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Author's Note


Flip to the back for content warnings. 

Welcome to Areth where humans and otherworldly beings reside together in somewhat harmony and the Gods reign supreme. 

The moment you turn the page you're stepping into a different world. Some spellings might be different than what you're used to so I've included a glossary of terms in case confusion arises. Continue forth to be swept away into this other Earth-like world…







Glossary of Terms 


Days of the Week— 
Moonsday – Monday
Tyrsday – Tuesday
Odinsday – Wednesday
Thorsday – Thursday
Freyday – Friday
Satarusday – Saturday
Sønday – Sunday

Food and Animals—
Koffee – Coffee
Chakolate – Chocolate
Romune (Lettuce) – Romaine
Shremp – Shrimp
Chiken – Chicken
Salamon – Salmon
Onyons – Onions
Garlik – Garlic
Kabbage – Cabbage
Carrits – Carrots
Kokonut – Coconut
Turnyips – Turnips
Kow – Cow
Cheetza- Cheetah
Muelle – Mule
Zummingbird – Hummingbird
Almunds - Almonds
Pigle – Pig
Potatots – Potatoes
Tommato – Tomato
Krickets – Crickets
Phrog – Frog
Nybiscus – Hibiscus

Language- 
Poshlo vse k chertu (Russian)- Damn it all.
Vot der'mo (Russian)- Oh shit
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Chapter one
Wheel in the Sky
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Nothing would ease her heart from hammering a threat to explode from her chest.
The need to run away attacked without mercy as the bulldozer-sized men escorted her and Ivan somewhere unfamiliar.
Kyra, much to her dismay, was in a flurry of nerves. Her attention was riveted on the soldier in front of her, taking in his tiniest details.
His shaved head had the stubble of re-growth that prickled his skin. His bare torso, all muscle, with wide shoulders. Bronze cuffs captured the sun’s rays glistened and curved around both of his thick wrists.
Alarm rang through her at the sight of his large, imposing hands. They appeared as if they could break solid stone with a mere punch. One of them was wrapped around the middle of a pointy spear that she and Ivan had been threatened with upon their capture just moments ago.
They had been joined by more strange men all in the same type of uniform, a white kilt and a brown cloth head wrap that hung to their shoulders.
One of them was carrying her backpack.
She shook her head, trying to make sense of it all.
This has to all be some kind of strange dream.
In trepidation, Kyra lifted eyes to the fiercely blue sky. There was not a cloud in sight. Although it was sunny and steaming hot, inside her a storm was brewing that was just as intense as the humidity that covered over her skin like a thick blanket.
“I’m telling you, this is all a huge misunderstanding,” she said to anyone who would listen.
All she got as a reply was another push by one of the soldiers behind her, holding a spear and shield.
“Aiya…” she breathed out while her heart jumped up in her throat at the sight of a gargantuan white stone palace.
Arched and flat roofs with massive thick columns tall enough to kiss the sky loomed over her, intimidating. This sprawling palace stretched over the grounds like arms spreading wide, casting more dominating shadows.
Her jaw dropped and her anxiety spiked at the vision of the most elaborate gardens she had ever been immersed in, with tall, leafy trees shading the land of crisp green grass.
With the movement of bodies all around her, all flittering about similar to bees darting over bright colored flowers that the groundskeepers were tending to brought a sweet scent to the air. Rushing fountains of crystal blue water would have put Italis’s fountains to shame. Statues of animals were placed abundantly throughout the grounds, their chiseled faces and bodies so lifelike they very well could have sprung to life, not unlike gargoyles when night falls.
This was a massive hive of workers, multitudes of people in pristine whites and others in colors going in and out of different sections of the palace.
There were no obvious signs of any mystics there at all.
It was all so dreamlike.
I must be asleep. I hit my head and I’m knocked out. It was the only explanation her mind came up with that made any sense.
She and Ivan were led across a pathway of different sized flat stones and up fifteen steps belonging to another massive structure that was as tall as it was wide and similar in appearance to the palace. From the grass surrounding the base grew white and pink flowered yasmine ivy vines winding up broad columns. Each column flowered out in painted golden palm leaves at their connection points to the roof.
Kyra hesitated.
“Keep moving,” a man barked, and slammed his palm against her back with a hard shove forward.
“Hey!” She spun around. Being touched by someone she didn’t know was like electricity zapping every nerve in her body and her stomach bubbled with ill.
Several of the soldiers held their spears up to attack. She had no idea how to fight these men even if she wanted to, and she lifted her hands displaying her surrender.
The soldiers, prompted by the threat of being impaled, continued jabbing their spears.
Both Kyra and Ivan obeyed.
“These men will not listen to us,” Ivan said near Kyra’s ear, eyeing the men next to them who struggled with the weight of her silver-bladed sword. Two of these men had a hefty grip on the sword’s golden hilt with its knuckle guard weaving out in an elegant curve, dragging it along the ground making grunts and other noises. The tip of the sword’s sheath scraped against the stones. Ivan cringed, and the tension emanating from him was so heavy it could have smacked Kyra in the face.
Looking at the circumstances, she figured it would not be a wise move if Ivan decided to knock the soldiers’ heads together and take back the sword. He had to be coming up with some sort of plan to escape, though. She knew this probably wasn’t the first time he had ever been arrested, considering his occupation as a relic hunter. He was always putting himself in danger on purpose and rarely without a plan up his sleeve.
Kyra huffed, annoyed, and glanced up at the golden leaves enhancing the design of the columns. It seemed a safer place to rest her eyes for the time being.
“Where do you think they’re taking us?”
Something sharp poked her in the back and she turned her head to the offender in time to see him pulling his spear away.
“Watch it with that thing, will ya?”
The man narrowed his eyes at her. “Silence,” he ordered in a gruff voice. He was at the ready to attack.
A pair of tall, wide, closed doors with large iron rings for handles barred the way before them. Two more soldiers similarly dressed, with swords against their hips, stood guard there, their spears held upright in their hands.
“Let me in,” a man with a full black beard, who sounded like he was in charge, demanded.
“What business do you have?” one of the men at the door answered while taking a long look past him and at Kyra, his dark brows meeting together in curiosity as he scanned her up and down. He then looked at Ivan, giving him the same once-over.
“I am Captain Bomani, and you will do best to move out of my way.” The bearded man leaned closer to the guard, “I found these thieves lurking around the palace’s private temple. Look at the state of their fashion; I believe they are dark spell weavers and spies in league with our enemy. They were so obvious in poking their noses around where they do not belong. They should be brought to Pharaoh’s attention.”
“Spies? Are you positive?” The guard at the door looked at Kyra again and then threw another suspicious glance toward Ivan. “I mean they do stand out quite a bit.”
In an unwavering, firm expression the guard at the door continued to regard them. “Are spies not supposed to bring attention to themselves?”
“Do not question your captain. I am certain this time.”
The guard blinked at him and gave him an agreeable look. “Very well. It is your neck after all. Wait here. Our Pharaoh is currently in the middle of handling negations with the court families. Let me see if he can spare a moment for your…imagination.”
He grabbed the thick iron ring and pulled the door open just enough for him to enter, then closed it behind him.
Captain Bomani turned his glare back onto his prisoners, and a shiver raced over Kyra’s skin. A dangerous smirk curved the corner of his mouth, and she knew an arrogant, praise-seeking man when she saw one. With that sure look, it was clear to her the man thought for certain he had caught criminals.
“I shall get all the credit for the capturing of you spies. You will regret ever setting one toe in my jurisdiction.”
At how wrong he was, Kyra’s jaw dropped in alarm as her anger soared.
“Great, a cop with a god complex,” she murmured to Ivan, who rolled his eyes with a shaking of his head.
In her frustration at this whole situation and the fact she and Ivan were being ignored, Kyra thrust her fisted hands in the air as if she intended to pop Bomani in the face with them, “Listen here, you—we haven’t done anything!”
Ivan’s eyes were narrowed in a menacing glare that mirrored Kyra’s. “We’re innocent of what you’re accusing us of.”
The door creaked open and that same guard stuck his head out of the room and signaled for Captain Bomani to approach.
“Just so you know, he is not pleased in being disturbed for this. So you had better make this good, my Captain. You cannot afford another foul-up.” The man was grinning.
“I am sure of infiltration this time. You can even bet on it.” Captain Bomani sneered at the doorman just as the heavy door was pulled open. He turned around and signaled for them to enter.
“Oh trust me, we have.” The guard snickered. “I bet ten silver orahs against you.”
The captain’s eyes shrank into angry creases. With an exasperated noise, he lifted his hand in the air, and the guards shoved Kyra and Ivan forward, stumbling.
Kyra had just about enough with all the handling of her person but did not put up much a fight.
The tiles beneath her shoes were a shiny white with light blue splashes every three or four tiles. Lifting her head, she found herself in an immaculate throne room. Sheer white drapes hung over archways that framed the outside doorways. In them dangled strings of crystals catching the sun’s rays, so the room glittered with rainbows all about the walls and floor.
A light breeze brushed past her. Otherwise the room was warm and the scent of pleasant spice greeted her nose.
“This had better be important,” said a striking voice that made Kyra’s eyes go wide. The sound was so familiar it brought many memories to the surface of her twisting mind. She pivoted around so slowly, just to be sure her ears weren’t playing tricks on her.
Her head throbbed.
Her brain didn’t want to accept who she was looking at and it surged like she had been electrocuted.
The person who was eight steps above her and Ivan, seated on a throne of gold, had short black hair. He was impressive, rippled with muscle like he had been sculpted from the finest bronze. Her face flamed at the familiar sight of this regal figure and her whole body started to warm.
A gold and multi-jeweled collar hung around his neck that rested against a bare broad chest. Her eyes caught the shimmer of a wide gold cuff with a blue jewel scarab that fit snugly about his right wrist.
A white linen kilt around his waist was held by a bejeweled belt. As much as she wanted to stop ogling him, her eyes had minds of their own and traveled down the length of muscular legs to sandals of golden-hued leather that hugged his feet.
The man was slouching on the throne, looking relatively bored while two women were fanning him gently with fans made of fluffy and colorful long feathers.
He looked just like the spirit tied to Amun Ra’s medallion piece, Anen…
Wait, this doesn’t make any sense. Alarm shook Kyra.
“This isn’t real. It’s just a dream or a joke, right?” she said quietly enough for only Ivan to hear.
She yelped when Ivan reached over and pinched her arm. With a sharp twist of her head, her glare blasted him.
“This is no dream, Kyra.” He motioned toward the throne with a nod of his head. “And I promise this is not a joke. I do believe that’s the living form of Anen sitting up there.”
He lowered his eyes away from the man. “Which means he doesn’t know who we are here.”
“If that’s Anen, as you say, and not my imagination…then this means we were taken back in ti—”
The sharply pointed tip of a spear poked her in the back, cutting her off.
Her head snapped around to the offender. “Cut that out,” she demanded through gritted teeth.
An annoyed groan from the regal figure of Anen was directed at Captain Bomani. “You disturbed me for these foreign citizens in strange fashion?”
Strange fashion? Kyra looked down at what she was wearing, her black skirt that was a little above the knee with her legs wrapped in black leggings, her white with neon pink and green splotched t-shirt that poked out beneath her black hoodie wasn’t at all strange. If they had indeed been thrust back in time she supposed compared to everyone else, both her and Ivan’s garb of a light blue shirt, jeans, and those familiar ugly brown sneakers of his did indeed make them stick out like sore thumbs.
“Sire, forgive this lowly captain.” Captain Bomani bowed. “I have reason to believe these subjects of yours are the darkest of spell weavers. Please, take the time to look at my evidence and make your judgment.”
“You think we’re what now?” Aghast at the accusation, Kyra clenched her fists at her sides. “You’re mental, that’s what you are.”
She could feel Anen’s gaze on her due to her outburst but she avoided the man’s eye contact. The look he was bestowing upon her made her heart race down a path she did not care to wander in her current state of confusion.
“This can all be explained easily.” Ivan tried to reason with the live version of the spirit he and Kyra knew. “Please, allow me to—”
Anen’s brow arched and Captain Bomani’s eyes widened. Fear flashed across the man’s face for a brief moment before his expression turned fierce and he jammed his foot into the back bend in Ivan’s knee, bringing him to the ground.
“You will stay silent, fiend. You dare speak to the Lord-of-All without permission?” he barked.
Kyra threw herself down beside Ivan, offering a concerned hand on his back. Her eyes narrowed as she, too, shot a glare as hot as the fires of the underworld back up at the captain.
”It would not be wise to disrespect me in front of our glorious Pharaoh,” the captain threatened.
He approached the guard holding Kyra’s pink bag and also the two fit guards it took to hold her large sword; they were red-faced and sweat dripped down the sides of their necks from the weight of it.
Taking the bag, Captain Bomani held it in the air. “This sack these foreigners were carrying will provide my proof of their diabolical doings. Its contents are what led me to believe they were sent to infiltrate and steal secrets.”
Kyra and Ivan both got to their feet.
With boundless irritation, Kyra crossed her arms and shifted her weight onto her hip, shaking her head at how ridiculous all of this was.
Captain Bomani fiddled with the zipper and proceeded to dump the items from her bag.
“Careful, some of those are…” She saw her music player, cell phone, and laptop dropping from the bag and she ran forward, throwing herself under the bag and twisting up to catch the prized objects in her arms, sliding a little bit across the floor. Her eyes shot daggers up at Captain Bomani while she held up her phone. “I’ll have you know all of this cost nearly a thousand frickin’ donari!”
“‘Frickin’ donari?’” Bomani did not mask his confusion at her words. “You must be a fierce spell weaver casting spells on me!” He looked to Anen and noticed a rather amused expression on his face, though the Pharaoh yet stayed silent.
Kyra sighed with relief as she looked upon her unbroken treasures with a fond eye. She turned over and rested on her knees, holding her sacred objects in her lap. Reaching for the bag Captain Bomani had tossed to the floor, she began repacking it.
One of her university books was picked up by Captain Bomani and he opened it revealing it to Anen. “Look at this gibberish; obvious dark magic spells. This man must be a gifted dark spell weaver indeed.” He enthusiastically pointed to Ivan.
Ivan, startled by the accusation, took a small, retreating step back. “I have no clue how to cast any spell, let alone have a book full of them.” With a sharp point of his finger at the captain, he took a breath. “This man is mistaken.”
Kyra rolled her eyes. “That book is not Ivan’s. It’s for my literature class and it’s not gibberish, it’s written in Inelish. I doubt Shosfere’s works were considered dark.”
She stood, took the two large steps toward the captain, and ripped the book from his hand. “Aiya…” she groaned in irritation, “Unbelievable…”
A sensation prickled her skin and glanced up on pure accident, her eyes rested on Anen which was a mistake. The amusement on Anen’s face all the while keeping his dark commanding gaze on her was so penetrating, her nerves were raw at the way he could make her heat with just one glance was still as prevalent now and he didn’t even know her yet.
Someone coughed which brought her back to the dire situation at hand.
With trembling fingers at how Anen stoked the fire in her and trying to get a handle on these raging hormones of hers, Kyra bent to pick up the rest of her things and put them back in her backpack only Captain Bomani had the nerve to grab her arm to stop her. Snapping up, Kyra shook her arm in a frenzy to get out of his grip and her leather-bound case dropped from her hand.
“Get your stupid hands off’a me!” Her free arm came swinging up, her palm connecting with his face, the sound echoing throughout the room.
“Whoa, she struck the captain,” a soldier gasped out in shock.
In the surprise of it all, he staggered back. The captain pressed a hand to his face, his expression twisting in a silent rage at Kyra who stood with her right foot planted forward. The tingling in her eyes was evidence Captain Bomani witnessed the gold sparkling in her orbs, he gasped in alarm, “Dark Magic.” He seethed while pointing at her, “You are going to pay with your lives, especially you for striking me.”
With her back to Anen, she was alerted to him shifting up there, and when she turned her head to face him he was on his feet, irritation was the only emotion he was conveying.
”I have seen enough,” Anen’s tone was strong and commanding, he lifted a firm hand his forefinger was directed at the captain, “you have wasted my time with this utter nonsense.”
“Wait, I beg of you,” Captain Bomani raised his hands, “I can prove it’s not nonsense.” His sight narrowed in on Kyra’s disc case on the floor and he bent, picking it up. Upon opening it, he found round objects of silver, and when they caught the light all the colors of the rainbow glided over the round objects. Facing Kyra, who was kneeling at Ivan’s side, the captain held up the case. “What do you do with this?”
“It’s not what you thi—” Ivan interjected but guards shoved him to the floor. He hit the tile face first.
“Ivan!” Kyra cried out while being shoved away from him.
“Do not speak again, for the next time you do…you will be speaking with Osiris,” a soldier threatened, digging a spear into Ivan’s back—not enough to pierce his flesh but enough to let him know the threat was real.
Facing Anen, with a grand sweep of his arm outward, Captain Bomani bowed.
“May I approach? I have something you really should see.”
[image: image-placeholder]Hurtling forward in a speed that could put a cheetza to shame, in another section of the palace grounds, leaping across the grass and over decorative rows of stones, two temple priests, one tall and lean, while the other short and robust, both clothed in matching dark linen kilts and robes were sprinting—not exactly elegant acts for people of their positions.
They were the ones that had summoned the Star of Amun Ra to aid them in their time of need.
Having learned from one of the palace guards that two foreign thieves were being taken to Pharaoh they had to hurry.
They took an alternate route to get to the throne room.
In his haste, Ini knocked over a servant who seemed to just appear out of nowhere in his path; her basket of bright white, clean linen tossed up and out, falling over the ground like snow.
“Look what you did, you idiots!” she hissed, shaking her fist at them, and in her fit of annoyance and anger, she tossed her basket at their backs.
“Sorry, sorry. No time to stop,” Nuru explained over his shoulder. Her face of unbridled rage made him grimace in his already mounting guilt.
They did not have time to stop and apologize or help clean up the mess they made. So much was at stake. The two priests came to the east door to the throne room, a separate structure on the grounds and at least fifteen steps up from the ground level where they began to climb, their breath coming out in short, strained pants indicating their lack of fitness.
The two men thundered closer to the single door, only someone was in their path! The High Priest of Amun Ra, in a tunic of the finest goldenrod-yellow and a black robe, stood there facing the door, an unneeded obstacle.
“Senui!” they both called out.
He turned around at the sound of his name just as Ini and Nuru ran to him.
“What do you two want?” Senui sounded like he had ice in his veins instead of blood.
Nuru bent over, bracing his hands on his knees as he struggled to catch his breath. “We…have…uh…”
Senui hummed, annoyed.
“Senui! We need to see Pharaoh and we will not take no for an answer,” Ini said, able to catch his breath a lot quicker.
The much taller man, Senui, arched a sculpted brow. “No.”
Both the priests groaned.
“Come on, it is urgent,” Nuru begged with his hands clasped in hope.
“You cannot, for he is in council right now.” Senui’s cold tone and answer left much to be desired.
“You do not understand—” Ini started.
Their high priest never took them seriously and it showed by the extreme irritation that Senui did not bother to hide while his silent fury was rising in his cool gaze.
Senui lifted his arm and pointed. “Go back to the temple. I do not have time for either of you right now.” His light-brown bangs poked out of an impressive golden feathered and black silk headdress, it fluttered as he moved in his rush to turn around, he was stopped by Ini tugging on wide his sleeve.
“You must let us in there, I beg of you,” Ini pleaded.
And just like they wanted, Senui took their imploring looks of devastation and worries as a promise they were not going to leave until they got what they wanted. Lucky for them, Senui relented.
“Wait here.” Senui said, sharp and short. He opened the door and headed inside the room.
“Let us tell him after we eat,” Nuru said with a sarcastic twinge. “‘Trust me,’ you said.”
Ini looked sheepish. “Yes, well. Since when do you ever listen to me?” He looked away in shame.
Ini stepped up to the door and cracked it open just enough to see inside. High Priest Senui with a smooth gait was moving ever closer to Pharaoh, who was in a deep private conversation with Captain Bomani. “Arg, Bomani is such an arrogant muelle,” Ini muttered.
The speed with which Senui turned his head to look down on the main floor made the two priests share worried looks. Senui leaned forward to Pharaoh’s ear and whispered.
“Not now,” Pharaoh’s loud tone warned. “Whatever it is they need to say, it can wait.”
The two priests could see the fire in his eyes from where they were standing, and they cringed.
“Sire, I strongly suggest you speak with them posthaste,” Senui suggested.
“I said not now.” Pharaoh’s order left no room for argument.
Senui bowed with a slight nod of his head and turned back to the door. As he got closer, a cold smirk pulled the corner of his mouth, which brought alarm to the two priests, they didn’t have enough time to move away before Senui shoved the door open and it smashed into the two priests sending them sprawling backward.
After stepping out, Senui closed the door behind him. “You two are going to have to wait.”
Ini felt his nose gingerly to make sure that it wasn’t crooked.
“It cannot wait.” He got back on his feet.
He heard Nuru’s pathetic whimpering from still on the floor and shook his head down at him. “Oh, get up.” Ini reached down and grabbed Nuru by the front of his robes, pulling the shorter man to his feet.
The two of them pushed past Senui and went to the door and opened it just enough to be able to hear what was going on in the room.
                     * * *

“Perhaps you are right for once,” Anen said to his captain of the guard. He turned and faced the two prisoners. With a snap he closed the leather case and pointed it at them. “Whoever you two are have been proven a threat.”
“What?” The woman took a startled step back.
“You’re making a mistake!” The foreign man was muffled as his face was pressed into the tile once again.
Anen’s dark brows arched and met in the middle. “It is useless to continue your innocent charade.”
Pointing at Anen’s intimidating figure, the woman’s growl reached his ears, “You’ve got no idea what you’re talking about, ya big dummy. You’re saying we’re a threat because of a small leather folder?”
Anen scoffed at such bravado.
“You are not to speak to me like that. No one does. Ever. And if this was a much lighter circumstance I might have found your behavior amusing.” He straightened his posture. “I have made my decision.”
“Please listen to us, Anen.”
A guard gave him a whack with a thick stick across his back and he grunted at the harsh connection.
“You are not permitted to speak the name of Pharaoh,” the guard snapped, and whacked him again. The foreign man yelled out his pain.
“Stop it, you’re hurting him!” The woman’s wounded cry caused Anen’s insides to twist. His face, however remained, stoic. He could not let a woman’s emotions force him to shirk his duty to protect his people.
Squeezing tight the case of talismans, Anen’s eyes narrowed at that man on the floor. “My name is not to be uttered so casually by those consorting with our enemy. You will find your master has not won—”
“Our what? We don’t ha—”
“You will stay silent!” His loud, authoritative voice bounced off the walls around them cutting her off and she snapped back again, her remarkable eyes were wide with fear which was what he was trying to instill.
“Your talismans are unusual. I will not allow you to capture secrets or souls and take them back to your master. For that reason the penalty for your deceptions is high.”
He paused, contemplative. “Considering the grave circumstances we face, I think a public execution is appropriate. Then your master can see he has not succeeded here.”
The woman paled and wobbled.
* * *

There was a brief moment of silence as the weight of just what transpired sprang into Kyra’s mind like a black shroud dropping over her and she couldn’t find the light. Panic throbbed in her chest in fear at her realization.
Execution…equals…death. Death!
No, this is impossible.
She glanced around at the many faces, the weapons, the guards as her whole world began to spin out of control.
“Ivan, wha-what do we do?”
“Use the Starfire inside you to show them how powerful you are,” Ivan said to her.
“How?” With the raw terror running through her veins, this ability wasn’t coming to her, not like when she fried those monsters back at Rowan’s house of horrors.
“I—I can’t!” Kyra’s gaze was cemented on the soldiers who had surrounded her and Ivan all the more. She tightened her fist around the leather loop of her backpack knowing there was no way out of this.
One of the soldiers was standing there with his arms folded, wearing a smirk, no weapon pointed at them.
“Ivan…” She muttered, she realized he had seen the same thing she had.
“I’ll provide a diversion for you to get away.”
“What about you?”
“You must leave me here,” Ivan’s voice was muffled, “I will escape and find you. I promise.”
Tears stung her eyes, “No. I-I can’t leave yo—”
He cut her off with a loud frustrated growl. “Kyra, for once in your life don’t argue with me.” Ivan reared up like he was filled with the strength of ten men. His palms were glittering with the eye of Amun Ra while knocking the guard back that held him at bay.
“Go, go now!” He swung around kicking the guard on his right with such force the man flew across the room, “Kyra, damn it, go!” He sprang forward, grabbing Kyra’s sword in a smooth fluid motion from a tall, burly soldier, and swung.
He connected with several weapons, springing back and forth, kicking and connecting with many pairs of legs and chests as he was attacked from all sides by a cluster of guards.
Ivan snapped up and the guards went flying in many directions.
For once she did what she was told.
She ran in between the guards that were fighting Ivan, swinging her backpack hard enough that it knocked two guards out of her way. She concluded she wasn’t as important to them as Ivan.
Putting a good distance between herself and the clump of fighting guards didn’t last. She was descended upon by a towering, bulky mass of muscle, a large guard with a grin that soured her insides. He stalked towards her, threatening her with his razor-sharp sword. Without even thinking it through, her foot shot forward and slammed up between his thighs.
His mouth dropped open in a silent scream; the pain on his face sent a flash flood of satisfaction coursing through her system. As the guard was falling to his knees, Kyra bashed her elbow into his face, knocking a few of his teeth loose. He went face first into the floor, three of his teeth in a bloody clump beside his head.
More soldiers were coming at her.
Kyra took off running. She rushed out one of the open terrace doors while throwing her backpack straps on over her shoulders.
They were right on her heels. Loud commands of “do not let her escape!” echoed all around her.
Ivan shouted her name at the same time. Her heart squeezed in having to ignore him.
When she got to the railing she planted her hand on the flat ivory rail and vaulted over it. Kyra landed in a hard uneven crouch on the steps. A sharp twist in her ankle followed and she buckled, hot agony shot spiraled waves up through her body.
She met the unforgiving ground and scraped her knee.
Damn, damn, damn!
The ruckus was mounting behind her, and she threw a glance over her shoulder at one of the guards that pointed at her.
“There she is!”
I’m going to die, I’m going to die! She struggled for breath.
To her right and away from the throne room entrance, she spied off in the distance a tall wooden gate that led out of the palace grounds.
Kyra limped, pain twisting through her with every step as she hurried as fast as she could in direction of that gate, weaving between mile-high obelisks and statues of animals.
More shouting and commands from behind her edged closer and her mind was wild with fear and rage that burned hot at everything that had happened.
She did not stop running.
There were more soldiers in her way guarding the front gate as they were commanded to “Stop her!” by the soldiers coming up behind her.
At the front gate, the guard on the right moved toward her while brandishing his sword.
Gritting her teeth, Kyra trudged forward despite the agony in her step.
No, I will not stop! They can’t make me! No one will make me do anything ever again!
All-consuming rage surged, warm tingles awoke in her and bubbled like molten lava, the tingle deepened and then exploded forth in a burst of energy spiraling in all directions and knocked the large intimidating guard into the other, throwing both guards into the massive retaining wall, leaving human-sized body prints in the stone, clearing her path.
She ran out the open gate.






Chapter two
Hiding in Plain Sight
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Grabbing them by the front of their robes, Senui hauled Nuru and Ini off their feet and up into his face. “Why not say that in the first place?”
They were released none-too-gently, their heads knocked together.
“We tried to tell you.” Ini straightened his robes and went to the door, pulled it open, and walked in.
The room was abuzz with aggravated conversation. Ini noticed his Pharaoh looked agitated. It was the Star that drew his attention now. The man was held down on the ground by guards, his hands bound behind his back.
That is no way to treat the one who is here to aid us, Ini mused in silence with his nose in the air.
“I do not care what it takes, Captain. You need to go after that woman,” Pharaoh commanded.
Captain Bomani bowed. “Yes, my Pharaoh.”
Ini caught a glimpse of Senui, who stepped up beside Pharaoh.
Nuru’s loud snickering caused the Captain of the Guard to sneer at him, which did nothing to wipe the enjoyment from Nuru’s face. “You are sure going to regret what has happened.”
“What are you talking about, little runt?” Captain Bomani crossed his arms. Nuru waved him forward like he had a grand secret.
Captain Bomani inched forward.
“What do you think Pharaoh is going to do when he finds out that you had the Star of Amun Ra and his servant condemned to death?”
Nuru’s question made the captain spasm. Bomani’s eyes flew open in an almost comical fashion.
“I…what?”
People looked over at him at his shrill tone and he cleared his throat, moving closer to speak more privately. “Speak plain, you tiny imp,” he whispered at Nuru, but Ini was the one who answered.
“I had summoned the one who can help against enemy forces. The ones who you were so quick to call spies. That man is the Star of Amun Ra and the woman is his servant.” Ini chuckled. “I would say this falls under enormous mistake number four for you. Your head will be severed and placed on a sharp pike.”
He tapped his finger against the captain’s chest. “You should have asked around before jumping to conclusions as usual.”
A deep beast-like growl erupted from Bomani’s throat. “Just give me some time to find the woman to appease the Star before we tell Pharaoh.”
”We would, but…” Nuru drawled out slowly—and just like Ini expected, the captain of the guard panicked.
“But what?”
“Senui knows.” Ini pointed to his High Priest, who was leaning closer to their Pharaoh’s ear, speaking in hushed tones. Both Pharaoh and Senui looked over at them. “We told him.”
Bomani screeched and flew forward to reach Pharaoh and Senui. He tripped over an invisible obstacle in his way and went sliding across the floor landing right in front of—
Voices around him were laughing and fingers were pointing.
“I am beyond disappointed,” Pharaoh said, glaring down at Bomani’s defeated form on the floor. “No, disappointment does not express what I am feeling. In fact, there are no words to actually describe it.”
He spoke in a soft yet dangerous tone, his obsidian eyes ablaze.
“Sire, please, I can explain.” Bomani tried lifting himself to his feet, but Pharaoh’s foot came down hard on his back, preventing him from doing so.
”There is nothing to explain. In your foolishness and arrogant attempts at notoriety, you might have caused—” Pharaoh couldn’t even finish what he was saying and Ini knew he was that furious.
“I know, I—” Bomani was interrupted as his Pharaoh’s heel dug deeper into his back, cutting him off.
“You will keep silent! Listening to you is something I should have never done.”
Lifting his head, he looked over in the direction of Ini and Nuru. “You two.” He gestured them to approach with a subtle wave of two fingers to draw them closer.
Pharaoh then turned and pointed at the clump of soldiers beside the prisoner. “Release that man at once.”
Obeying, the guards expressed confusion while removing the rope that bound the prisoner’s wrists behind his back.
The bindings give way, and the Star sprang up from the floor. With fury in his step, he approached Pharaoh.
“You’ve made a huge mistake.”
“Explain why you think this is so.” Pharaoh’s dark eyes flashed dangerously.
“You chased off the Star of Amun Ra,” the man said through gritted teeth.
“You are the Star,” Pharaoh stated, and the man laughed. Anger surfaced on Pharaoh’s face.
“No, again you’re wrong. I’m the Star’s Guardian.” The foreign man’s tone was mocking.
If there was an emotion that could be described as beyond furious, Pharaoh indeed was an expert at it. He turned on Ini and Nuru. A cold smile that no one ever wanted to receive curved the corners of his mouth.
The two priests shivered from the amount of fright their Pharaoh was instilling in them both, and they clung to each other. The two of them swallowed thick gulps of air and recounted the tale of how the Star arrived.
[image: image-placeholder]Kyra’s lungs were about to explode. She pressed herself against an alley wall as guards zoomed past. She slid down the rough stone to the ground, pulling her knees into her chest as one guard stopped and looked down the way.
Her heart thundered.
Blood rushed in her ears as fear continued to climb.
He’s going to see me for sure, I just know it! Covering her mouth with both hands, Kyra didn’t trust herself to make not one peep as the guard scanned his perimeter. So slowly, he crept closer and closer still. So close she could see the beaded sweat dripping down the sides of his face.
The guard paused for a long, agonizing minute before backing up and moving on.
Relief flooded through her, and she released a long, settling breath.
The grainy sand and dirt-mixed ground provided no comfort to either her body or her emotions as she focused on it while she hugged her knees more tightly.
Aiya, this is beyond real and crazy! Kyra was now well aware she had not hit her head. This was not just some trick with the lights and trapdoors.
The truth hit hard.
The strange energy mass really had taken her and Ivan to the ancient past, to the exact time when spirit Anen was a mighty ruler radiating intimidation and authority.
Kyra wiped the sweat from her brow and unzipped her hoodie. It for sure wasn’t winter here. The heat was so broiling she now knew what it was like to be roasted in a brick oven. She needed to cool down or there was no doubt she would pass out.
She stripped off her hoodie. Sweat was already dripping down between her sides in thick rivulets. Still not cool enough, she next reached for her shoes and neon-pink socks, snatching them from her feet faster than a zummingbird in flight, and yanked off her leggings. Crumpling them into a ball, she shoved them into her pack.
She put back on her socks and shoes.
Her bag still lay open. Sifting through it, Kyra touched lots of extra batteries for her disc player and her phone charger. A lot of good my charger will do me in a time without electricity. Fingers skimmed her thin pink laptop, pens, and pencils.
Out of all my strange-to-them things in my bag, the disc folder had been the worst of it? She rolled her eyes at how stupid Bomani was.
The only thought on her mind right now was Ivan. Kyra zipped up her pack, stood, and Kyra tied her hoodie by the arms around her waist—it would not fit in her bag.
She needed to sneak back into the palace to get to Ivan, and then try to find a way home. How difficult would it be to find a spell weaver in this day and age who could do just that?
She swung her bag on over her shoulders as she walked to the mouth of the alley. With caution at the forefront of her mind, she eased her head out to scan all directions. Finding the coast was clear of guards, she stepped out into the baking sunshine.
[image: image-placeholder]The city was alive with the sounds and bustle of people going about their daily lives. Kyra was awestruck at all that was going on and how green the land around her was. 
The structures that surrounded and shadowed her were elaborate in their artistic designs. Dramatic arches, engraved flowers, and spirals enhanced the white stones. Stained glass was everywhere in a symphony of colors and shades. Kyra had had no idea that glass windows were even a thing back in this time, nevermind these elaborate creations. Only mystics had glassmaking knowledge in this era—and here, as at the palace, there were no signs that any lived in the city.
This was a teeming marketplace as the tunic-and-kilt-wearing vendors sold their goods, shouting the different items for sale, trying to get the attention of the people passing by.
Her stomach rumbled as she passed fruit sellers. Kyra looked over at the selections, the bright red apples, small round melons, and dark purple star grapes. She inhaled the scent of sizzling seasoned meats and her stomach complained about its lack of nourishment. She had money, donari bills, and different-sized coins of quintz, zinnies, and kwins, which were most certainly not the currency these citizens would be using—and that meant she couldn’t buy anything.
Loud commotion combined with a thundering ruckus of splintering wood to her left pulled her attention. Kyra’s head whipped around to see a young boy with shoulder-length black, messy hair come tripping out of one of the vendor’s tents. Kicking up a cloud of dust, he hit the ground with a hard grunt and glared up at the three men who hovered over him.
“You little bug.” The tougher, bigger man of the three slammed his foot into the boy’s side. The child clutched it, turning over.
The man kicked again, harder this time, and the boy shouted his agony as the man showed no mercy. “This will teach ya!” This time the man’s booted foot connected with his stomach. The boy groaned low and deep.
The rage on the grown man’s face was equal to a volcano about to erupt. That much bigger man grabbed the thin, frail child by the front of the thigh-length cotton tunic and snarled in his face. “Give it back now, you little mite.”
The boy hacked up something gooey from in his throat and spat in the man’s face with a deep, unapologetic grin.
With a threatening low, deep growl, the man wiped the boy’s saliva from his face with a thick hand. He attacked by grabbing the child by the hair and forcing him to his feet.
His gang laughed around them.
Kyra looked around to find no one paid any mind to what was going on, or to the damage this boy was about to be met with. Did no one care? Her heart twisted even more when she heard one of them utter, “We want his blood!”
If it was one thing Kyra did not approve of, it was bullying. She knew exactly what that was like. Her heart ached for this poor boy’s suffering and no one was doing anything to intervene. Groups of people just sidestepped the confrontation—and that did it. It all surged through her and a familiar tingle started in her chest and spread out through her body.
Sparks burst from the tips of her fingers.
She had an idea how to help, and just so those rough-looking men didn’t come after her, she found an adequate hiding space and darted over to it. She shimmied in between barrels of water and dropped to her knees. Grains of sand and dirt dug into her skin, but her discomfort would not stop her from helping out a poor child. She was no longer able to just watch this kid get terrorized by grown men.
She peeked out with only her eyes and the top of her head visible over the top of the barrel. Her eyes narrowed.
“Pick on children, will ya?” Holding her hand over the water barrel, she formed a finger gun as if it were the most common thing in the world for someone her age to do.
Kyra stretched her arm over the water barrel and aimed. She flicked her thumb forward firing the shot in direction of that man’s face. 
A bolt of golden energy surged from her finger which resembled a dart with a long glowing tail struck the man in the cheek and exploded. He dropped the child, stumbling back.
I’m surprised that it worked, considering I have no idea how to control this power of mine.
She sent another dart flying at him and he didn’t have time to react as he was struck again, this time right in the throat. He bent over, clutching it.
“What was that?” Another hit him in the face, but this one had such a force behind it that it knocked him to the ground. One of his thugs ran in Kyra’s direction, but he never reached her. Instead, he leaned over to inspect his boss.
“Ah, target spotted.” Kyra snickered, noting there might as well be a big fat red bulls-eye on that man’s backside. She launched a rather large dart—Direct hit!—right into his rear with a loud, exploding snap. He jumped around, grabbing at his behind, howling in pain.
Another painful dart embedded itself in his lower back.
Kyra stood now, firing another energy dart.
It sped through the air and hit her main target in the forehead, knocking him back to the dusty ground. He lay there unable to move, his loud groans reached her ears. She could see his other two thugs rushing to get away and tripping over each other in the process.
Good riddance! She snickered.
The boy looked over when Kyra ducked down behind a water barrel. The sound of approaching footsteps had her casting eyes over her shoulder just in time to see that boy standing there staring at her with suspicion in his own.
Rising to her feet, Kyra noticed his tunic was still pristine and clean even after the beating he had received.
“Are you all right?” She scanned him down to his leather-sandaled feet.
His dark brows knitted together as he continued to regard her while he stood there in silence.
Kyra cleared her throat. “I don’t think those men will bother you anymore.” Why wouldn’t this boy say anything? It was unnerving to say the least with him just staring at her. She swung her pack’s strap over her shoulder and turned to walk away.
“Wait!” he shouted at her back. “You helped me. No one has helped me before.” 
She looked over her shoulder at him, a soft smile spreading across her face. “It was nothing.”
His head shot up. His eyes narrowed and anger burned in them, which was not the emotion Kyra was expecting.
”Why did you help me? What do you want from me, woman?”
Kyra was taken aback by his rudeness. “I don’t want anything from you, kid. I just don’t like people picking on the weak, or in your case, children.”
Radiating offense, the boy roared at her, “I am not weak! I am eleven summers past. I am not a child!”
“Fine! You’re a big man.” She rolled her eyes and turned to go.
“You are the one the guards are looking for,” he said in a hushed tone, making the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. His cunning smile had her panicking, and he took two steps closer.
“They said to be on the lookout for a strange woman in even stranger clothing. No one around here looks stranger than you.” He clicked his tongue against his teeth. “They were offering a reward for information on your whereabouts, and I just might collect on that.”
She couldn’t believe the nerve of this kid.
“You know what? I helped you out of kindness but now I’m beginning to regret that decision altogether.” Briskly and with a cold shoulder, Kyra twirled around and walked away.
The beast in her belly made its presence known with an eager growl at the want of sustenance and she hugged herself, groaning as if that would calm it down.
Hearing laughter behind her, Kyra with a sharp turn of her head found the boy had been following her and was still laughing at her.
“What?” Annoyance spilled from her lips.
“Hungry, are you? And I bet you do not have any orahs.”
“I do have money. I just can’t spend it here.”
“You speak funny.” He laughed harder at the amount of frustrated anger she was expressing. “Look, lady, if you are hungry, I will help you.”
Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t do me any favors. I’m fine enough on my own.” She crossed her arms, her eyes darting away from him and to the right. “And my name isn’t lady, it’s Kyra.”
“Mine is Asim. Come with me if you want to eat,” he announced proudly, with a growing devious smirk.
He led the way down the rows of seasoned meats and fried fish vendors and her mouth watered as he gestured to tables upon tables of different foods. He discreetly pinched an apple from the corner of a table and tossed it behind himself with practiced perfection.
Kyra caught it with ease. “You just stole this.”
The boy shrugged. “So? Just eat it.”
She bit into the apple, a tiny spring of guilt erupting inside.
Asim was ever careful in his skill and lifted star grapes off the next table and handed them off to her. Next was salted fish on a stick he tossed over his head. Watching his handiwork over his shoulder, she caught it with ease. “You are plenty good at catching what I toss to you. Imagine what I could manage if we teamed up.”
Guilt gnawed at her with the stealing but she tried with all her might to push it to the back of her mind, she could deal with those feelings later for right now the beast within her belly was ravenous.
It was the bald, bare-chested bulky man, whose rotund belly was spilling over the top of his white kilt, and multiple golden medallions around his neck that caught her attention, and more importantly, she noticed it caught Asim’s more than approving gaze.
The oblivious man was fanning himself with a deep blue feathered fan. What drew attention was the heavy-looking coin purse hanging from the well-to-do man’s silver and copper belt.
“I am gonna snag that,” Asim said with a grin and a finger pointed at the coin purse.
Kyra’s eyes widened, this time guilt would not stop ramming her conscience. “What? No…don’t.”
“Just come on.” Asim waved her forward and slithered over to the wealthy individual. He waited for the right moment as the large man finished his conversation with another well-to-do fellow dressed similarly and turned his back to walk amongst the food vendors and tents. He wasn’t paying attention to his surroundings.
Asim rushed over and slammed himself into the man, trying to tangle himself up in the man’s legs and nearly caused the target to fall over.
“Easy there, boy,” The man said with a grin, grabbing Asim’s shoulder to steady himself.
Asim bowed. “Forgive me, Lord, Sir.” He loosened the coin purse from the man’s waist and it fell easily into his hand, he turned to pass off his prize to Kyra…Only she wasn’t there! She was standing a little bit away observing, looking up at the open windows from the surrounding stone homes avoiding him.
“Kyra!” Asim took a few steps toward her when he was grabbed by the back of his neck and yanked off the ground.
“Hold there, boy, I think you have something of mine.” The furious man spun the little thief around, his anger insurmountable as he raged down at the boy. “I should have known.”
“Where are the guards?” He looked around for the authorities. “You will pay for stealing from me—”
Asim flailed around and the man couldn’t keep him still enough to even find a guard. Asim slammed the man hard in the groin with a knee. The man dropped to his knees. His loud groan was not noticed by anyone passing by.
Asim dropped the coin purse and took off in Kyra’s direction and she followed after him as they rushed away from the food vendors to another part of the market that focused on fabrics, pottery, and other home goods.
“Kyra, why did you just leave me there like that? I thought you knew the plan?” Asim struggled to catch his breath.
Kyra wiped the sweat from her brow. Between the heat and her guilt she was surprised she wasn’t sweating more profusely. “Now I see why those men earlier were trying to beat you up. Asim, you can’t steal like that.”
“Oh, but it is all right if I steal food for you?” Asim argued.
Shame washed over her, “I shouldn’t have even agreed to let you steal food. It’s wrong.”
Punching a nearby wooden post that was holding up a green cotton awning, Asim growled, “If I had succeeded in lifting that purse from that wealthy man, who has more than enough, both you and I would have been able to eat more than just a handful of fruit and meat skewers. You ruined my plan.”
“Hey, this isn’t my fault. Don’t try and include me in your ridiculous, thieving schemes.” She turned her back on him. “I told you I was fine enough on my own. I don’t need you slowing me down in doing what I need to.”
“Which is escaping the guards for whatever reason.” Asim mocked her with a devious smirk. “Maybe I should just tell them where you are and receive that reward they promised.” The boy rubbed his hands together, resembling a greedy miser.
“Ugh!” Her frustration over this whole situation was growing, “You’re nothing but trouble. Next time, I’ll know better than to save your sorry ass from a bunch of thugs.” 
Kyra turned on her heel. “I’m leaving.”
“Good luck hiding in Memphra, stupid!” Asim shouted at her retreating form. “There is no one who knows the capital city inside and out more than me.”
She spun back around. “Just what are you saying?”
“I will help you if you help me,” Asim said while glancing nonchalantly at his fingernails, and he waited.
Moments later she was standing before him and he grinned, a conniving glimmer in his charcoal eyes.
“What must I do?” Kyra caved. She didn’t want to admit she needed help. She supposed it was better to have someone on her side while she was alone wandering without any idea of how to get back to Ivan.
She needed a plan, and just maybe this kid could prove useful.
Pleased, Asim crossed his arms.
“I need some help in retrieving something for a friend. He will pay me six gold orahs for it. Since you are a woman, you can distract the shopkeeper since he is a bit obsessed with feminine curves. If you help me to get what I need, I will help you.”
Kyra wasn’t sure if she should trust this thief. But what other choice do I have?
“Fine, kid.”
“I have to make sure the shop is open. Now, stay right here and wait for me.” He pointed at her and then took off like a shot, running through the street and knocking people over who were in his path. He shoved an old woman to the side who shook her crooked walking staff at him, and knocked into a girl carrying a bucket of water that sloshed all over the ground.
As if they had minds of their own, Kyra’s eyes drifted to some colorful fabrics hanging to the right of her. It just so happened she found herself standing in front of hanging silks, cottons, and linens—lots of pinks and purples, reds and blues woven with lace golden borders and tassels. She lifted her hand, her fingers threading through the smooth materials.
“Well, well, what have we here?” said a nasal-sounding man.
Kyra looked over.
The menace in his cruel eyes and the way he was staring at her put her on edge. The skinny man with him, with purple bruising around his right eye and a missing tooth, wasn’t making her any more comfortable.
“You are new around here,” said the dangerous-looking man, getting much too close. A putrid scent wafted from him like he had gotten into a fight with a dumpster and lost big time. He was tall and rippling with muscle that reminded her of how a Minotaur was built. His dark hair and cold, cruel dark eyes made her stomach twist. He slinked up closer to her, and she held her hand to her mouth and nose to keep from retching.
She spared him but a tiny glare as danger hung in the air, urging her to get away from him. Without a word she moved away from the fabric vendor.
Their footsteps caught up with her.
“Aww, do not run away, little pet,” one of them snickered. “You must be lost. A lovely pet like yourself needs a powerful escort home, yes?”
“No, I don’t think so,” Kyra said, tension rising.
She quickened her pace.
“Come on, we will be so nice to you,” he rasped.
She was far from naked, but the way he raked his gaze slow and steady across her every curve made her skin crawl.
“So very nice,” he whispered in a need to possess her like she was some rare bird ready for plucking.
Fear motivated Kyra to hurry.
“Leave me alone!” She only heard laughter from the two men and broke into a run with them chasing after her.
Out of nowhere a large stone zoomed through the air and connected with the back of one of their heads.
He yelled out and clutched the bleeding wound. He turned around to see a piece of broken wood hurling towards his face and he ducked in time for it to sail over his head.
Asim wore fury like a mask. His arms held a few more bits of debris. “You better leave her alone, Shakir!”
Upon hearing Asim, Kyra realized she was no longer being chased and spun around, finding the two men threatening Asim. She thought fast.
“Help! Help!” A crowd started to gather. “These men tried to kidnap me!”
A few men from the crowd started to approach the two thugs with all the attention Kyra was attracting.
“Hey, is that not Omari and Shakir? Yes, I would know their putrid faces anywhere! They are wanted for crimes!” someone in the crowd cried out while pointing at them.
“Yes and there is a reward on their heads!” someone else announced as they rounded on Omari and Shakir.
“I could sure use the orahs!” said a man in the crowd, reaching for one of the men.
Thankful for the distraction, Asim ran to Kyra and took a firm hold of her wrist. He led her away from the commotion.
“You have got to be more careful. You are a clear foreigner with those strange garments on, and where there are foreigners, there is money to be made.”
Kyra glanced down at her clothing, worry etched her face.
“Not to worry, Kyra. I know of a place where you can hide. My master has a grand house here. He is a foreigner just like you.”
“Master? You’re a slave?” Kyra was shocked at his revelation.
Asim shook his head, “No, Southern Egyptah does not deal in slavery. Even with that law in place, it still does not mean citizens do not get kidnapped and shipped overseas to other countries. It is difficult for the authorities to stop all these happenings, but they do to the best of their ability.”
He kicked a rock out of his path. “My master is someone who my parents worked for before they died. He still lets me live in his home in exchange for work.” Asim finally let go of Kyra’s hand. “So just follow me.”
He sped up as they walked through the marketplace heading to the home of Asim’s master.
“What about that item you need to steal?” Guilt in even asking started in her chest.
The boy sighed, “He sold it to someone already, so it is long gone.” His deep sigh of regret made her feel a little bit sorry for him, but just a smidge.
Following the boy through the city, she noticed the direction they were heading in—and it was far from a good direction to be traveling. Her nerves attacked at full force when she realized he was leading her right back to the palace.
“You’re taking me to the palace? Why?”
Asim’s gaze scanned the vision of the colossal, sprawling marble palace of tall square and arched structures with its bushy, leafy trees, the statues of the gods and animals that lined the pathways, and the mile-high obelisks that he could see just ahead of him over the wall. Peering up at this very retaining wall that secured the grounds, the entry was not on this side.
Kyra gripped his shoulder and yanked him to a stop. “You’re going to turn me in for a reward, you little—”
“No! Really, I was not!” Asim shook himself free from her grasp and tried to straighten his appearance. “My master lives nearby, along the Iel River.”
Wanting to trust him, Kyra inhaled a long deep breath, battling with her anxiety whether she should or not, and reluctantly followed behind Asim.
What if someone recognizes me, though? It’s not like I can hide—my clothing alone is a dead giveaway.
With her heart thundering, she could barely make out what Asim was saying as he gripped her by the wrist and pulled her further and further away from the palace and toward a stately, columned estate. A stone retaining wall wrapped around grounds filled with greenery and massive trees full of leaves and pink blossoms.
Kyra despised the fact that although they were a ways away from the palace it was like they were pretty much right next door. Anyone with half a brain could be able to locate her.
And she was going to be hidden here?
Yep, I’m doomed for sure.




Chapter three
Devious Deeds
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Standing just inside in the shadow the immaculate main gate of stone and wood carved with horses pulling chariots, Kyra waited for Asim. 
This expansive manor connected other smaller structures with its pillars and decorative ponds. Statues of marble beasts lined the perimeter of a nearby clear pond, where pink- and red-blossoming weeping wellow trees swayed in the breeze, their feathery leaves seeming to dip just barely into the top of the water in a graceful swaying dance.
Asim had told her he would be right back for he was asking permission for her to remain on the premises. Movement a short distance away captured her attention, and just ahead Asim came trotting back toward her, an elderly man walking with a limp and leaning a bit on a spiral-topped cane in tow.
Kyra straightened her posture and tried to smooth down her messy chin-length hair as the two of them headed her way.
When they reached her the old man took a quick gander at her clothing and brief confusion crossed his face.
“I am Alastar.” His kind tenor filled her with a small amount of comfort. His long beard of snow white had wiggled a little when he spoke. The color matched the shoulder-length wavy hair on his head. His vibrant burgundy and silver toga shifted when he bowed his head in greeting. “I am Master of this house."
“Asim here,” he placed his hand on the boy’s shoulder, “tells me you need lodgings.”
”I don’t
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