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    To my beloved husband, Onas, who helped me find my love of writing again. 

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction


[image: ]


In a time of famine, with the magical and human worlds colliding, she swam from the depths of the sea, the last of her kind. Humans thirsted for control of Dark Waters leaving the Mermaid Kingdom in ruin. 

Some magic should not be touched by mortal hands. Some of us are born to greatness and some corrupt it. The darkness that hides inside the human heart should never be given control of magic. My name is Lyria Aquamarine, the child goddess of Poseidon, the last of the merpeople. This is the story of how the Sirens came forth. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Mermaid Pearls


[image: ]


The palace became colder as the young boy descended the stairs that led to the lower castle vaults. The secret passage to the king's wealth was hidden behind a vast tapestry flanked by lit torches. Small hands could easily find the latch and open the doorway enough for a child to slip inside unnoticed by the patrolling guards. Smooth, cold stone met the tiny hand, and a quick whooshing sound followed by a click signaled the child's entry into the forbidden treasure vault. 

The torches flickered, and the passage lay quiet as the small child stood still on the opposite side of the secret door, shaking in fear as the chilly darkness covered his small frame. His hand trembled as it plunged into his pocket to pull out a small candle and a striker box. Carefully, he lit the candle and blinked as his eyes watched the small flame dance in the darkness. It took a moment to find the bottom of the first torch. His hand pushed up hard causing it to pop out of the wall holder and fall at his bare feet. A chill danced up his spine as he reached to take the torch. 

"Why did I let those gossiping guards make me do this?" He thought to himself as he lit the torch and blew out his small candle. “I am a prince and their chatter about my fearing the dark shouldn’t matter to me,” Albert thought, as he continued to move forward. The passage lit up, and he saw the hallway lined with torches and cobwebs stretching out in front of him. It had been many years since the king had used this passage. These vaults were full, and with the end of the war with the sea men, there had been no need to walk them. The upper castle depository was more than enough to keep trade and kingdom needs met. These older vaults were for times of dire need. If the king should run into trouble and require more funds or ancient magic to defend the kingdom. 

Soft footfalls padding towards a sizable arched doorway echoed as the prince made his way to his destination. He looked at the massive stone walls and the iron torch holders. Albert had lit the torches as he went, standing on his tiptoes to do so. There would be no more walking in the dark for him. His thoughts had not turned to his leaving the adventure and needing to put out the torches. At that moment, he only thought of the deepest point of the vaults. The tale of the mermaid and the adventure o possibly finding the pearls tugged at his heart. The laughter of the guards as they joked about his fears also pushed him onward. It was a mixture of curiosity and a desire to prove himself fearless that helped him overcome his fear of the darkness. 

"I will show them who is master of this castle! Child of the king am I, and I go where I please!" Prince Albert Walter Smedley thought to himself as he pulled the ring on the door to open it. It groaned with his efforts and gave way, allowing him to continue into the rooms full of treasures. Lighting more torches, Albert looked around in awe of the vast wealth that greeted him. All of it was his father's and thus one day would be his too. He ran his tiny hand over a substantial golden broadsword, which stood in a sword display near the doorway. A golden helmet and silver chain mail lay near it. Many golden cups encrusted with jewels were stacked here and there. Golden coins and silver ones spilled onto the floors. Rubies and emeralds caught the torch's light and seemed to wink at him. Crowns and necklaces lay here and there discarded as old relics of parties gone by. 

Albert was no longer as fearful as he had been at the start of the journey. The thrill of all the old, forgotten wealth captured his imagination. He rushed back and forth looking at everything around him. He glanced at the endless doors leading onward, deeper into the castle's underbelly. He was determined to find the heart of the castle, where it was said the mermaid pearls rested. Adventure had found a new heart to enrapture, as the small boy lit more torches and made his way through the rooms of treasure. He looked at the old tapestries with their gold and silver threads. The suits of armor from war heroes and the swords encrusted with jewels discarded for newer, finer ones. 

It was the last room that caused Albert to pause. It opened into a center chamber, with passageways all leading away down other paths from it. It was empty save a fountain, which flowed with water. The fountain was a carved marble likeness of a mermaid holding her hands to the sky, as water poured over her from her tiara of shells. Around her neck rested a doubled strand of blue pearls. The carved statue had blue eyes that matched the color of the pearls she wore. An engraved plaque was at her feet. She swam in an opened shell, which acted as the base of the fountain. The water flowed into them, over the edge, and down an open hole that sent the rushing water back out to the sea below. 

Albert crept to the image and placed his torch in a holder at the base of its shell. A soothing glow enveloped him, and the water began to sparkle as it flowed over the mermaid statue. "Magic, this feels like magic," Albert spoke out loud, and his voice echoed down the long passages that surrounded him. He gasped as the statue blinked. "It can't be. You can't blink!" Albert said once more. 

A slow smile danced on the face of the statue, and the pearls glowed a soft blue color. The water slowed to a stop as the pearls slowly slid down the statue's neck and towards Albert. It hovered in the air and danced in front of him. A soft, beautiful voice filled the air; "I am Lyria Aquamarine, child goddess of Poseidon, transformed into the magical mermaid pearls you see before you now. Who has braved the wrath of the king to seek an audience with me?" The sweet voice asked. 

Albert was mesmerized by the pearls, and the now moving figure which had come to life showing the form the creature once was before the pearls came to be. He bowed and made his reply as politely as he could. "I am Prince Albert Walter Smedley, son of King Lamar Taylor Smedley, who rules this kingdom of Hearthstone. It is my pleasure to have found you Lyria Aquamarine, child goddess of Poseidon." Albert said in his best royal voice. The sculpture seemed to wiggle, and a small sound of laughter radiated from it, giving her a voice to match her movements. The pearls continued to hover in front of Albert. 

"So, child of the king, tell me what you are doing here in my chamber?" Lyria spoke softly; her voice filled with kindness. Prince Albert smiled shyly, forgetting his royal manners as he scuffed his bare feet on the stone floor. It was a moment before Lyria heard him mumble his response about how he had wanted to discover if the legend of the mermaid pearls was true. The pearls glowed their soft
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