
OF LAND AND SEA

THE ANDOVIA CHRONICLES AND REALM OF THE UNDERSEA SERIES COLLECTION

Copyright © 2025 Tiffany Shand

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without prior written consent of the author, except for brief quotes in reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. People, places, events, and situations are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or historical events, is purely coincidental.

Please note the author is English and spelling and grammar is in British English.

Cover Design by Devdia Designs

THE ANDOVIA CHRONICLES COMPLETE SERIES

BY TIFFANY SHAND

Copyright © 2024 Tiffany Shand

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without prior written consent of the author, except for brief quotes in reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. People, places, events and situations are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or historical events, is purely coincidental.

Editing by Dark Raven Edits

Cover by Creya-tive

Table of contents

DARK DEEDS


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5


THE CALLING


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29


THE RISING


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32


HIDDEN DARKNESS

CHOSEN SEER


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3


WARRIOR OF ELMYRA


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3


IN DAWN’S LIGHT


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5


DANGEROUS TIDES AHEAD


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Epilogue


GUARDIAN OF VARDEN


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Epilogue


DARK ASSASSIN


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Epilogue


DARK QUEEN


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4


DRUID’S FATE


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3


SPELL OF LIGHT


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4


SPELL OF SHADOW


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4


SPELL OF DARKNESS


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5


OF SPELLS AND SWORDS


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4


QUEST FOR VALARIA


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4


MORRIGAN’S HEIRS


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Epilogue


THE DAWNING


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Epilogue

Maps


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Epilogue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Epilogue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Also by Tiffany Shand

About the author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​DARK DEEDS

[image: ]


THE ANDOVIA CHRONICLES PREQUEL

BY TIFFANY SHAND

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1

[image: ]


Nyx Ashwood shot up onto the tavern’s roof, her wings curling around her as she landed and did a quick scan of the street below. Aside from the torches inside the tavern, there was no light from the surrounding wooden shacks. Nor was there anyone on the street. She didn’t have to look to see if anyone was nearby, though. Their thoughts would have given them away. She breathed a sigh of relief. The constant buzz of thoughts from the surrounding houses made her grit her teeth. At least when she reached the woods, she wouldn’t have to hear so many of them. Luckily, most of the villagers were asleep. The sound of their thoughts would have been even worse if they were awake.

She had already checked on her foster parents, Harland and Mama Habrid. Habrid was asleep and Harland was still down in the bar serving drinks. Neither of them would notice she was gone.

She flapped her wings and took off, careful to stay well above the rooflines so no one would see her. A cool breeze stung her face, and she breathed in the scent of pinecones and fresh leaves. Nyx would have been happy if she got to stay in the forest all the time. At least there would be no one subjecting her to the constant onslaught of their thoughts.

Nyx always feared someone might spot her. But one good thing about her curse was being able to hear people’s thoughts and know when people were around. It was becoming harder for her to keep her curse secret around the rest of the villagers. Her tribe despised her enough already for being a fae foundling. The Shivani tribe didn’t like people who were different or at least looked different from them. With her large iridescent wings, pale skin and her long hair that frequently changed colour, she looked very unusual compared to them. Most of the tribe were tanned with dark hair and green eyes.

She glided over the rooftops. Soon trees spread out before her like dark gnarled beasts in the shadows. Her long dark red hair blew over her face as she navigated her way over them. The night sky hung over her like a heavy blanket, with no moon or stars — which she was grateful for. Sometimes hunters ventured out into the woods, although it was rare so no one would spot her.

Nyx relished the feeling of freedom that she only got during flight. She had to be careful around Harland, the man who had taken her in as a child, for he never found out about her late-night excursions. He thought he had clipped her wings when she was young, so she couldn’t run away. Nyx would never lose her wings. She couldn’t imagine not being able to fly.

The cave finally came in sight and a faint orange glow emanated from inside. Good, that meant Traveller had returned here. It had been weeks since the merchant had come to her village. Her tribe despised Traveller and most people refused to even trade with her. Except for Nyx.

She landed a short distance away from the cave and folded her wings back. When she took a step forward, energy crackled against her skin. As if an invisible wall of energy blocked her way. Nyx reached out as more energy pulsed against her fingers. Odd, she had never encountered anything like this on her previous visits to see Traveller.

What had changed?

As a trader, Traveller always welcomed people. She didn’t put up wards to keep them away or else she wouldn’t make any profit.

Nyx pushed against the wall of energy. Gods, what would she do if she couldn’t get to Traveller and get what she needed from her? Nyx knew Traveller had to be in there since she sensed her familiar energy inside. This was where she always stayed. Despite the unwelcome greeting she always got from the rest of the tribe, Traveller always came for a drink in the tavern. Nyx had seen her earlier that night. She stopped for a moment to listen.

Aside from the usual sounds of the forest and murmurs from the dryads who lived there, no thoughts buzzed through her mind. Nyx ignored their usual chatter since they weren’t her intended quarry.

Traveller’s thoughts were often harder to hear. That was one of the reasons why Nyx liked her. She didn’t know why Traveller seemed to have an immunity to her curse nor did she care.

Nyx continued to push against the wall and sighed. Her curse wouldn’t do her much good since there were no thoughts to read and no one around for her to use her influence on.

Why had Traveller put up some sort of barrier? Didn’t she want anyone to come and visit her tonight? Or perhaps she had set up a private meeting with someone and wanted to keep everyone else away. Although Traveller must have known Nyx would come to see her, as she always did whenever Traveller passed through this part of the lower realm.

Nyx had noticed Traveller seemed on edge back at the tavern and had kept looking around as if searching for someone. Traders were always a wary bunch, but Nyx had never seen Traveller act like that before. Maybe she had had a disagreement with someone. Nyx hadn’t been able to talk to Traveller earlier for fear Harland would notice their interaction.

She considered calling out for Traveller but decided against it. If Traveller was hiding from someone, Nyx didn’t want to draw any unwanted attention.

Curse it. She needed to get through. Traveller never stayed near the village for more than a day or night at most. This was the last chance she had to get the drug she needed from Traveller.

Nyx pushed against the invisible barrier and her hands sparked with energy. She gasped and stumbled forward as the barrier finally gave way. She stared at her hands. Why had they glowed? Was this some kind of new manifestation of her curse?

She didn’t ponder that thought for long and hurried towards the cave. For all, she knew the ward might spring back up and block her out again. She only hoped if it did so, it wouldn’t trap her. Inside, the cave’s walls dripped with dampness from the nearby river. 

Traveller had lit a fire that cast dancing shadows around the rough stone walls. Moss grew in several places and insects were dotted around, yet they never seemed to bother Traveller.

Traveller looked up as Nyx came in. “I thought I’d be seeing you.” Traveller had pointed ears, pale skin and long silvery hair. Nyx knew that was why her tribe mistrusted the trader. Strangers were never welcome here. “You shouldn’t have come here tonight. I came here for a respite, not to trade.”

Nyx’s usually blonde hair often changed colour. Recently it turned dark red. Her ears had once been pointed too before Harland had had them cut off to make her look more normal. 

“Why couldn’t I reach you?” Nyx asked. “A barrier blocked my way but—” She couldn’t admit to Traveller about the strange light that emanated from her hands. She had no idea how she would explain what that even meant. Sometimes she wished she had someone to talk to, someone who could give her answers about her curse. 

Nyx had used her curse to read people’s minds and influence them when she had thought they might be able to help her. She had questioned them at length and then made them forget all about it. That way she wouldn’t expose herself to anyone. Harland had always warned her never to reveal her curse to anyone and threatened to give her a damn good beating if she did so. But he wouldn’t hurt her. He had always been too afraid of her to take his anger out on her. Her curse gave her power and he knew it.

“Because something dark is coming. You shouldn’t have broken through my ward.” Traveller ran a hand through her long hair. “That took me hours to construct. I don’t have the energy now to create another one. You should go. I haven’t got anything to trade with you now.”

Ward? Nyx had heard of them, but such a thing was unheard of here in the lower realm. No one but Joriam had the power to create them. Wards took a lot of energy and someone would have to be a strong magic user to do so. Someone who was true Magickind.

“I — I’m sorry. I didn’t have a choice.”

“Dark things are wandering the night. You need to be more careful.”

Nyx scoffed. “I don’t fear the night.” Night was her favourite time. The only time she could have true peace and freedom to be herself. And get away from Harland.

“You should fear the night. Dark spirits are roaming loose in this world and no one can hide from that.” Traveller wrapped her arms around herself.

“Spirits can’t hurt people.” It wasn’t unusual for Traveller to tell her about her adventures whenever Nyx went to visit her. But what had brought on the sudden warning about evil spirits? Most people in the lower realm didn’t believe in such things.

“Don’t be so sure of that.” Traveller looked around, still on edge. Just as she had been at the tavern. “But I said, you should go. Now. I won’t be held responsible if anything happens to you.”

“I need some more Nilanda.” Nyx tugged a coin pouch of her belt. “I have gold.” It had taken her almost two weeks to get enough coin to buy the drug. It had been a risk, too, sneaking coins away from the different pouches she had stolen and then handed off to Harland. So how she had managed to steal a few more that Harland hadn’t known about just so she could get enough money.

Traveller frowned. “You know how dangerous that substance is. It can lead to death or sap people of their magic if taken for too long. That’s why they only use it in healing houses.” She turned and rubbed her hands over the glowing fire.

Her eyes widened. Traveller liked money. Why had she decided to warn her about the drug? Nyx knew the laws around Nilanda. It was powerful but addictive. She had heard the warning more than once from the trader. It annoyed her more than it deterred her. “I know the risks, but I need it.” Besides, she didn’t have magic. Only an annoying curse that she needed to get under control.

“Why?”

Nyx hesitated. Traveller had never asked her that before. “That’s not important.”

“You can’t suppress your gift forever. Do you want to lose your abilities?” Traveller wrapped a long cloak about her shoulders and shivered. “The drug can’t help you all the time. Sooner or later its effects will leave you too damaged to do anything.”

“My what?” She furrowed her brow. Nyx had no idea what the trader was talking about. 

“Your magic, girl.” Traveller gave her an incredulous look. “There’s no point in trying to hide it anymore. I’ve always known about you.”

“I don’t have magic. Other than a small spark like all my tribe has.” She sometimes used basic spells, but her abilities didn’t extend beyond that. Hearing people’s thoughts wasn’t magical.

Traveller gave a harsh laugh. “I know you are a mind whisperer. You shouldn’t stay in this realm. People will come looking for you.”

Nyx gaped at her. “Why?” She couldn’t imagine why the trader would even suggest such a thing. Traveller had never warned her about anything other than the Nilanda before. “Is something wrong? You seem on edge tonight. Is someone after you?”

Had someone seen her stealing? No, she was always careful. Even if she got caught, she could use her influence on them to make them forget they had seen anything. Nyx didn’t know how her curse worked but when she touched people they fell under her control. She could make them do whatever she desired.

“I’ve always known what you are, Nyx. Your powers are so strong I’m sure your tribe can feel them too.” Traveller took a step back. “Your energy has grown so much in the time I have known you. I am surprised anyone can be around you for long. The energy from a mind whisperer is not a pleasant thing unless you know how to control it.”

“I — I don’t have powers. I’m cursed.” She couldn’t believe Traveller would suggest such a thing. How could she have magic? “What’s a mind whisperer?” The term sounded almost familiar to her, but she had no idea where she had heard it before.

“You are fae, girl. A rare kind too. You need to leave. Darkness will swallow this land soon and you are at the heart of it.” She pulled her cloak tighter and settled down on a boulder. “A mind whisperer is a term for Magickind who can read and influence the thoughts of others.” She frowned. “You have no idea what you are or what you’re capable of, do you?”

Nyx hesitated. She had always wondered about where she had come from before she ended up with Harland and why she had been cursed. “How could I be a mind whisperer? I don’t have any magic. The fae cursed me.”

Traveller snorted. “Did that brute slaver at the tavern tell you that? What rubbish. He knows you have magic. That’s why you’re so profitable to him, as are the other two girls there. He uses you to find other slaves, doesn’t he? Ones who have magical abilities?”

She bit her lip. She never told anyone about any of the things Harland made her do. He often took her and her foster sister, Domnu, to slave auctions to find the best slaves. Nyx had recently stopped going, though. Being around too many people overwhelmed her to the point she couldn’t do anything.

“Where do mind whisperers come from, then?” Energy vibrated between her fingers, itching to get out. She wanted to touch Traveller’s mind, to use her influence and find out everything the woman knew about mind whisperers.

“I don’t know. They were supposed to have been wiped out a long time ago. I do know they came from lands far from here in the upper realm.”

Her heart sank. Nyx had always dreamt of finding someone who might know about where she came from and who might have abandoned her. “I’m cursed, that’s all I need to know.” Nyx shook her head. 

“That doesn’t mean you’re not in danger. You’ve been lucky, being secluded here all these years. But the time for anonymity is over. If you stay here, you will die.” A piece of wood from the fire burst apart, sending sparks everywhere.

She shivered. Why would she need to leave? This realm had been her home for as long as she could remember. “I can’t leave. Nor would I ever leave my sisters behind. Why would anyone come after me? I’m no one of consequence.” Nyx held out her hand. “Please just give me the Nilanda.” If she couldn’t get any answers from the trader, then she would at least get what she came for.

Traveller turned and rummaged in her pack. She then pulled out a small vial. “Take it and heed my warning. This place is no longer safe for you.”

Nyx grabbed it and gaped at it. It was half the size she usually bought. “Is this all you have? I need more.” Her heart pounded in her ears. What would she do if she couldn’t get enough of the drug? She didn’t take it out of choice but necessity. It was the only thing that helped dampen her senses enough to avoid getting overwhelmed by the amount of people’s thoughts going through her head.

Her curse proved unbearable at times and sometimes overwhelmed her to the point where she couldn’t do anything other than huddle up in a corner. Sometimes she thought she would go mad from all the voices.

“It’s all I have. You should go.” Nyx held out the bag of coins and Traveller shook her head. “Gold won’t do me any good now. Not with what’s to come.”

Nyx strapped the pouch back onto her belt. If Traveller didn’t want the gold, then she wasn’t about to throw away good money.

“Remember my warning. Leave while you still have the chance.”

Nyx hurried out of the cave. Her mind raced with unanswered questions. What was Traveller afraid of? And why would anyone come after Nyx?

No one would want a cursed foundling. Would they?

She spread her wings as a chill came over her. The night seemed to have grown darker. It would be better if she got home before someone noticed her absence. Then warnings would be the last of her problems.
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Darius Valeran stared at the tiny village full of wooden shacks and wondered what he had done to be sent to this part of the lower realm. He ached to be back among the green wilds and floating mountains of his homeland. Worse still, he hadn’t been able to bring his dragon companion with him either. People in the lower realm feared dragons, and he hadn’t wanted to draw any unwanted attention to himself.

“This part of the lower realm looks so poor.” His friend Ranelle frowned. “Don’t they have any economy here?” With her fiery red hair, she would stand out no matter what she did. But he hadn’t been able to say no when she had insisted on coming with him. Ranelle was training to become a scholar, and despite her love of books she always enjoyed getting out of the library and exploring the rest of the world.

“The lower realm, especially this part, is mostly made of tribes who are governed by their own rules,” Darius replied. He hated seeing the poverty here, yet he knew there was little he could do about it. Still, it did strengthen his resolve in working with the resistance as much as possible.

His other friend, Lucien, shifted from foot to foot and ran a hand through his mop of curly brown hair. As an apprentice overseer and healer, Lucien had insisted on coming as well in case anyone got injured. Darius knew better though. Lucien had come along so he could find rare herbs and other things he could study. “Are you sure there is a mind whisperer here? There hasn’t been one of those in centuries. Your grandfather had them wiped out.” 

Darius flinched. He didn’t want to be reminded of his family’s past crimes. “We will find out when we find her.” He repressed a sigh. His elder brother, Gideon, had sent him all the way from Andovia to the lower realm to find this supposed mind whisperer and had ordered him to bring her back with them.

“We don’t know she is a mind whisperer. Hearing people’s thoughts is a skill that can be taught,” Ranelle pointed out as she pushed her long hair off her face. “You druids have been doing it for centuries now. And your mentor taught us how to do it.”

“Mind whisperers are unique, and they can do a lot more than hear people’s thoughts. They can compel people to and if they choose to, enslave them. That’s why they’re so dangerous.” Darius had no idea what he might find, or how powerful this mind whisperer might be. He cursed his brother again for sending him. Mind whisperers were some of the most dangerous of all Magickind. Why did Gideon think he would be able to capture her?

“How is a mind whisperer going to help with the crack in the veil between the worlds?” Lucien wanted to know.

Darius shook his head. “I have no idea.” Since they had first discovered a rift in the veil a couple of days earlier and had seen that evil spirits had been coming through, he and the others had been researching on how to solve the problem. He had warned his brother about it but of course, Gideon didn’t believe him.

Gideon had heard through one of his slave trader contacts about a mind whisperer living here and using her abilities as a thief. Or so a man named Harland was boasting about her. Darius wanted to find the mind whisperer and leave as soon as possible. This place set his senses on edge. Something didn’t feel right here. Besides, he had much bigger problems to deal with at home and couldn’t convince his brother to do anything about them.

“Rae, Luc, go and check around the area,” he told them. The sooner they found their target, the sooner they would be able to leave. Once he gave his brother what he wanted, Darius could get back to more important matters.

“I thought the mind whisperer lived in a tavern?” Ranelle asked. “What does she look like anyway?”

“Yes, but I want you to check for any sign of tears in the veil.” He shrugged. “I have no idea what she looks like. Her name is Nyx. Ambrose said we would know her when we see her. She will probably be the only one with any real power in this province anyway. So she shouldn’t be too hard to find.”

“You really think this is a problem?” Lucien frowned. “Causing a tear in the veil in more than one place is almost impossible. To do so would require an incredible amount of power. Perhaps the rift we found on Eldara was the only one.”

“For once I agree with Wolfsbane. For such a thing to happen is —” Ranelle said.

Darius repressed a sigh. After knowing them for a few months, he had hoped the two of them would have put their differences aside by now. But he guessed centuries of feuding between their two races in their homeland would take longer for them to deal with.

“Just look around. I’ll go to the tavern. We can cover more ground that way.” Darius pulled up the hood of his coat. He missed the familiar weight of his sword and bow. They hadn’t brought the weapons because they wanted to blend in. They all had their different abilities to defend themselves if they needed to.

“Typical, why do you always get to go to taverns?” Luc grumbled.

“I thought you hated taverns, Wolfsbane?” Ranelle smirked. “You vowed to never drink again after we raided the Archdruid’s cellar.”

“Call me if you find anything.” Darius took off in the opposite direction and left them to their usual bickering.

He kept his senses on alert as he passed through the village. Darius knew the tribe probably wouldn’t be welcoming to a stranger. People here in the lower realm never were. Years of slavery and slave trading had seen to that. He hoped his expensive clothing didn’t make him stand out too much, but he had no time to change. Gideon had insisted he leave at once and even ordered the ship to take him.

You could get things done fast when you were the heir of the Archdruid and the fae Queen. Unlike Darius, who was second born and had a sorceress for his mother.

The tavern stood nestled amongst the ramshackle houses. If it hadn’t been for an old sign, he wouldn’t have known it was the place he was looking for.

Darius pushed the tavern door open and winced at the stench of sweat and cheap ale. Only a few patrons were inside. A few men sent curious glances his way. He didn’t look at them and headed straight for the bar. Dust covered the floor. All of the wooden tables and chairs were old, cracked and worn from frequent use. The wind whistled in through the shuttered windows and the stone fireplace was empty of wood.

A blonde-haired girl stood behind the bar. Her hair hung in rattails and her dress had holes in it, but her green eyes were clear. Darius scanned the tavern with his mind. The people here barely had any magic. They were little more than humans. Yet the blonde girl had power. It shone around her like sunlight. 

“What can I get you to drink?” the girl asked. She looked no older than about fifteen. Only a few years younger than himself.

“Are you Nyx?” Darius scanned her deeper with his mind. Ambrose, his mentor, had said he would be able to sense the mind whisperer when he saw her from the feel of her power.

She had power, to be sure, but was she the one he had been sent to find? Her eyes widened. “Who wants to know?” She looked him up and down. The flow and hum of her power remained steady.

Darius couldn’t understand why she didn’t scan him with her senses. Unless she didn’t know how to. Living here, he doubted there would have been anyone to teach her how to use her gift. Curse it, he should have planned this out better. “I need to find her.” He sent his senses deeper, urging her power to reveal itself.

If this was the mind whisperer, he should get a reaction from her. Darius doubted she would hear his thoughts. His father had put a powerful mental shield on him to prevent anyone from ever penetrating his mind. The Archdruid feared mind whisperers more than anyone since their power rivalled his.

The girl froze and gasped as her eyes snapped shut. Her brow creased as though she were in pain. She was having a vision. He had met enough seers during his nineteen-year life to recognise the look.

Not a mind whisperer then. Harland hadn’t been boasting when he said he had he found the best slaves.

Darius reached out to touch her. That way he might glimpse whatever she saw.

The girl’s eyes flew open before his fingers had a chance to make contact with her skin. “You,” she gasped as she stared at him.

“What do you see? Where is Nyx? I have to find her. It’s important.” He gripped the edge of the bar.

She glared at him. “You stay away from her.”

Darius frowned. Had he said something wrong? He opened his mouth to ask her again about what she had seen in her vision. Had she seen something that made her view him as a threat?

Someone stomped over and put a heavy hand on his shoulder. “What did you say about my Nyx?”

The blonde girl paled and backed away.

The hand belonged to a tall, muscular man with a shock of white hair. His icy blue eyes were lined with age, but he still had a strong grip.

Darius knew this must be Harland. Gideon had talked about the man enough times. Harland was infamous for finding slaves with strong magical abilities.

Judging by the girl he had just met Darius knew how he did it. Harland had little more than a spark of magic, so he must be using that seer or perhaps even the mind whisperer herself to find people.

Harland glowered over at the other girl. “Did you see something, Domnu?”

Domnu shook her head and backed away further. Work now... “He — he startled me.” She motioned towards Darius.

“I’m looking for Nyx.”

Harland’s eyes narrowed. “Nyx doesn’t help people, and she isn’t for sale either.”

“But —” Darius wished he had come up with a better excuse before coming here. But he couldn’t say, “I’m here looking for Nyx because my brother ordered me to fetch her.”

Harland gave him a shove. “If ya know what’s good for ya, boy, clear off. No one comes sniffing around my girls.”

Two burly looking men joined Harland. Both wore rough woollen clothing and stank of sweat and ale.

So much for not drawing unwanted attention. Darius backed away. He didn’t want to cause any more trouble, but he had to find the mind whisperer.

He scanned the tavern deeper with the senses. The seer had retreated to another room and someone else with power was nearby. Their energy felt stronger, but he got the impression she might be a healer. If so, where was Nyx?

Something dark moved in the corner. An iciness washed over him. The shadow hovered behind Harland, yet the man seemed unaware of it.

Holy spirits, a darkling. Darius would recognise the strange, dark entities anywhere. Why had one come here? And why did it seem focused on Harland?

“Are you deaf, boy?” Harland demanded. “I said get out of my tavern.”

The darkling hovered around Harland, its darkness wrapping around the old man’s body like wisps of smoke. Its dark energy expanded and wrapped around the two other men at Harland’s side.

Darius raised his hand and lightning sparked between his fingers.

Harlan’s companions both drew weapons.

Darius braced himself and prepared to attack the darkling. Darius had never dealt with a spirit like this head-on, but he wasn’t about to let these people die.

“If you want to fight, boy, you won’t win,” Harland growled.

“No, you don’t understand —”

The darkling shot away from the men and disappeared through the back door. Someone screamed.

Darius made a move to follow as its men barred his way. One of the men grabbed his arm. “I can take you, boy. Magic or not.”

Darius sighed and raised his hand, blasting all three men across the room. He didn’t have time to waste, not with the darkling here. When he reached the door, he pushed it open. The men would be unconscious for a while. He hadn’t hurt them; they were only stunned. 

The blonde girl cowered in the corner and the darkling darted away.

“What happened?” Darius asked.

The girl trembled. “Please don’t hurt me.”

Darius went over and yanked her up. “I’m not here to harm anyone.”

“That shadow —”

“It’s a dark spirit. Did it hurt you?”

She continued to shake. “No, it came near me and it... Felt so cold. It’s looking for someone — I could sense it.”

Darius had a good idea who that someone was.
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Nyx decided to fly around for a while to clear her head. The wind had picked up and rushed around her, hard and fast.

Traveller’s strange behaviour had disturbed her. Why had she been so intent on getting Nyx to leave?

Nyx had always dreamt of running away and starting a new life somewhere. She had been saving as much money away as she could. Her sisters, Domnu and Kyri, never believed her when she told them they would escape from Harland.

They had all been with him from a young age and his abuse had grown worse over the years. He lost his temper over the smallest thing nowadays. 

Harland wanted Nyx to go to the city with him in a couple of days. She couldn’t be around large crowds of people. Their thoughts overwhelmed her so much she couldn’t move.

The Nilanda was the only thing that helped dampen the senses. Yet the tiny amount Traveller had given her would barely last a few hours. Probably less.

Nyx circled the forest a few more times, but the flight did little to ease her racing thoughts. Leaving Harland had always been the plan, but she doubted she had enough to buy travel papers for all three of them. Let alone enough to get safe passage out of the realm.

What should I do? Her mind continued to race. Leaving without a proper plan and resources could be just as dangerous as staying. 

An iciness washed over her. Nyx glanced around. She had never felt anything like it. What was it? Was that why Traveller had cast wards near the cave?

Nyx shivered. The iciness grew more intense, but she couldn’t tell where it was coming from. The only good thing about her curse was the fact it warned her of things. Like if someone had an aura of danger.

A faint buzzing echoed through her mind. Someone was nearby, but she couldn’t quite make out their thoughts.

Two presences were close. One male and the other female. What were they doing here? No one from the village ever came out here at night. Had someone come to trade with Traveller? It didn’t happen often, but it wasn’t impossible.

She darted over to a nearby tree and concealed herself in its branches as the thoughts grew louder.

That mind whisperer must be around here somewhere, the female thought. The sooner we find her, the sooner I can get away from that wolf. Why did Darius have to leave us alone together?

The male’s thoughts were somehow muted, so she couldn’t tell what he thought.

Traveller had called her a mind whisperer. Although she still had no idea what it meant. Traveller had insisted she wasn’t cursed either. How was that possible?

Harland had always told her she was a cursed thing and that was why she had been abandoned in the woods as a child. She had never found out where she had come from or who had abandoned her there. Nyx wondered if she could be a mind whisperer. She had been around the age of seven when she had been found. Soon after Harland had taken her home and forced her to become a thief.

Aside from her sisters and Mama Habrid, he was the only other person who knew about her curse. Yet Traveller had somehow known about it too.

The question was, how?

Nyx had been careful over the years to keep her curse hidden. It often proved hard not to blurt out a response to what someone thought but it was the only way out of trouble. Whenever she used her influence on people she always made them forget about it.

A dark shadow darted among the trees.

Nyx froze and pulled her wings tighter around her body. What was that? Goosebumps spread over her arms and she shivered. The shadow darted from tree to tree.

Was it looking for something? Or someone?

Maybe those strangers she had heard had sent it to find her.

She drew back. Should she fly off or remain where she was?

Her heart pounded in her ears. If that thing had come for her, she had to hide. Too bad her curse didn’t defend her or give her a means of defending herself. Sure, she might be able to use her influence on people if they were a threat. But she couldn’t do anything against a shadow.

“Remember a place of safety. Retreat to that place whenever you’re in danger,” she remembered someone telling her.

Nyx imagined a grove of trees around her inside her mind. Massive branches engulfed her on all sides. Her heart rate slowed, and she closed her eyes. This was a safe place. It had been with her for as long as she could remember. Nothing could harm her here. The iciness washed away like water flowing back into the ground. After a few moments, she opened her eyes and found herself back in the tree in the darkened wood.

“You sure you haven’t lost her scent?” a female voice asked.

A male voice cursed. “I haven’t. She was here. I know she was.” He sniffed.

Nyx’s blood went cold. They were nearby. She could feel them. Oh, good god, they’re still looking for me.

The shadow thing from earlier had vanished. The iciness had faded too.

What did those people want?

She pictured the grove again and retreated to her place of safety.

“Curse it, I had her scent but it keeps disappearing,” the male said. “How does she keep vanishing? She can’t move around that fast.”

“I can’t sense any power either. Which is odd since her power is like a beacon.”

Both of them came into view. They looked younger than she had expected. Maybe around the same age as her. The girl had long flaming red hair and wore a long tunic and hose. The boy stood a head taller than her, with a mop of short brown hair and a muscular build. He wore a brown jerkin and dark trousers.

“I think we are wasting our time,” the boy said. “Darius should be the one here. He probably has immunity to her power given how much his grandfather feared mind whisperers. We don’t have that.”

“Ambrose said not to let her touch us. We’ll be fine.”

“We don’t know how dangerous a mind whisperer can be.”

“If you’re so worried, why don’t you shift?” She gave him a shove. “You’re such a coward, Wolf’s Bane.”

He scowled at her. “Why don’t you fly around and look?”

The girl’s massive wings unfurled from her back. Unlike Nyx’s wings, they were dark and leathery.

What was that girl? It almost reminded Nyx of images she had seen of the Archdruid’s infamous Dragon Guard.

Could the girl be a dragon?

Nyx pictured her protective grove again. The last thing she needed was for them to find her.

“Wait, I think I have her scent.” The man turned and headed in the direction of the tree Nyx was perched in.

I am safe. The grove enveloped her in its protective energy again. Somehow, she knew the grove was real. Somehow. Whenever she pictured it, no one could find her – not even Harland when he searched high and low.

The grove’s energy enveloped her. She concentrated and kept her eyes open this time.

“She’s gone again,” the boy cursed. “How does she keep disappearing?”

Nyx smiled but almost faltered when she spotted the glowing white energy around her body. That had never happened before.

Was it some kind of magic? If so, where had it come from?

Harland always said they had cursed her because she was an abomination. They had done it to make her suffer. Now she didn’t know what to believe.

Instead, she focused on the grove. If the light faded and she lost the image they would find her.

“She must be around here somewhere.” The girl circled the tree line.

Nyx grew back. She had to get out of here soon or else she’d be stuck here all night. Then she would be in even more trouble when Harland found out she was missing. And he would punish her sisters for it.

Nyx took a deep breath. The other girl could fly too. Nyx would have to fly fast to get home without them trailing off her.

She unfurled her wings and prepared to take off when screaming ripped through the night.

Gods, Traveller. The woman’s fear hit her in waves.

It’s found me. Good god... Traveller’s thoughts echoed through her mind. The words echoed in her mind. Whilst Nyx had never heard Traveller’s thoughts before, she knew deep within from the tone and the pitch of the voice, those were Traveller’s last words.

“Darkling,” the boy called out to his companion.

“Where?” The girl hovered, close to him.

He pulled her down into his arms, making her yelp. The two of them disappeared in a blur of light.

Nyx’s mouth fell open. How could anyone move so fast?

It didn’t matter. If Traveller was in trouble, she had to help her.

Spreading her wings, Nyx took to the air and headed back towards the cave.
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Darius, we’ve found the darkling, Lucien called in thought.

After Darius had left the tavern he had gone through the village and looked everywhere for the darkling. It had proved harder to track than he had anticipated. As had the mind whisperer. Her presence had come and gone so many times he had been forced to choose what to track first: her or the darkling. He had chosen the latter since it proved a much greater threat.

Have you found the mind whisperer? Darius asked his friends.

No, she keeps disappearing, Ranelle replied. I think she’s shielding herself somehow.

I’m on my way. Darius scratched runes onto the ground and drew a transportation circle. He didn’t have time to run to the woods even if it wasn’t far away.

Light glowed around him as he chanted words of power. For a few seconds, his body became weightless and incorporeal. Then he reappeared near a scattering of trees.

Darius flung his senses out like a net and sprinted off in the direction of his friends. As he ran, he felt iciness wash over him — the darkling no doubt. So did something else. A stronger, more potent energy that beckoned to him like a beacon.

The mind whisperer. He glanced skywards since the presence didn’t seem to come from the ground. There was no sign of anyone. Darius picked up the pace and a faint light came into view. Ranelle and Lucian were inside the cave. Something hovered just outside the cave. Someone with large wings.

The mind whisperer.

Darius raised his mental shield to cloak his presence. He didn’t know how she would react to seeing him or what she might do. He wished he had listened to his father’s lectures on the dangers of mind whisperers and how to avoid them.

Darius crept closer and sent his senses out. Both to alert him to the danger and to hear what was going on inside the cave. He winced as the feel of ice hit him. Dark magic. He’d been raised around enough of it to recognise its awful presence.

“Good god,” Ranelle gasped. “This woman is hurt — hurry up and heal her.”

“You know I can’t heal anyone yet,” Lucian grumbled. “I haven’t mastered that ability.” He sniffed. “We’re too late. She’s already dead.”

Nyx edged deeper into the cave and Darius trailed behind her, careful not to get too close for fear of alerting her to his presence.

He moved closer still, keeping close to Nyx as she flew close to the cave ceiling. He was surprised she hadn’t noticed him yet. His shield wouldn’t hide him forever — he knew that from the strength of her power. Her energy set his teeth on edge.

Lucian and Ranelle came into view. Lucian turned the body over. Ranelle gasped when she caught sight of the gaping hole in the woman’s chest.

Nyx stifled a cry of alarm and plunged to the ground as her wings lost all momentum. 

“Nyx?” Darius made a move towards her. 

Her eyes shot to him. She didn’t look quite how he had expected. Her brown tunic and hose were rough and bedraggled. Her long hair flashed with a riot of colour and bits of leaves stuck out from it. Dirt covered her pale skin and her eyes were pale blue. Her wings stretched out before her blue like painted glass with white spots on them.

“You – you killed her!” Nyx’s power raged to life like an inferno ready to boil over.

“No, I came to find you and —” Darius began.

Nyx pulled a sword from her back and pointed it towards him. “You stay away from me.”

“Nyx, we’re not here to hurt you. We —” Darius knew he had to keep her calm somehow. Her power flowed out like a dam ready to burst.

Nyx used her free hand and clutched at her head. No doubt she would pick up on Luc and Ranelle’s thoughts. His mind would have been hidden behind his mental shield.

Her powers jarred against him. Spirits help him, Darius needed to contain her power before she hurt someone. Or worse, enslaved or killed them. Her power was too dangerous to risk unleashing it.

Darius raised his hand and cast a web of energy around her.

Her sword fell from her hand and clattered to the ground as she screamed. Her power exploded around them.

Darius gasped as the force of it pinned him to the cave wall. Her energy rattled against his bones like a clap of thunder without sound. Lucian and Ranelle screamed and clutched their heads. Blood roared through his ears, then drowned out by the screams.

Nyx’s eyes turned black. “Why did you kill her?”

Darius opened his mouth, but no words came out. He thought he heard Luc and Ranelle call out for help, but he couldn’t be sure. His web of energy faltered as her power came at him hard and fast.

Nyx approached him with her hand outstretched.

Now he knew why his grandfather had tried to wipe out the mind whisperers. Her power felt incredible — like it could rip him apart if she wanted it to.

Darius couldn’t form any words to a spell. As though pushing through a gale force wind, lightning sparked between his fingers. A bolt shot across the cave and hit the wall behind Nyx, sending shards of rock flying.

She stumbled and her power lessened.

More lightning sparked between his fingers as he prepared to fight again.

Darius wouldn’t kill her. He never killed unless he had to. Besides, she was too valuable for that.

Nyx glowered at him, turned, then took to the air. After a few moments she had vanished, and Darius took in lungfuls of air.

Luc and Ranelle were both on their knees.

Ranelle wiped her streaming eyes with her sleeve. “I’ve never felt anything so awful.”

Luc slumped back against the wall. “I felt like her power would rip me apart. Now I understand why they were so feared.”

“My grandfather was a power-mad tyrant who feared mind whisperers,” Darius growled. “She thought we killed that woman.” He motioned to the body. “Spirits, I didn’t expect her power to be so bloody strong.” He leaned back against the wall.

The Archdruid had spent decades waging war against mind whisperers until he thought they were all gone. Darius’s father had done the same.

How had someone as powerful as Nyx slipped through the cracks? She looked young, too. Maybe younger than him. How she got here didn’t matter. Finding her again would have to wait.

“Are you both alright?” Darius headed over to the body.

“We’ll live,” Lucian breathed. “God, I hope I never have to feel that again.”

Ranelle sniffed. “Who is the woman?” She motioned to the body.

“No idea. Someone has removed her heart.” Lucian ran a hand through his hair. “We sensed the darkling come this way. The mind whisperer wasn’t here.”

“The darkling must have done it.” Darius grimaced and reached out for his mentor with his mind. Ambrose?

After a few moments, Ambrose’s familiar presence came to him. Yes, boy? Have you found her?

Yes, and more. There is a darkling here. It killed a woman and removed her heart.

Ambrose groaned. It’s as I feared. The killing has begun.

Where are you? Darius winced at the sight of the body.

Also in the lower realm, tracking areas where the veil may be broken. I’ve found two small rifts so far.

We could use your help. He hoped his mentor could come and help them with this mess. Ambrose would be much more likely to attract the darkling and perhaps figure out why this woman had been killed.

Examine the body as best as you can, but I won’t be able to reach you until the morning.

Darius sighed. Understood. As much as he wanted the other druid here, he did understand Ambrose had to track the rifts.

The mind whisperer escaped from us. Darius rubbed the back of his neck. He was glad Ambrose couldn’t see his embarrassment. Her powers are incredible. She is fae — but I can’t tell what kind.

Find her. You need to bring her back to Andovia before your father finds out about her.

Darius knew that better than anyone. If the Archdruid found out about Nyx he would send his best assassins out to find her. Or worse still, he’d capture her and force her to become his slave. Fergus would love to have someone with her power under his control.

Darius shuddered at the thought.

One way or another, he had to convince Nyx to leave with them. He had to get to her before something else went wrong.
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Nyx’s mind raced as she flew back towards the village. Who were those people? What did they want? Hot tears stung her eyes at the thought of Traveller. They might not have been friends, but they had a mutual respect for each other.

Perhaps Traveller’s warning had been right all along. She needed to leave. Those strangers had power – especially that boy who had tried to hit her with a lightning bolt.

Magical abilities might be rare here, but she had seen them over the years. No one she had encountered had power like that. What was he, anyway?

He had known her name too. Had someone sent him to arrest her?

There was no Guard here in this part of the lower realm. No rule of law either. The different tribes made their own laws and took justice into their own hands. She had never been caught stealing before and had always been careful to cover her tracks. Somehow she doubted they had come for her because of the petty theft.

They had called her a mind whisperer too, from what she had picked up from their thoughts.

Nyx had to get home and grab whatever she could. She would have to convince her sisters to leave with her. 

Nyx breathed a sigh of relief when she reached her window and climbed inside.

“Nyx?” Domnu rushed over to her. “Where have you been?”

“Out. I had to get something. Dom —”

“A boy came here looking for you. He said he needed your help then...” Domnu shivered. “Something was here — a strange shadow creature. I thought it was going to kill me.”

All colour drained from her face. That boy had come looking for her here too, gods above.

“What happened? Did anyone get hurt?”

“He used magic on Harland and two of his men. I don’t think it hurt them. The shadow almost attacked me, but he came in and it vanished.” Domnu ran a hand through her long dirty hair. “I had a vision and saw the newcomer in it. You — you were being burned at the stake.”

Nyx gasped. “When will it happen? Why would...” She shook her head. “Never mind. That vision isn’t going to come to pass. Traveller is dead. I think the shadow creature killed her. Dom, we have to get out of here. It’s not safe anymore.”

“We can’t leave. We don’t have identity papers or any money.”

“I have some money, and we can buy forged papers. Hopefully, it will be enough. Go and get food from the pantry, and hurry. Make sure we have everything we need.”

“If we get caught —”

“I can’t stay here. Those people are looking for me. I have to get out of here before they find me again – I barely got away earlier.”

“You should go. We would only slow you down.”

Nyx gaped at her sister. “What? No. I would never leave you behind.” She gripped Domnu’s hand. “Nor will I leave you to endure Harland’s wrath either.” She knew full well what their foster father would do to them once he found out Nyx had gone missing. If she weren’t there to rein his temper in, both of her sisters would probably die.

“Your safety is important, Nyx. I will not watch you die. Get —” Domnu was cut off by a scream from the other room, followed by the sound of a crash.

Oh no, Harland had told off Kyri again. She had heard her sister screaming enough times to recognise the sound and sense Kyri’s presence nearby.

“Stay here. I’ll take care of it. Just get ready. We are leaving.” Nyx grazed Domnu’s shoulder and hurried out of the room.

She rushed down the hall to the room where Domnu and Kyri slept.

Harland shouted at Kyri, demanding to know where Nyx was.

“Harland, stop.” Nyx pushed her way into the room. “I’m right here.”

“Stupid girl, you are good for nothing. You can’t even serve drinks downstairs.” Harland continued to berate Kyri. “Can you do nothing right?” He backhanded her.

“Harland, stop.” Nyx’s hands clenched into fists as energy roared to life from deep inside her. She had already lost control of her curse once tonight and didn’t want to do it again.

“Finally, you’re back.” Harland spun around to face her. “Where have you been?”

“I — I went for a walk. Had another bad headache but I’m here now.” Nyx raised her chin.

Too bad he didn’t stay unconscious. She and her sisters had to get out of here before those people she had seen in the cave came back.

Something moved in the corner of the room. The shadow creature. It shot into Harland. The old man gasped, and his eyes turned black.

“You,” he hissed. “You’re the one.”

Nyx stepped back. “Harland?”

Harland lunged at her. Her senses screamed at her. She ducked and dodged the blow.

Now, this was not Harland anymore. It was the shadow creature.

“Harland, stop!” Nyx reached for the familiar weight of the sword at her back. She gasped as she realised it wasn’t there. She must have dropped it back at the cave. The eyes staring back at her were black as night. “Stay back.” But he lunged her again. “Kyri, run!”

Kyri remained curled up in the corner and whimpered. She didn’t move.

Nyx scanned the room and looked for any kind of weapon but found none.

Harland grabbed hold of her arm, and heat seared through her skin.

Nyx yelped from the pain. “Kyri, help.”

Her sister remained where she was.

Nyx drew back her free hand and punched Harland in the face. Pain exploded in her now-bruised knuckles. Harland didn’t so much as flinch despite the blood pouring from his face.

Curse it, she had to do something to make him stop. Icy energy washed over her, clawing at every fibre of her being.

It slammed against her mind, trying to force its way in.

“Stop.” She used her free hand to grasp Harland. “Let go of me.”

Energy reverberated through her hand, blasting Harland across the room from the force of it.

Nyx sank to the floor. Blood pounded in her ears as her energy drained away. Her influence always sapped her energy, but now it might be the only thing that could stop him. She often used it to get him to calm down and stop him from attacking her sisters. She had never had to use it to defend herself, though. Harland feared her and her curse, she had always known that.

Harland scrambled up and screamed, clutching at his face. “What have you done to me?” he screeched, his voice unholy and unnatural. He stumbled towards her again. “I’ll kill you, mind whisperer. The prophecy will never come to pass.”

When he reached for her, Nyx screamed and raised her hands to shield herself. More power slammed out of her and into Harland. Like thunder without sound.

Her vision blurred. Blackness beckoned to her and Nyx had no choice but to give in to it.

Someone dragged Nyx to her feet.

“You killed him; you wretched girl! You killed him!” someone screamed and shook her.

Her head pounded like a heavy drum. It took a few moments for the room to shift back into focus. Mama Habrid stood before her, clutching Nyx by the collar of her tunic.

Kyri was sobbing in the corner.

“What’s going on?” Nyx murmured, still dazed.

Two men came into the room. Mama Habrid shoved Nyx towards them. “Here she is. She killed my Harland.”

What? Nyx shook her head. How had she even got into Kyri’s room? The last thing she remembered was running away from the cave. Then what happened?

Her mind had gone blank. She gasped when she caught sight of Harland slumped against the far wall. His glassy, blood-smeared eyes stared back at her. Almost in an accusing way.

“Harland? No, I didn’t do this.”

“You killed him!” Mother Habrid snapped. “I always knew you were unholy scum.” She spat in Nyx’s face. “I will see you die for this.”

The two villagers took hold of her arms.

“Wait, no. I didn’t do anything. Let go of me!” She waited for her influence to work.

It didn’t. Exhaustion hung over her like a heavy blanket.

The men dragged her downstairs and then outside. The villagers came out to see the men dragging her away.

She caught sight of the blue-eyed young man among them. His expression was grim.

“You did this! You killed him!” she screamed.

But despite her protests, no one stepped forward to help her and the blue-eyed stranger had soon vanished.

They brought Harland’s body out on a cart.

When Jarrod, their village elder caught sight of it, he struck Nyx so hard she fell to the ground. “Witch,” he spat. “You will burn for this. It’s time you paid for your dark deeds.”

The end.
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​“She must be put to death for her crime,” said the village elder. “Traitorous little wretch — killing the man who took her in and raised her as his own all these years.”

Nyx Ashwood froze as she stood surrounded by her tribesmen. Her mouth fell open at the man’s words. What? No, this can’t be happening. I haven’t done anything wrong. 

“I was only protecting my sister,” Nyx protested. “Harland tried to—” 

“Silence,” the village leader, Jarrod, snapped. “You killed one of your own people with forbidden sorcery. You will pay for your crime.” He towered over her with his massive frame, his dark eyes flashing. Long black braids trailed down his neck, his breath stank of ale and a bushy beard covered half of his weathered face.

Sorcery! Ridiculous. She didn’t have magic. Her abilities came from a curse, not from any magical talent. Now that very curse might cost Nyx her life. Everyone in the tribe possessed a spark of magic that allowed them to use basic spells. They viewed anything beyond that as evil. Nyx knew she shouldn’t have been surprised. The villagers had been looking for an excuse to get rid of her for as long as she could remember. 

She sat huddled in the corner of an old barn the villagers often used for meetings. Her wrists were raw from where they had been bound with tight rope, and they had tied her to a post so she couldn’t even fly away. Her jaw and limbs ached from where one of the men had beaten her. Worse still, she couldn’t remember everything that happened the night before. She had woken up in the tavern early that morning with Harland’s wife, Mama Habrid, screaming at her. Mama Habrid had accused her of murder, and Nyx had seen Harland’s body slumped over on the other side of her foster sister’s room.

Why couldn’t she remember anything? She had known people were looking for her last night and her trading contact, Traveller, had been killed. After she had discovered Traveller’s body, she had fled from the cave the trader had been staying in. After that... After that, everything had turned black.

Cracks of light crept in through the broken walls, and Nyx flinched as a rat scurried past her. But she did feel sorry for the poor creature. At least the rat had a chance to run away. She didn’t have that option, not with all the men here.

She is guilty.

We should have gotten rid of her years ago.

I always knew that changeling was nothing but trouble.

Their thoughts buzzed through her mind so loud she wanted to scream. Nyx hated being around so many people. It made it hard for her to concentrate and consider her next move. With her hands bound, she couldn’t touch anyone and use her influence on them either. Mama Habrid must have warned them about that too. She had always been so careful about keeping her curse a secret from people because she knew they would condemn her to death if they thought she had magic.

What she wouldn’t give for some wine, or better yet, the drug Nilanda to dull it all out, but there was no chance of that.

Her mind raced with questions about the night before. She had heard her sister screaming and knew she had to stop their foster father, Harland, from hurting Kyri again. Everything after that remained a blur. What happened? What had she done?

She did remember Harland choking Kyri then... nothing. She knew she must have intervened somehow. Nyx guessed she might have used her influence, as she often did, to rein his temper in.

Everyone kept saying she had killed him, but how? Her curse worked by tormenting her with other people’s thoughts and sometimes allowing her to bend people to her will, but she didn’t have the ability to kill anyone. While she might be able to get someone to hand over coins and other possessions, she couldn’t force them to commit murder for her. 

Nothing she said or did would make the villagers change their minds. If only she could get her hands free, perhaps she could force them to release her. Doing so always drained her of energy, but it wouldn’t harm them. The effects had always only been temporary. Usually, she got someone to do whatever
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