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Description


Queen Siobhan of the elves knows that there's only one way to save the world: together. The problem? The elves fled to the Otherworld centuries ago to avoid war. Convincing them they need to join one will be no easy feat. Visions plague her as she ponders how best to sway her people. Can she put things into motion before it's too late, or will the world itself suffer the consequences of their inaction? 

Queen of the Elves is a standalone short story that takes place before Blessed by the Fae in the Fae-blessed series but after its prequel, Crowned by the Fae. 
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Dedication


To you, my readers. I hope you enjoy this short story.
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About the Story


This short story was first released in the To Appalachia, with Love: Fantasy Anthology to aid Western North Carolina after Hurricane Helene. It takes place shortly before Blessed by the Fae in the Fae-blessed series and can be enjoyed either before or directly after Blessed by the Fae.
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Queen of the Elves


“Are you sure about this, my queen?” my ambassador asks me as I straighten my crown. 
As the queen of the elves, it is my duty to keep us all safe, so I don’t even have to think about it when I reply, “Of course, Ardwyn. The humans and fae are ready for us to return. You know why we must.”
Ardwyn nods, his long silvery blond hair falling over his face and concealing his features. “I wonder if they deserve our help,” he murmurs. “But I suppose this is why you rule our kingdom and not me.”
I wave the rod that controls the barrier between the Otherworld and Faerie, opening a rift to reveal a simple cave set deep in the Northern Mountains of the fae realm. “This is where we’ll place our signal. In this cave on the tallest peak. The beacon shall act as a catalyst for us to return. When the time is right, I have foreseen that a girl with an incredible gift will spur great change. She will light the beacon, and it will be up to me to convince our people to go home.”
“You truly think it will work?” Ardwyn doesn’t sound convinced.
“That is where you come in.” I close the rift. It is unwise to leave two worlds open to each other for long; there is no telling what could slip through.
“My queen?” Ardwyn’s brow furrows.
“Have you not wondered why I need an ambassador when there are no other kingdoms here in the Otherworld?” I ask. “Did you not think it strange I’d appoint you with no country to send you to?”
“I have no reason to question you, Queen Siobhan. You have always led us well,” he deflects.
“Hm,” I titter. “You have a honeyed tongue, friend.” Turning to peer down the mountainside—a mirror of the mountain in Faerie that we just witnessed—I clasp my hands together. “When we return, I imagine we’ll find that much has changed. Your honeyed tongue will do well to smooth things over. The people there will have questions. They will demand answers on why we left, and you will satisfy their concerns.”
“Do you think it that simple? We’ve been gone for a millennium. They will likely have gotten used to our absence and view our return as a threat.” Ardwyn’s piercing green gaze meets my own.
“I never said it was simple. But that is why I’ll send you. Your skill with words will convince them.” I start walking down the mountain, greeting the animals that dwell among the trees. A bird chitters at me, and a deer nudges me with its snout. We elves have long held command over and communion with animals, so this is nothing more than an ordinary occurrence. 
The sound of footsteps behind me indicates Ardwyn’s presence. “I will, of course, do as you ask. As ever, I am yours, my queen.”

      [image: ]I toss and turn in fitful sleep that night on my bed of moss in the forest. Disjointed dreams and visions buffet me as I fail to rest. 
I see strange creatures made of void and magic, undulating as they hover over Faerie. Twisted beasts and Unseelie fae gather at the gates of the city, and the fae queen stands between them and her people's destruction. 
Then the vision changes, and darkness seeps into the Otherworld, spreading like a plague and corrupting the land. The creatures made of void and magic flood the Otherworld until the land and its inhabitants wither away. There is much weeping and wailing as the lives the elves knew are stolen from them.
The vision shimmers, fading into an alternate future, where the Otherworld is untouched … but empty. Instead, the elves march, in full armor and strapped down with weapons, through the veil between the worlds. They flood into Faerie, their faces masks of determination as they prepare for war. 
It is unclear whether this second vision leads to victory or whether the outcomes will end in defeat, but I cling to hope that acting will give us a chance. To do nothing is to condemn us all. 
Throwing off the covers, I rise from my mossy bed and pace a furious trail in the undergrowth. We elves prefer a life without walls or roofs, allowing us to be one with nature, so watching those creatures destroy our world—even in a vision—felt like a physical blow. I cannot allow that to happen. 
However, despite my role as queen, my people do not always listen to me. It will be a difficult task to convince them that we must act. More than likely, they will not trust my vision, accusing me of making it up to “further my cause” or simply not believing it at all. So, I will need to use my charms.
Rubbing a clammy hand over my brow, I sigh and pause in my pacing, deep in thought. But the sound of soft footsteps interrupts my pondering, and I turn, frowning. Who could that be at this early hour? I wonder. 
I don’t have to wait long to find out. A page slips through the circle of trees that marks my dwelling. The young boy has the close-cropped silvery hair of all the male youths, denoting he has not reached his age of maturity yet. He bows low, removing his cap and exposing his pointed ears. 
“An urgent message for you, Your Majesty,” he says, holding out a scroll with a wax seal bearing the signet of Amon, one of the elders on my council. 
Amon has long been a friend and counselor of mine, having been my tutor as a young elfling, and now he has become one of my chief advisors. His position on the council allows him to monitor the other elders for me and to root out malcontent. 
Unfurling the scroll, I examine the flowing script. It reads:
To my most esteemed queen,
Greetings and blessings. I hope this letter finds you well. 
It has come to my attention that there are several members of your council who will be meeting secretly tonight to discuss a matter of grave importance. They wish to create unrest among the people so that your desire to help Faerie will not come to fruition. 
I have discovered the time and place, which you can see below. I urge Your Majesty to attend this meeting from the shadows and learn what you can. That way, you may thwart their attempts before their insurrection can fester and grow.
As always, your most loyal servant,
Amon
Scowling, I roll the scroll back up and toss the page a gold coin, dismissing him. I need to be at that meeting. Of that, there is no doubt. My situation as queen of the elves is precarious at best, since it is hard to manage a people so indecisive and divided. Some days, they celebrate me as the best thing to ever happen to them. Others, I’m lucky if I’m not strung up at their whims. 
Apparently, it’s the latter today. 
So, I call a sparrow to me and whisper to it. “Go to Ardwyn. Bring him to me,” I instruct, and the bird flies off.
Waiting, I wipe the sweat of the fading sun from the back of my neck. I don’t have to wait long. Within ten minutes, the leaves
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