one. As the Order’s current alterni, I was the only one who could sense the rifts opening. It was my job to warn King Owen in time and lead our cavali soldiers to stop the demons’ invasion. And I was the only one who could close the rifts. 

I looked at the magical jewelry on my right hand. 

I am pretty good at spells. Gods know I studied with Roman and the conjuri enough. Still, knowing what spell to use on what demon doesn’t make them any less terrifying. And facing an open rift while performing the termino spell that closes it... 

Thinking of the rifts made me want to throw up as I again anticipated tonight’s inevitable terrors. The sickening feeling I experienced upon the rifts’ opening had been stronger lately. More and more demons attacked. Tonight, I feared how horrible this fight could be. 

My leg throbbed from last night’s battle. A felicox demon had swiped my thigh and left a huge gash. If it hadn’t been for the Order’s healers, I wouldn’t be walking. Far more seriously, they hadn’t been able to save Winston, the cavali soldier assigned to protect me during the battle. 

I rubbed my eyes.

I can’t take this anymore. I’m terrified constantly. Exhausted. And the cavali have every reason to keep me at a distance – I get them killed. I try to fight the demons, but I’m no soldier. If tonight’s attack is as bad as I fear, I won’t survive. We can’t win. Owen wants to believe I’m strong enough, but... 

The band’s new beat pained my head and worsened the throbbing pulse between my ears. I rubbed my temples, and a lock of hair slid to hang in my view. 

How long has it been? Owen summoned me... I think it was about a year ago. I had four months of training. I’ve been in the field about eight months. So many rifts. So many monsters. 

My leg throbbed again. Whatever magical concoction the healers had given me, it was wearing off. 

Last night, I took way too long to close the rift. Winston died. Dax had to save me from that felicox. I was off from the start – I almost passed out from the strength of the rift’s opening. Tonight... It’s like the air before a storm. I can feel a rift coming. And when it does... I know my limits. I can’t do this. 

I noticed my hands shaking on either side of my head.

Someone cast a shadow across the bar. “Another?” asked the deep southern accent of the bartender. 

I managed to lift my head and smile at him. “Water.” 

From the look he gave me, I knew he agreed. 

Yeah, I thought. I know my limits all right.
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King Owen Lord adjusted the collar of his uniform and peered over a moonlit Kansas City. Positioned on top of the World War I Museum, he leaned against the short wall of the memorial’s courtyard. Below, against the building, fountains were still for the night. Stretching from there, a green lawn lay empty, save for a lone flag atop a pole. No cars drove the sweeping street between the grass and nearby train station. The heart of the city beyond was lit by yellow windows and red car lights. 

Everything was peaceful.

Owen looked back across the impressive, open courtyard of the museum’s rooftop memorial. Dax and Max, brothers and two of Owen’s best soldiers, stood guard near the museum building to the far left. The identical building to the far right was guarded by Wood and Feddes.

I don’t know those two, thought Owen. Must be fresh recruits. But I trust all my cavali.   

Earlier when Owen and his elite cavali team had arrived, they’d discovered this new rift was abnormally large. Not taking any chances, he’d called in three other teams to assist in tonight’s defense. Frandsen’s squad patrolled the parking lots and surrounding perimeter. Gaydas had his men positioned on the lower level of the museum’s entrance. Beacham’s elves patrolled the lawns on either side. 

Owen tilted his head to see the high tower rising from the courtyard. An unnatural lightning flash gave away the enormous rift where it hung like a dark cloud over the tower. He couldn’t see Esme or Myk, her new guardian, but he hoped Esme was hurrying to close the smoking tear. Davis was up there too, using his keen elf eyes to search for danger. 

This is basically a sacred building to the civilians, thought Owen. I don’t want to damage anything in a fight... Not that any malevolenci are here to fight. This is so weird. From the size of that rift, I thought we’d be fighting a demonic horde. But we’ve been here a while now and...nothing. 

The silence was unsettling. 

He heard a noise and snapped his head only to see two of his elite soldiers returning up the wide stairs. They panted, looked around for their king, and hurried over. Benja’s long jinn braids bounced against her uniform as she skipped up a few more stairs. Tank, a massive half-troll, stopped short with a double-take at the giant Sphinx statue. 

We’re all on edge, thought Owen. 

When Benja reached him, she bowed in a quick salute. “My lord. We put down three spindlox on the lawn between here and the adjacent parking lot.”

“Three spindlox? That’s it?” 

Tank nodded, his helmet catching the moonlight. “We ran into Beacham, but she said her team hasn’t seen any malevolenci.”

“Nothing yet from that thing?” Benja pointed up at the rift. 

Owen scowled but shook his head.

I expected a full-scale
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